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THE  HISTORY  OF  CLARISSA  HARLOWE. 


LETTER  I. 

Mlaa  Clarissa  Harlowe  to  Mrs.  Norton. 

Monday  night,  July  24. 

MY  DEAR  MRS.  NORTON, 

Had  I not  fallen  into  fresh  trou- 
bles, which  disabled  me  for  several 
days  from  holding  a pen , I should 
not  have  forborne  enquiring  after 
your  health , and  that  of  your  son ; 
For  I should  have  been  but  too 
ready  to  impute  your  silence  to 
the  cause,  to  which,  to  my  very 

freat  concern,  I find  it  was  owing. 

pray  to  Heaven,  my  dear  good 
friend,  to  give  you  comfort  in  the 
way  most  desirable  to  yourself. 

I am  exceedingly  concerned  at 
Miss  Howe’s  writing  about  me  to 
my  friends.  I do  assure  you,  that 
I was  as  ignorant  of  her  intention 
so  to  do , as  of  the  contents  of  her 
letter.  Nor  has  she  yet  let  me 
know  (discouraged , I suppose , by 
her  ill  success)  that  she  did  write. 
It  is  impossible  to  share  the  delight 
which  such  charming  spirits  give, 
without  the  inconvenience  that 
will  attend  their  volatility.  — So 
mixed  are  our  best  enjoyments! 

It  wasbut  yesterday  thatl  wrote 
to  chide  the  dear  creature  for  free- 
doms of  that  nature,  which  her  un- 
seasonably expressed  love  for  me 
Clarissa.  IV. 


had  made  her  take , as  you  wrote 
me  word  in  your  former.  I was 
afraid  that  all  such  freedoms  would 
be  attributed  to  me.  And  I am 
sure,  that  nothing  but  my  own  ap- 
plication to  my  friends,  and  a full 
conviction  of  my  contrition,  will 
procure  me  favour.  Least  of  all 
can  I expect,  that  either  your  me- 
diation or  hers  (both  of  whosefond 
and  partial  love  of  me  is  so  well 
known)  will  avail  me. 

She  then  gives  a brief  account  of  the 
arrest:  of  her  dejection  under  it: 
of  her  apprehensions  of  being  car- 
ried to  her  former  lodgings:  of 
Mr.  Lovelace's  avowed  innocence , 
as  to  that  insult:  of  her  release  by 
Mr.  Belford:  of  Mr.  Lovelace's 
promise  not  to  molest  her:  of  her 
clothes  being  sent  her:  of  the  earn- 
est desire  of  all  his  friends , and  of 
himself , to  marry  her:  of  Miss 
Ho  we's  advice  to  comply  with  their 
requests:  and  of  her  declared  re- 
solution rather  to  die , than  be  his, 
sent  to  31iss  Howe , to  be  given  to 
his  relations , but  as  the  day  before. 
After  which  she  thus  proceeds : 

Now,  my  dear  Mrs.  Norton,  you 
will  be  surprised , perhaps , that  I 
should  have  returned  such  an  an- 
swer: but,  when  you  have  every 
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thing  before  you , you , who  know 
me  so  well,  will  not  think  me 
wrong.  And , besides , I am  upon 
a better  preparation,  than  for  an 
earthly  husband. 

Nor  let  it  be  imagined , my  dear 
and  ever  venerable  friend,  that 
my  present  turn  of  mind  proceeds 
from  gloominess  or  melancholy  :for 
although  it  was  brought  on  by  dis- 
appointment (the  world  shewing 
me  early , even  at  my  first  rusldng 
into  it,  its  true  and  ugly  face ;)  yet 
I hope,  that  it  has  obtained  a better 
root,  and  will  every  day  more  and 
more,  by  its  fruits,  demonstrate  to 
me , and  to  all  my  friends , that  it 
has. 

I have  written  to  my  sister.  Last 
Friday  I wrote.  So  the  dye  is 
thrown.  I hope  for  a gentle  an- 
swer. But,  perhaps,  they  will  not 
vouchsafe  me  any.  It  is  my  first 
direct  application,  you  know.  1 
wish  Miss  Howe  had  left  me  to  my 
own  workings  in  this  tender  point. 

It  will  be  a great  satisfaction  to 
me  to  hear  of  your  perfect  re- 
covery, and  that  my  foster-brother 
is  out  of  danger.  But  why,  said  I, 
out  of  danger?  — When  can  this  be 
justly  said  of  creatures,  who  hold 
by  so  uncertain  a tenure?  This  is 
one  of  those  forms  of  common 
speech,  that  proves  the  frailty  and 
the  presumption  of  poor  mortals, 
at  the  same  time. 

Don't  be  uneasy  you  cannot 
answer  your  wishes  to  be  with 
me.  I am  happier  than  I could 
have  expected  to  be  among  mere 
strangers.  It  was  grievous  at 
first;  but  use  reconciles  every 
thing  to  us.  The  people  of  the 


house  where  I am , are  courteous 
and  honest.  There  is  a widow 
who  lodges  in  it  [havel  not  said  so 
formerly?]  a good  woman;  who  is 
the  better  for  having  been  a profi- 
cient in  the  school  of  affliction. 

An  excellent  school!  my  dear 
Mrs.  Norton,  in  which  we  are 
taught  to  know  ourselves,  to  be 
able  to  compassionate  and  bear 
with  one  another,  and  to  look  up 
to  a better  hope. 

I have  as  humane  a physician 
(whose  fees  are  his  least  regard) 
and  as  worthy  an  apothecary , as 
ever  patient  was  visited  by.  My 
nurse  is  diligent,  obliging,  silent, 
and  sober.  So  I am  not  unhappy 
without:  and  within  — I hope,  my 
dear  Mrs.  Norton,  that  I shall  be 
every  day  more  and  more  happy 
within. 

No  doubt,  it  would  be  one  of 
the  greatest  comforts  I could 
know , to  have  you  with  me:  you, 
who  love  me  so  dearly:  who  have 
been  the  watchful  sustainer  of  my 
helpless  infancy:  you,  by  whose 
precepts  I have  been  so  much  be- 
nefited ! — In  your  dear  bosom 
could  I repose  all  my  griefs : and 
by  your  piety  and  experience  in 
the  ways  of  Heaven,  should  I be 
strengthened  in  what  I am  still  to 
go  through. 

But,  as  it  must  not  be,  I will  ac- 

?[uiesce;  and  so,  I hope,  will  you: 
or  you  see  in  what  respects  I am 
not  unhappy;  and  in  those  that  I 
am , they  lie  not  in  your  power  to 
remedy. 

Then,  as  I have  told  you,  I have 
all  my  clothes  in  my  own  posses- 
sion. So  I am  rich  enough,  as  to 
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this  world , in  common  eonvenien- 
cies. 

You  see,  my  venerable  and  dear 
friend , that  I am  not  always  turn- 
ing the  dark  side  of  my  prospects, 
in  order  to  move  compassion ; a 
trick  imputed  to  me,  too  often,  by 
my  hard-hearted  sister;  when,  if 
I know  my  own  heart,  it  is  above 
all  trick  or  artifice.  Yet  I hope 
at  last  I shall  be  so  happy , as  to 
receive  benefit  rather  than  reproach 
from  this  talent,  if  it  be  my  talent. 
At  last , I say;  for  whose  heart 
have  I hitherto  moved?  — Not  one, 
I am  sure,  that  was  not  prede- 
termined in  my  favour. 

As  to  the  day  — I have  passed 
it , as  I ought  to  pass  it.  It  has 
been  a very  heavy  day  to  me ! — 
More  for  my  friends  sake,  too, 
than  for  my  own!  — How  did  they 
use  to  pass  it ! — What  a festivity ! 

— How  have  they  now  passed  it? 

— To  imagine  it,  how  grievous ! — 
Say  not,  that  those  are  cruel,  who 
suffer  so  much  for  my  fault;  and 
who , for  eighteen  years  together, 
rejoiced  in  me,  and  rejoiced  me  by 
their  indulgent  goodness!  — But  I 
will  think  tne  rest ! — Adieu , my 
dearest  Mrs.  Norton!  — 

Adieu ! 

letter  n. 

Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe  to  Miss  Arabella 
Harlowe. 

Friday,  July  21. 

If,  my  dearest  sister,  I did  not 
think  the  state  of  my  health  very 
precarious,  and  that  it  was  my 
duty  to  take  this  step,  1 should 
hardly  have  dared  to  approach 


you,  although  but  with  my  pen, 
after  having  found  your  censures 
so  dreadfully  justified  as  they  have 
been. 

I have  not  the  courage  to  write 
to  my  father  himself,  nor  yet  to 
my  mother.  And  it  is  with  trem- 
bling, that  I address  myself  to 
you,  to  beg  of  you  to  intercede  for 
me,  that  my  father  will  have  the 
goodness  to  revoke  that  heaviest 
part  of  the  very  heavy  curse  he 
laid  upon  me,  which  relates  to 
hereafter  ; for , as  to  the  HERE , I 
have  indeed  met  with  my  punishment 
from  the  very  wretch  in  whom  I was 
supposed  to  place  my  confidence. 

As  I hope  not  for  restoration  to 
favour,  I may  be  allowed  to  be 
very  earnest  on  this  head : yet  will 
I not  use  any  arguments  in  sup- 
port of  my  request,  because  I am 
sure  my  father,  were  it  in  his 
power,  would  not  have  his  poor 
child  miserable  for  ever. 

I have  the  most  grateful  sense 
of  my  mother’s  goodness  in  send- 
ing me  up  my  clothes.  I would 
have  acknowledged  the  favour  the 
moment  I received  them , with  the 
most  thankful  duty,  but  that  I 
feared  any  line  from  me  would  be 
unacceptable. 

I would  not  give  fresh  offence : 
so  will  decline  all  other  commen- 
dations of  duty  and  love:  appeal- 
ing to  my  heart  for  both,  where 
both  are  flaming  with  an  ardour 
that  nothing  but  death  can  ex- 
tinguish: therefore  only  subscribe 
myself,  without  so  much  as  a 
name, 

My  dear  and  happy  sister, 
Your  afflicted  servant. 
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A letter  directed  for  me  , at  Mr. 
Smith’s,  a glover,  in  King  Street, 
Covent  Garden,  will  come  to 
hand. 

LETTER  in. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

[In  answer  to  his  Letters  exxii.  exxv. 
vol.  iii.] 

Edgware,  Monday,  July  24. 
What  pains  thou  takest  to  per- 
suade thyself,  that  the  lady’s  ill 
health  is  owing  to  the  vile  arrest, 
and  to  the  implacableness  of  her 
friends!  Both  primarily  (if  they 
were)  to  be  laid  at  thy  door.  What 
poor  excuses  will  good  heads  make 
for  the  evils  they  are  put  upon  by 
bad  hearts!  — But  ’tisno  wonder 
that  he  who  can  sit  down  preme- 
ditatedly  to  do  a bad  action,  will 
content  himself  with  a bad  excuse: 
and  yet,  what  fools  must  he  sup- 

Eose  the  rest  of  the  world  to  be , if 
e imagines  them  as  easy  to  be 
imposed  upon,  as  he  can  impose 
upon  himself? 

In  vain  dost  thou  impute  to 
pride  or  wilfulness  the  necessity 
to  which  thou  hast  reduced  this 
lady  of  parting  with  her  clothes ; 
for  can  she  do  otherwise,  and  be 
the  noble-minded  creature  she  is? 

Her  implacable  friends  have  re- 
fused her  the  current  cash  she  left 
behind  her;  and  wished,  as  her 
sister  wrote  to  her,  to  see  her  re- 
duced to  want:  probably  there- 
fore they  will  not  be  sorry  that  she 
is  reduced  to  such  straights;  and 
will  take  it  for  a justification  from 
Heaven  of  their  wicked  hard- 
heartedness. Thou  canst  not  sup- 


pose she  would  take  supplies  from 
thee : to  take  them  from  me  would, 
in  her  opinion,  be  taking  them 
from  thee.  Miss  Howe’s  mother 
is  an  avaricious  woman ; and,  per- 
haps, the  daughter  can  do  nothing 
of  that  sort  unknown  to  her;  and, 
if  she  could , is  too  noble  a girl  to 
deny  it,  if  charged.  And  then 
Miss  Harlowe  is  firmly  of  opinion, 
that  she  shall  never  want  nor  wear 
the  things  she  disposes  of. 

Having  heard  nothing  from 
town  that  obliges  me  to  go  thither, 

I shall  gratify  poor  Belton  with 
my  company  till  to-morrow,  or 
perhaps  till  W ednesday.  For  the 
unhappy  man  is  more  and  more 
loth  to  part  with  me.  I shall  soon 
set  out  for  Epsom,  to  endeavour  to 
serve  him  there,  and  reinstate  him 
in  his  own  house.  Poor  fellow! 
he  is  most  horribly  low  spirited; 
mopes  about;  and  nothing  diverts 
him.  I pity  him  at  my  heart ; but 
can  do  him  no  good.  — What  con- 
solation can  I give  him,  either  from 
his  past  life,  or  from  his  future  pro- 
spects? 

Our  friendships  and  intimacies, 
Lovelace , are  only  calculated  for 
strong  life  and  health.  When 
sickness  comes,  we  look  round  us, 
and  upon  one  another,  like 
frighted  birds,  at  the  sight  of  a 
kite  ready  to  souse  upon  them. 
Then,  with  all  our  bravery,  what 
miserable  wretches  are  we ! 

Thou  tellest  me,  that  thou  seest 
reformation  is  coming  swiftly 
upon  me.  I hope  it  is.  I see  so 
much  difference  in  the  behaviour 
of  this  admirable  woman  in  her 
illness,  and  that  of  poor  Belton  in. 
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Ais,that  it  is  plain  to  me,  thesinner 
is  the  real  coward , and  the  saint 
the  true  hero;  and,  sooner  or 
later,  we  shall  all  find  it  to  be  so, 
if  we  are  not  cut  off  suddenly. 

The  lady  shut  herself  up  at  six 
o’clock  yesterday  afternoon;  and 
intends  not  to  see  company  till 
seven  or  eight  this:  not  even  her 
nurse  — Imposing  upon  herself  a 
severe  fast.  And  why?  It  is  Tier 
birth-day!  — Blooming  — yet 
declining  in  her  very  blossom ! — 
Every  birth-day  till  this,  no  doubt, 
happy!  — What  must  be  her  re- 
flections! — What  ought  to  be 
thine! 

What  sport  dost  thou  make 
with  my  aspirations , and  my  pro- 
strations, as  thou  callest  them; 
and  with  my  dropping  of  the  bank 
note  behind  her  chair!  I had  too 
much  awe  of  her  at  the  time,  and 
too  much  apprehended  her  dis- 
pleasure at  the  offer,  to  make  it 
with  the  grace  that  would  better 
have  become  my  intention.  But 
the  action,  if  awkward,  was 
modest.  Indeed,  the  fitter  subject 
for  ridicule  with  thee;  whocanst 
no  more  taste  the  beauty  and 
delicacy  of  modest  obligingness, 
than  of  modest  love.  For  the  same 
may  be  said  of  inviolable  respect, 
that  the  poet  says  of  unfeigned 
affection, 

I speak  ! I know  not  what ! — 

Speak  ever  so:  and  if  I answer  yon 
I know  not  what,  it  shews  the  more  of 
love. 

Love  is  a child  that  talks  in  broken 
language ; 

Yet  then  it  speaks  most  plain. 

The  like  may  be  pleaded  in  be- 
half of  that  modest  respect  which 


made  the  humble  offerer  afraid  to 
invade  theawful  eye,  orthe  revered 
hand  but  awkwardly  to  drop  its 
incense  beside  the  altar  it  should 
have  been  laid  upon.  But  how 
should  that  soul,  which  could  treat 
delieac^  itself  brutally,  know  any 
thing  of  this! 

But  I am  still  more  amazed  at 
thy  courage,  to  think  of  throwing 
thyself  in  the  way  of  Miss  Howe, 
and  Miss  Arabella  Harlowe!  — 
Thou  wilt  not  dare,  surely,  to 
carry  this  thought  into  execution! 

As  to  my  dress , and  thy  dress , I 
have  only  to  say,  that  the  sum 
total  of  thy  observation  is  this: 
that  my  outside  is  the  worst  of  me ; 
and  thine  the  best  of  thee:  and 
what  gettest  thou  by  the  compari- 
son? l3o  thou  reform  the  one,  and 
I’ll  try  to  mend  the  other.  I 
challenge  thee  to  begin. 

Mrs.  Lovick  gave  me,  at  my  re- 
quest, the  copy  of  a meditation 
sne  shewed  me,  which  was  ex- 
tracted by  the  lady,  from  the 
Scriptures,  while  under  arrest  at 
Rowland’s,  as  appears  by  the  date. 
The  lady  is  not  to  know  that  I 
have  taken  a copy. 

You  and  I always  admired  the 
noble  simplicity,  and  natural  ease 
and  dignity  of  style,  which  are  the 
distinguishing  characteristics  of 
these  books,  whenever  any  pas- 
sages from  them,  by  way  of  quota- 
tion in  the  works  of  other  authors, 
popt  upon  us.  And  once  I re- 
member you,  even  you,  observed, 
that  those  passages  always  ap- 
peared to  you  like  a rich  vein  of 
olden  ore,  which  runs  through 
aser  metals;  embellishing  the 
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work  they  were  brought  to  authen-  j I was  not  in  safety  ; neither  had  I 
ticate.  rest;  neither  teas  I quiet:  yet  trouble 

Try,  Lovelace,  if  thou  canstjcame. 
relish  a Divine  Beauty.  I think  it  But  behold  God  is  mighty,  and 
must  strike  transient  (if  not  per-  despiseth  not  any. 
manent)  remorse  into  thv  heart.  He  giveth  right  to  the  poor  — And 
Thou  boastest  of  thy  ingenuous-  if  they  be  bound  in  fetters, andholden 
ness:  let  this  be  the  test  of  it;  and  in  cords  of  affliction,  then  he  sheweth 
whether  thou  canst  be  serious  on  a them  their  works  and  their  trans- 
subject  so  deep,  the  occasion  of  it  gressions.  — 
resulting  from  thyself. 

I have  a little  leisure,  and  am  in 
MEDITATION.  a scribbling  vein:  indulge  me, 

Lovelace,  a few  reflections  on 
Saturday,  July  15.  these  sacred  books. 

O that  my  grief  were  thoroughly  We  are  taughtto  read  the  Bible, 
weighed,  and  my  calamity  laid  in  the  when  children,  and  as  a rudiment 
balance  together ! only;  and  as  far  as  I know,  this 

For  now  it  would  be  heavier  than  may  be  the  reason,  why  we  think 
the  sand  of  the  sea:  therefore  my  ourselves  above  it,  when  at  a 
words  are  swallowed  up ! maturer  age.  For  you  know,  that 

For  the  arrows  of  the  Almighty  are  our  parents,  as  well  as  we,  wisely 
within  me;  the  poison  whereof  rate  our  proficiency  by  the  books 
drinketh  up  my  spirit.  The  terrors  we  are  advanced  to,  and  not  by 
of  God  do  set  themselves  in  array  our  understanding  of  those  we 
against  me.  have  passed  through.  But,  in  my 

When  I lie  down,  I say, when  shall  uncle’s  illness,  I had  the  curiosity, 
I arise?  When  will  thenightbegone?  in  some  of  my  dull  hours  (lighting 
And  I am  full  of  tossings  to  and  fro,  upon  one  in  his  closet)  to  dip  into 
unto  the  dawning  of  the  day . it:  and  then  I found,  wherever  I 

My  days  areswifter  than  a weaver's  turned,  that  there  were  admirable 
shuttle,  and  are  spent  without  hope — things  in  it.  I have  borrowed  one, 
Mine  eye  shall  no  more  see  good.  on  receiving  from  Mrs.  Lovick  the 

Wherefore  is  light  given  to  her  that  above  meditation ; for  I had  a 
is  in  misery;  and  life  unto  the  bitter  mind  to  compare  the  passages  con- 
insoul ? tained  in  it  by  the  book,  hardly 

Who  longeth  for  death;  but  it  believing  they  could  be  so  exceed- 
cometh  not;  and  diggeth  for  it  more  ingly  apposite  as  I find  they  are. 
than  for  hid  treasures?  And  one  time  or  other,  it  is  very 

Why  is  light  given  to  one  whose  likely,  that  I shall  make  a resolu- 
way  is  hid;  and  whom  God  hath  tion  to  give  the  whole  Bible  a 
hedged  in  ? \ perusal,  by  way  of  course , as  I may 

For  the  thing  which  I greatly  feared  say. 
is  come  upon  me!  [ This , meantime , I will  venture 
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to  repeat,  is  certain,  that  the  style 
is  that  truly  easy,  simple,  and 
natural  one,  which  we  should  ad- 
mire in  other  authors  excessively. 
Then  all  the  world  join  in  an  opi- 
nion of  the  antiquity,  and  authen- 
ticity too,  of  the  book;  and  the 
learned  are  fond  of  strengthening 
their  different  arguments  by  its 
sanctions.  Indeed,  I was  so  much 
taken  with  it  at  my  uncle’s,  that  I 
was  half  ashamed  that  it  appeared 
so  new  to  me.  And  yet,  I cannot  but 
say,  that  I have  some  of  the  Old 
Testament  history,  as  it  is  called, 
in  my  head:  but,  perhaps,  am 
more  obliged  for  it  to  Josephus, 
than  to  the  Bible  itself. 

Odd  enough , with  all  our  pride 
of  learning,  that  we  choose  to 
derive  the  little  we  know  from  the 
under  currents,  perhaps  muddy 
ones  too,  when  the  clear,  the 
pellucid  fountain  head,  is  much 
nearer  at  hand,  and  easier  to  be 
come  at — Slighted  the  more,  pos- 
sibly, for  that  very  reason! 

But  man  is  a pragmatical, 
foolish  creature ; and  the  more  we 
look  into  him , the  more  we  must 
despise  him ! — Lords  of  the  crea- 
tion! — Who  can  forbear  indig- 
nant laughter!  When  we  see  not 
one  of  the  individualsof  thatcrea- 
tion  (his  perpetually  eccentric  self 
excepted)  but  acts  within  its  own 
natural  and  original  appointment : 
and  all  the  time,  proud  and  vain 
as  the  conceited  wretch  is  of 
fancied  and  self-dependent  ex- 
cellence, he  is  obliged  not  only  for 
the  ornaments,  but  for  the  neces- 
saries of  life,  (that  is  to  say,  for 
food  as  well  as  raiment,)  to  all  the 
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other  creatures;  strutting  with 
their  blood  and  spirits  in  his  veins, 
and  with  their  plumage  on  his 
back : for  what  has  he  of  his  own, 
but  a very  mischievous , monkey- 
like, bad  nature ! Yet  thinks  him- 
self at  liberty  to  kick,  and  cuff, 
and  elbow  out  every  worthier 
creature:  and  when  he  has  none 
of  the  animal  creation  to  hunt 
down  and  abuse , will  make  use  of 
his  power,  his  strength,  or  his 
wealth , to  oppress  the  less  power- 
ful and  weaker  of  his  own  species! 

When  you  and  I meet  next,  let 
us  enter  more  largely  into  this  sub- 
ject: and,  I dare  say,  we  shall 
take  it  by  turns,  in  imitation  of  the 
two  sages  of  antiquity,  to  laugh 
and  to  weep  at  tne  thoughts  of 
what  miserable,  yet  conceited 
beings,  men  in  general,  but  we 
libertines  in  particular,  are. 

I fell  upon  a piece  at  Dorrell’s, 
this  very  evening,  intituled,  The 
Sacred  Classics,  written  by  one 
Blackwell. 

I took  it  home  with  me,  and  had 
not  read  a dozen  pages,  when  I 
was  convinced , that  1 ought  to  be 
ashamed  of  myself  to  think,  how 
greatly  I have  admired  less  noble 
and  less  natural  beauties  in  Pagan 
authors:  while  I have  known  no- 
thing of  this  all-excelling  collec- 
tion of  beauties,  the  Bible!  By  my 
faith,  Lovelace,  I shall  for  the 
future  have  a better  opinion  of  the 
good  Bense  and  taste  of  half  a 
score  of  parsons,  whom  I have 
fallen  in  with  in  my  time,  and 
despised  for  magnifying , as  I 
thought  they  did,  tne  language 
and  the  sentiments  to  be  found  m 
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it  in  preference  to  all  the  ancient 
poets  and  philosophers.  And  this 
is  now  a convincing  proof  to 
and  shames  as  much  an  infidel’s 
presumption  as  his  ignorance,  that 
those  who  know  least,  are  the 
greatest  scoffers.  A pretty  pack 
of  would-be  wits  of  us,  who  cen- 
sure without  knowledge,  laugh 
without  reason,  and  are  most  noisy 
and  loud  against  things  we  know 
least  of! 


LETTER  IV. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

"Wednesday,  July  26. 

I came  not  to  town  till  this  morn- 
ing early:  poor  Belton  clinging  to 
me,  as  a man  destitute  of  au  other 
hold. 

I hastened  to  Smith’s , and  had 
but  a very  indifferent  account  of 
the  lady’s  health.  I sent  up  my 
compliments;  and  she  desired  to 
see  me  in  the  afternoon. 

Mrs.  Lovick  told  me,  that  after 
I went  away  on  Saturday,  she 
actually  parted  with  one  of  her 
best  suits  of  clothes  to  a gentle- 
woman who  is  her  [Mrs.  Lovick’s] 
benefactress,  and  who  bought 
them  for  a niece  who  is  very 
speedily  to  be  married,  and  whom 
she  fits  out  and  portions  as  her 
intended  heiress.  The  lady  was 
so  jealous  that  the  money  might 
come  from  you  or  me,  that  she 
would  see  the  purchaser:  who 
owned  to  Mrs.  Lovick,  that  she 
bought  them  for  half  their  worth: 
but  yet , though  her  conscience  per- 
mitted her  to  take  them  at  such  an 
under  rate,  the  widow  says,  her 


frienJTkdmired  the  lady,  as  one  of 
theloveiiestof  her  sex:  and  having 
.b_een  let  into  a little  of  her  story, 
coilfd  not  help  shedding  tears  at 
taking  away  her  purchase. 

She  may  be  a good  sort  of  a 
woman:  Mrs.  Lovick  says  she  is: 
but  self  is  an  odious  devil,  that 
reconciles  to  some  people  the  most 
cruel  and  dishonest  actions.  But, 
nevertheless,  it  is  my  opinion,  that 
those  who  can  suffer  themselves  to 
take  advantage  of  the  necessities 
of  their  fellow-creatures,  in  order 
to  buy  any  thing  at  a less  rate  than 
would  allow  them  the  legal  interest 
of  their  purchase  money  (sup- 
posing they  purchase  before  they 
want)  are  no  better  than  robbers 
for  the  difference.  — To  plunder 
a wreck , and  to  rob  at  a fire , are 
indeed  higher  degrees  of  wicked- 
ness: but  do  not  those , as  well  as 
these,  heighten  the  distresses  of 
the  distressed,  and  heap  misery  on 
the  miserable,  whom  it  is  the  duty 
of  every  one  to  relieve? 

About  three  o’clock  I went  again 
to  Smith’s.  The  lady  was  writing 
when  I sent  up  my  name;  but  ad- 
mitted of  my  visit.  I saw  a visible 
alteration  in  her  countenance  for 
the  worse;  and  Mrs.  Lovick  re- 
spectfully accusing  her  of  too  great 
assiduity  to  her  pen,  early  and 
late,  and  of  her  abstinence  the  day 
before,  I took  notice  of  the  altera- 
tion; and  told  her,  that  her  phy- 
sician had  greater  hopes  of  her 
than  she  had  of  herself;  and  I 
would  take  the  liberty  to  say,  that 
despair  of  recovery  allowed  not 
room  for  cure. 

She  said , she  neither  despaired 
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nor  hoped.  Then  stepping  to  the  I ject  of  your  discourse.  The  mo- 
glass  , with  great  composure , My  tives  for  your  pleas  in  his  favour, 
countenance , said  she , is  indeed  are  generous.  I love  to  see  iu- 
an  honest  picture  of  my  heart.  Hut  stances  of  generous  friendship  in 
the  mind  will  run  away  with  the  either  sex.  But  I have  written  my 
body  at  any  time.  full  mind  on  this  subject  to  Miss 

Writing  is  all  my  diversion,  con-  Howe,  who  will  communicate  it  to 
tinued  she;  and  1 have  subjects  the  ladies  of  his  family.  No  more, 
that  cannot  be  dispensed  with.  As  therefore,  I pray  you,  upon  a topic 
to  my  hours,  I have  always  been  that  may  lead  to  disagreeable  re- 
an  early  riser:  but  now  rest  is  less  criminations, 
in  my  power  than  ever.  Sleep  has  Her  apothecary  came  in.  He 
a long  time  ago  quarrelled  with  advised  her  to  the  air,  and  blamed 
me,  and  will  not  befriends,  al-  her  for  so  great  an  application,  as 
though  I have  made  the  first  ad-  he  was  told  she  made  to  her  pen; 
vances.  What  will  be,  must.  and  he  gave  it  as  the  doctor's 
She  then  stept  to  her  closet,  and  opinion,  as  well  as  his  own,  that 
brought  me  a parcel  sealed  up  with  she  would  recover,  if  she  herself 
three  seals:  be  so  kind,  said  she,  desired  to  recover,  and  would  use 
as  to  give  this  to  your  friend.  A the  means. 

very  grateful  present  it  ought  to  She  may  possibly  write  too  much 
be  to  him:  for,  sir,  this  packet  for  her  health:  but  I have  ob- 
contains  such  letters  of  his  to  me,  served,  on  several  occasions,  that 
as,  compared  with  his  actions,  when  the  medical  men  are  at  a loss 
would  reflect  dishonour  upon  all  what  to  prescribe,  they  enquire 
bis  sex,  were  they  to  fall  intoother  what  their  patients  best  like,  or 
hands.  are  most  diverted  with,  and  forbid 

As  to  my  letters  to  him,  they  them  that, 
are  not  many.  He  may  either  But,  noble-minded  as  they  see 
keep  or  destroy  them,  as  he  this  lady  is,  they  know  not  half 
pleases.  her  nobleness  of  mind  nor  how 

I thought,  Lovelace,  I ought  not  deeply  she  is  wounded;  and  de- 
to  forego  this  opportunity  to  plead  pend  too  much  upon  her  youth , 
for  you:  I therefore,  with  the  which  I doubt  will  not  do  in  this 
packet  in  my  hand,  urged  all  the  case ; and  upon  time , which  will 
arguments!,  could  think  of  in  your  J not  alleviate  the  woes  of  such  a 
favour.  mind : for,  having  been  bent  upon 

She  heard  me  out  with  more  doing  good , and  upon  reclaiming 
attention  than  I could  have  pro-  a libertine  whom  she  loved,  she  is 
mised  myself,  considering  her  de-  disappointed  in  all  her  darling 
termined  resolution.  views,  and  will  never  be  able,  I 

I would  not  interrupt  you,  Mr.  fear,  to  look  up  with  satisfaction 
Belford,  said  she,  though  J am  far  i enough  in  herself  to  make  life  de- 
from  being  pleased  with  the  sub-  sirable  to  her.  For  this  lady  has 
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other  views  in  living,  than  the 
common  ones  of  eating,  sleeping, 
dressing,  visiting,  and  those  other 
fashionable  amusements , which 
fill  up  the  time  of  most  of  her  sex, 
especially  of  those  of  it,  who  think 
themselves  fitted  to  shine  in  and 
adorn  polite  assemblies.  Her  grief, 
in  short,  seems  to  me  to  be  of  such 
a nature,  that  time,  which  alleviates 
most  otljer  persons’  afflictions, 
will,  as  the  poet  says,  give  encrease 
to  hers.  ' 

Thou,  Lovelace,  mightest  have 
seen  all  this  superior  excellence, 
as  thou  wentest  along.  In  every 
word,  in  every  sentiment,  in  every 
action  is  it  visible.  — But  thy 
cursed  inventions  and  intriguing 
spirit  ran  away  with  thee.  ’Tis 
fit  that  the  subject  of  thy  wicked, 
boast,  and  thy  reflections  on  ta- 
lents so  egregiously  misapplied, 
should  be  thy  punishment  and  thy 
curse. 

Mr.  Goddard  took  his  leave; 
and  I was  going  to  do  so  too,  when 
the  maid  came  up,  and  told  her, 
a gentleman  was  below,  who  very 
earnestly  enquired  after  her 
health,  and  desired  to  see  her:  his 
name  Hickman. 

She  was  overjoyed;  and  bid 
the  maid  desire  the  gentleman  to 
walk  up. 

I would  have  withdrawn;  but 
I suppose  she  thought  it  was 
likely  I should  have  met  him 
upon  the  stairs;  and  so  she  for- 
bid it. 

She  shot  to  the  stairs-head  to 
receive  him,  and,  taking  his  hand, 
asked  half  a dozen  questions  (with- 
out waiting  for  any  answer)  in  re- 


lation to  Miss  Howe’s  health; 
acknowledging,  in  high  terms,  her 
oodness  in  sending  him  to  see 
er,  before  she  set  out  upon  her 
little  journey. 

He  gave  her  a letter  from  that 
young  lady  which  she  put  into  her 
bosom , saying , she  would  read  it 
by-and-by. 

He  was  visibly  shocked  to  see 
Jiow  ill  she  looked. 

You  look  at  me  with  concern, 
Mr.  Hickman , said  she  — 0 sir ! 
times  are  strangely  altered  with 
me,  since  I saw  you  last  at  my 
dear  Miss  Howe’s!  — What  a 
cheerful  creature  was  I then!  — 
my  heart  at  rest!  my  prospects 
charming!  and  beloved  by  every 
body ! — but  I will  not  pain  you! 

Indeed,  madam,  said  he,  lam 
grieved  for  you  at  my  soul. 

He  turned  away  his  face , with 
visible  grief  iri  it. 

Her  own  eyes  glistened : but  she 
turned  to  each  of  us,  presenting 
one  to  the  other  — him  to  me,  as 
a gentleman  truly  deserving  to  be 
called  so  — me  to  him,  as  your 
friend , indeed  [how  was  I at  that 
instant,  ashamed  of  myself!]  but, 
nevertheless , as  a mau  of  humani- 
ty; detesting  my  friend’s  base- 
ness; and  desirousof  doing  her  all 
manner  of  good  office. 

Mr.  Hickman  received  my  civi- 
lities with  a coldness,  which,  how- 
ever, was  rather  to  be  expected  on 
your  account,  than  that  it  deserved 
exception  on  mine.  And  the  lady 
invited  us  both  to  breakfast  with 
her  in  the  morning;  he  being 
obliged  to  return  the  next  day. 

I left  them  together,  and  called 


Google 


CLARISSA  nARLOWE. 


11 


upon  Mr.  Dorrell,  my  attorney,  to  j 
consult  him  upon  poor  Belton’s 
affairs;  and  then  went  home,  and 
wrote  thus  far,  preparative  to 
what  may  occur  in  my  breakfast- 
ing visit  in  the  morning. 

LETTER  V. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Thursday,  July  27. 

I went  this  morning,  according 
to  the  lady’s  invitation , to  break- 
fast, and  found  Mr.  Hickman  with 
her. 

A good  deal  of  heaviness  and 
concern  hung  upon  his  coun- 
tenance ; but  he  received  me  with 
more  respect  than  he  did  yester- 
day; which,  I presume,  was  owing 
to  the  lady’s  favourable  character 
of  me. 

He  spoke  very  little;  fori  sup- 
pose they  had  all  their  talk  out 
yesterday,  and  before  I came  this 
morning. 

By  the  hints  that  dropt , I per- 
ceived that  Miss  Howe’s  letter 
gave  an  account  of  your  interview 
with  her  at  Col.  Ambrose’s  — of 
your  professions  to  Miss  Howe; 
and  Miss  Howe’s  opinion,  that 
marrying  you  was  the  only  way 
now  left  to  repair  her  wrongs. 

Mr.  Hickman,  as  I also  gather- 
ed, had  pressed  her,  in  Miss  Howe’s 
name,  to  let  her,  on  her  return 
from  the  Isle  of  Wight,  find  her  at 
a neighbouring  farmhouse-,  where 
neat  apartments  would  be  made ! 
ready  to  receive  her.  She  asked 
how  long  it  would  be  before  they 
returned?  And  he  told  her,  it 
was  proposed  to  be  no  more  than 


a fortnight  out  and  in.  Upon  which 
she  said,  she  should  then  perhaps 
have  time  to  consider  of  that  kind 
proposal. 

He  had  tendered  her  money 
from  Miss  Howe;  but  could  not 
induce  her  to  take  any.  No  won- 
der I was  refused ! she  only  said, 
that  if  she  bad  occasion,  she  would 
be  obliged  to  nobody  but  Miss 
Howe. 

Mr.  Goddard  her  apothecary 
came  in  before  breakfast  was  over. 
At  her  desire  he  sat  down  with  us. 
Mr.  Hickman  asked  him,  if  he 
could  give  him  any  consolation  in 
relation  to  Miss  Harlowe’s  re- 
covery, to  carry  down  to  a friend 
who  loved  her  as  she  loved  her 
own  life? 

The  lady,  said  he , will  do  very 
well,  if  she  will  resolve  upon  it 
herself.  Indeed  you  will , madam. 
The  doctor  is  entirely  of  this 
opinion;  and  has  ordered  nothing 
for  you,  but  weak  jellies  and  in- 
nocent cordials,  lest  you  should 
starve  yourself.  And  let  me  tell 
you,  madam,  that  so  much  watch- 
ing, so  little  nourishment,  and  so 
much  grief,  as  you  seem  to  in- 
dulge, is  enough  to  impair  the 
most  vigorous  health,  and  to  wear 
out  the  strongest  constitution. 

What,  sir,  said  she,  can  I do?  I 
have  no  appetite.  Nothing  you 
call  nourishing  will  stay  on  my 
stomach.  J do  what  I can : and 
have  such  kind  directors  in  Dr.  II. 
and  you,  that  I should  be  inex- 
cusable if  I did  not. 

I’ll  give  you  a regimen,  madam, 
replied  he ; which,  I am  sure,  the 
doctor  will  approve  of,  and  will 
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make  physic  unnecessary  in  your 
case.  And  that  is,  “go  to  rest  at 
ten  at  night.  Rise  not  till  seven  in 
the  morning.  Let  your  breakfast 
be  water- gruel,  or  milk  pottage, 
or  weak  broths:  your  dinner  any 
thing  you  like,  so  you  will  but  eat : 
a dish  of  tea,  with  milk  in  the  after- 
noon; and  sago  for  your  supper: 
and,  my  life  tor  yours,  this  diet, 
and  a month’s  country  air,  will  set 
you  up.” 

We  were  much  pleased  with  the 
worthy  gentleman’s  disinterested 
regimen:  and  she  said,  referring 
to  her  nurse  (who  vouched  for  her), 
Pray,  Mr.  Hickman,  let  Miss  Howe 
know  the  good  hands  I am  in ; and 
as  to  the  kind  charge  of  the  gen- 
tleman, assure  her,  that  all  I pro- 
mised to  her,  in  the  longest  of  my 
two  last  letters,  on  the  subject  of 
mv  health,  I do  and  will,  to  the 
utmost  of  my  power,  observe.  I 
have  engaged,  sir,  (to  Mr.  God- 
dard) I have  engaged,  sir,  (to  me) 
to  Miss  Howe,  to  avoid  all  wilful 
neglects.  It  would  be  an  un- 
pardonable fault , and  very  ill  be- 
come the  character  I would  be 
glad  to  deserve,  or  the  temper  of 
mind  I wish  my  friends  hereafter 
to  think  me  mistress  of,  if  I did 
not. 

Mr.  Hickman  and  I went  after- 
wards to  a neighbouring  coffee- 
house; and  he  gave  me  some  ac- 
countof  your  behaviour  at  the  ball 
on  Monday  night,  and  of  your 
treatment  of  him  in  the  conference 
he  had  with  you  before  that;  which 
he  represented  in  a more  favour- 
able light  than  you  had  done 
yourself : and  yet  he  gave  his  sen- 1 


timents  of  you  with  great  free- 
dom , but  with  the  politeness  of  a 
gentleman. 

He  told  me  how  very  determined 
the  lady  was  against  marrying 
you;  that  she  had,  early  this 
morning,  set  herself  to  write  a 
letter  to  Miss  Howe , in  answer  to 
one  he  brought  her,  which  he  was 
to  call  for  at  twelve , it  being  al- 
most finished  before  he  saw  her 
at  breakfast;  and  that  at  three 
he  proposed  to  set  out  on  his  re- 
turn. 

He  told  me  that  Miss  Howe,  and 
her  mother  and  himself,  were  to 
begin  their  little  journey  for  the 
Isle  of  Wight  on  Monday  next: 
but  that  he  must  make  the  most 
favourable  representation  of  Miss 
Harlowe’s  bad  health,  or  they 
should  have  a very  uneasy  ab- 
sence. He  expressed  the  pleasure 
he  had  in  finding  the  lady  in  such 
good  hands.  He  proposed  to  call 
on  Dr.  H.  to  take  his  opinion  whe- 
ther it  were  likely  she  would  re- 
cover ; and  hoped  he  should  find  it 
favourable. 

As  he  was  resolved  to  make  the 
best  of  the  matter,  and  as  the  lady 
had  refused  to  accept  of  money 
offered  by  Mr.  Hickman,  I said 
nothing  of  her  parting  with  her 
clothes.  I thought  it  would  serve 
no  other  end  to  mention  it,  but  to 
shock  Miss  Howe : for  it  has  such 
a sound  with  it,  that  a"  woman  of 
her  rank  and  fortune  should  be  so 
reduced,  that  I cannot  myself 
think  of  it  with  patience;  nor 
know  I but  one  man  in  the  world 
who  can. 

1 This  gentleman  is  a little  finical 
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and  formal.  Modest  or  diffident 
men  wear  not  soon  off  those  little 
precisenesses,  which  the  confident, 
if  ever  they  had  them , presently 
get  above;  because  they  are  too 
confident  to  doubt  any  thing.  But 
I think  Mr.  Hickman  is  an  agree- 
able sensible  man , and  not  at  all 
deserving  of  the  treatment  or  the 
character  you  give  him. 

But  you  are  really  a strange 
mortal:  because  you  have  advan- 
tages in  your  person , in  your  air, 
and  intellect,  above  all  the  men  I 
know,  and  a face  that  would  de- 
ceive the  devil,  you  can’t  think 
any  man  else  tolerable. 

It  is  upon  this  modest  principle 
that  thou  deridest  some  of  us, 
who,  not  having  thy  confidence  in 
their  outside  appearance , seek  to 
hide  their  defects  by  the  tailor’s 
and  peruke -maker’s  assistance 
(mistakenly  enough,  if  it  be  real- 
ly done  so  absurdly  as  to  expose 
them  more);  and  say’st  that  we 
do  but  hang  out  a sign,  in  our 
dress,  of  what  we  have  in  the  shop 
of  our  minds.  This  no  doubt, 
thouthinkest,is  smartly  observed : 
but  pr’ythee,  Lovelace,  tell  me,  if 
thou  canst,  what  sort  of  a sign 
must  thou  hang  out,  wert  thou 
obliged  to  give  us  a clear  idea 
by  it  of  the  furniture  of  thy  mind? 

Mr.  Hickman  tells  me,  he  should 
have  been  happy  with  Miss  Howe 
some  weeks  ago  (for  all  the  settle- 
ments have  been  some  time  en- 
grossed); but  that  she  will  not 
marry,  she  declares,  while  her 
dear  friend  is  so  unhappy. 

This  is  truly  a charming  in- 
stance of  the  force  oi  female  friend- 


ship; which  you  and  I,  and  our 
brother  rakes,  have  constantly  ri- 
diculed as  a chimerical  thing  in 
women  of  equal  age,  rank,  and 
perfections. 

But  really,  Lovelace,  I see  more 
land  more,  that  there  are  not  in 
the  world,  with  all  our  conceited 
pride,  narrower  -souled  wretches 
than  we  rakes  and  libertines  are. 
And  I’ll  tell  thee  how  it  comes 
about. 

Our  early  love  of  roguery  makes 
its  generally  run  away  from  in- 
struction : and  so  we  become  mere 
smatterers  in  the  sciences  we  are 
put  to  learn;  and,  because  we 
will  know  no  more,  think  there  is 
no  more  to  he  known. 

With  an  infinite  deal  of  vanity, 
un-reined  imaginations , and  no 
judgments  at  all,  we  next  com- 
mence half-wits,  and  then  think  we 
have  the  whole  field  of  knowledge 
in  possession,  and  despise  every 
one  who  takes  more  pains,  and  is 
more  serious,  than  ourselves,  as 
phlegmatic  stupid  fellows,  who 
have  no  taste  for  the  most 
poignant  pleasures  of  life. 

This  makes  us  insufferable  to 
men  of  modesty  and  merit,  and 
obliges  us  to  herd  with  those  of 
our  own  cast;  and  by  this  means 
we  have  no  opportunities  of  seeing 
or  conversing  with  any  body  who 
could  or  would  shew  us  what  we 
are , and  so  we  conclude,  that  we 
are  the  cleverest  fellows  in  the 
world,  and  the  only  men  of  spirit  in 
it:  and  looking  down  with  super- 
cilious eyes  on  all  who  give  not 
. themselves  the  liberties  we  take, 
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imagine  the  world  made  for  us, 
and  for  us  only. 

Thus  as  to  useful  knowledge, 
while  others  go  to  the  bottom,  we 
only  skim  the  surface;  are  de- 
spised by  people  of  solid  sense,  of 
true  honour,  and  superior  talents; 
and  shutting  our  eyes,  move  round 
and  round  (like  so  many  blind 
mill-horses)  in  one  narrow  circle, 
while  we  imagine  we  have  all  the 
world  to  range  in. 

* * 

I threw  myself  in  Mr.  Hick- 
man’s way,  on  his  return  from  the 
lady. 

He  was  excessively  moved  at 
taking  leave  of  her;  being  afraid, 
as  he  said  to  me  (though  he  would 
not  tell  her  so)  that  he  should 
never  see  her  again.  She  charged 
him  to  represent  every  thing  to 
Miss  Howe  in  the  most  favourable 
light  that  the  truth  would  bear. 

He  told  me  of  a tender  passage 
at  parting;  which  was,  that  having 
saluted  her  at  her  closet- door,  he 
could  not  help  once  more  taking 
the  same  liberty,  in  a more  fer- 
vent manner,  at  the  stairs-head, 


token  of  my  love"  [offering  her 
sweet  face  to  his  salute,  and 
pressing  his  hand  between  hersl : 
‘And  perhaps  her  love  of  me  will 
make  it  more  agreeable  to  her, 
than  her  punctilio  would  other- 
wise allow  it  to  be:  and  tell  her, 
said  she,  dropping  on  one  knee, 
with  clasped  hands,  and  uplifted 
eyes,  that  in  this  posture  you  see 
me,  in  the  last  moment  of  our 
parting,  begging  a blessing  upon 
you  both,  and  that  you  may  be 
the  delight  and  comfort  of  each 
other  for  many,  very  many  happy 
years!” 

Tears,  said  he,  fell  from  my 
eyes : I even  sobbed  with  mingled 
joy  and  sorrow:  and  she  retreat- 
ing as  soon  as  1 raised  her,  I went 
down  stairs  highly  dissatisfied 
with  myself  for  going;  yet  unable 
to  stay;  my  eyes  fixed  the  con- 
trary way  to  my  feet,  as  long  as  I 
could  behold  the  skirts  of  her  rai- 
ment. 

1 went  into  the  back-shop,  con- 
tinued the  worthy  man,  and  re- 
commended the  angelic  lady  to 
the  best  care  of  Mrs.  Smith ; and, 
whither  she  accompanied  him; [when  I was  in  the  street,  cast  my 
and  this  in  the  thought,  that  it  eye  up  at  her  window:  there,  for 
was  the  last  time  he  should  ever  the  last  time,  I doubt,  said  he,  that 
have  that  honour;  and  offering  to  I shall  ever  behold  her,  I saw  her; 
apologize  for  his  freedom  (for  he  and  she  waved  her  charming  hand 
had  pressed  her  to  his  heart  with  to  me,  and  with  such  a look  of 


a vehemence,  that  he  could  neither 
account  for  nor  resist)  — “Excuse 
you,  Mr.  Hickman!  that  I will : | 
you  are  my  brother  and  my  friend: 
and  to  shew  you,  that  the  good 
man  who  is  to  be  happy  with  my 
beloved  Miss  Howe,  is  very  dear 
to  me,  you  shall  carry  to  her  this 


smiling  goodness,  and  mingled 
concern,  as  I cannot  describe. 

Pr’ytheetellme,  thou  vile  Love- 
lace, if  thou  hast  not  a notion, 
even  from  these  jejune  de- 
scriptions of  mine,  that  there  must 
be  a more  exalted  pleasure  in  in- 
tellectual friendship,  than  ever 
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thou  couldst  taste  in  the  gross 
fumes  of  sensuality?  And  whe- 
ther it  may  not  be  possible  for 
thee,  in  time,  to  give  that  pre- 
ference to  the  infinitely  preferable, 
which,  1 hope,  now,  that  I shall 
always  give  V 

I will  leave  thee  to  make  the 
most  of  this  reflection,  from 
Thy  true  friend , 

J.  Belford. 

LETTER  VI. 

Miss  Howe  to  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe. 

Tuesday  July  25. 

Your  two  affecting  letters  were 
brought  to  me  (as  1 had  directed 
any  letter  from  you  should  be)  to 
the  colonel’s,  about  an  hour  be- 
fore we  broke  up.  I could  not  for- 
bear dipping  into  them  there;  and 
shedding  more  tears  over  them 
than  1 will  tell  you  of;  although  1 
dried  my  eyes  as  well  as  I could, 
that  the  company  I was  obliged  to 
return  to,  and  my  mother  should 
see  as  little  of  my  concern  as  pos- 
sible. 

I am  yet  (and  was  then  still 
more)  excessively  fluttered.  The 
occasion  I will  communicate  to 
you  by-and-by:  for  nothing  but 
the  flutters  given  by  the  stroke  of 
death  could  divert  my  first  atten- 
tion from  the  sad  and  solemn  con- 
tents of  your  last  favour.  These 
therefore  I must  begin  with. 

How  can  I bear  the  thoughts  of 
losing  so  dear  a friend ! I will  not 
so  much  as  suppose  it.  Indeed  I 
cannot!  Such  a mind  as  yours  was 
not  vested  in  humanity  to  be 
snatched  away  from  us  so  soon. 


There  must  be  still  a great  deal 
for  you  to  do  for  the  good  of  all 
who  have  the  happiness  to  know 
you. 

You  enumerate  in  your  letter  of 
Thursday  last,*  the  particulars 
in  which  your  situation  is  already 
mended:  let  me  see  by  effects  that 
you  are  in  earnest  in  that  enume- 
ration ; and  that  you  really  have 
the  courage  to  resolve  to  get 
above  the  sense  of  injuries  you 
could  not  avoid ; and  then  will  I 
trust  to  Providence  and  my 
humble  prayers  for  your  perfect 
recovery:  and  glad  at  my  heart 
shall  I be , on  my  return  from  the 
little  island , to  find  you  well 
enough  to  be  near  us,  according 
to  the  proposal  Mr.  Hickman  has 
to  make  to  you. 

You  chide  me  in  yours  of  Sun- 
day on  the  freedom  I take  with 
your  friends.** 

I may  be  warm.  I know  I am  — 
too  warm.  Yet  warmth  in  friend- 
ship, surely,  cannot  be  a crime; 
especially  when  our  friend  has 
great  merit,  labours  under  op- 
pression, and  is  struggling  with 
undeserved  calamity. 

I have  no  notion  of  coolness  in 
friendship,  be  it  dignified  or  dis- 
tinguished by  the  name  of  pru- 
dence, or  what  it  will. 

You  may  excuse  your  relations. 
It  was  ever  your  way  to  do  so. 
But,  my  dear,  other  people  must 
be  allowed  to  judge  as  they 
please.  I am  not  their  daughter, 
nor  the  sister  of  your  brother  and 
sister — I thank  heaven,  I am  not. 

* See  Vol.  III.  letter  cxviii. 

**  See  Vol.  III.  letter  cxxxv. 


d by  Google 


16 


THE  HISTORY  OP 


But  if  you  are  displeased  with 
me  for  the  freedoms  1 took  so  long 
ago  as  you  mention,  I am  afraid, 
it  you  knew  what  passed  upon  an 
application  I made  to  your  sister 
very  lately  (in  hopes  to  procure 
you  the  absolution  your  heart  is 
so  much  set  upon)  that  you  would 
be  still  more  concerned.  But  they 
have  been  even  with  me  — but  1 
must  not  tell  you  all.  I hope, 
however,  that  these  unforgivers 
[my  mother  is  among  them]  were 
always  good,  dutiful,  passive 
children  to  their  parents. 

Once  more  forgive  me.  I owned 
I was  too  warm.  But  I have  no 
example  to  the  contrary,  but  from 
you : and  the  treatment  you  meet 
with  is  very  little  encouragement 
to  me  to  endeavour  to  imitate  you 
in  your  dutiful  meekness. 

You  leave  it  to  me  to  give  a ne- 
gative to  the  hopes  of  the  noble 
family,  whose  only  disgrace  is, 
that  so  very  vile  a man  is  so  nearly 
related  to  them.  But  yet  — alas! 
my  dear,  I am  so  fearful  of  con- 
sequences, so  selfishly  fearful,  if 
this  negative  must  be  given  — I 
don’t  know  what  I should  say  — 
but  give  me  leave  to  suspend, 
however,  this  negative,  till  1 hear 
from  you  again. 

This  earnest  courtship  of  you 
into  their  splendid  family  is  so 
very  honourable  to  you  — they  so 
justly  admire  you  — you  must 
have  had  such  a noble  triumph  over 
the  base  man  — He  is  so  much 
in  earnest  — the  world  knows  so 
much  of  the  unhappy  affair  — you 
may  do  still  so  much  good  — your 
will  is  so  inviolate  — your  rela- 


tions are  so  implacable  — think 
dear,  and  re-think. 

And  let  me  leave  you  to  do  so, 
while  I give  you  the  occasion  of 
the  flutter  I mentioned  at  the  be- 
ginning of  this  letter;  in  the  con- 
clusion of  which  you  will  find  the 
obligation  I have  consented  to  lay 
myself  under,  to  refer  this  impor- 
tant point  once  more  to  your  dis- 
cussion, before  I give  in  your 
name,  the  negative  that  cannot, 
when  given,  oe  with  honour  to 
yourself  repented  of  or  recalled. 

Know  then,  my  dear,  that  I 
accompanied  my  mother  to  Co- 
lonel Ambrose’s,  on  the  occasion  I 
mentioned  to  you  in  my  former. 
Many  ladies  and  gentlemen  were 
there  whom  you  know;  parti- 
cularly Miss  Kitty  JD’Oily,  Miss 
Lloyd,  Miss  Biddy  d’Ollyffe,  Miss 
Biddulph,  and  their  respective 
admirers  with  the  colonel’s  two 
nieces : fine  women  both ; besides 
many  whom  you  know  not,  for 
they  were  strangers  to  me  but  by 
name.  A splendid  company,  and 
all  pleased  with  one  another,  till 
Colonel  Ambrose  introduced  one, 
who,  the  moment  he  was  brought 
into  the  great  hall,  set  the  whole 
assembly  into  a kind  of  agita- 
tion. 

It  was  your  villain. 

I thought  I should  have  sunk  as 
soon  as  I set  my  eyes  upon  him. 
My  mother  was  also  affected;  and, 
coming  to  me,  Nancy,  whispered 
she,  can  you  bear  the  sight  of 
that  wretch  without  too  much  emo- 
tion?— If  not,  withdraw  into  the 
next  apartment. 

I could  not  remove.  Every  bo- 
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dy’s  eyes  were  glanced  from  him 
to  me.  I sat  down  and  fanned 
myself,  and  was  forced  to  order 
a glass  of  water.  0 that  I had 
the  eye  the  basilisk  is  reported  to 
have , thought  I , and  that  his  life 
were  within  the  power  of  it!  — 
directly  would  I kill  him. 

He  entered  with  an  air  so  hate- 
ful to  me,  but  so  agreeable  to 
every  other  eye , that  1 could  have 
looked  him  dead  for  that  too. 

After  the  general  salutations  he 
singled  out  Mr.  Hickman,  and 
told  him , he  had  recollected  some 
arts  of  his  behaviour  to  him  when 
esaw  him  last,  which  had  made 
him  think  himself  under  obliga- 
tion to  his  patience  and  polite- 
ness. 

And  so,  indeed,  he  was. 

Miss  D’Oily,  upon  his  compli- 
menting her  among  a knot  of 
ladies,  asked  him  in  their  hear- 
ing, how  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe 
did? 

He  heard,  he  said,  you  were 
not  so  well  as  he  wished  you  to  be, 
and  as  you  deserved  to  be. 

0,  Mr.  Lovelace,  said  she, 
what  have  you  to  answer  for  on 
that  young  lady’s  account,  if  all 
be  true  that  I have  heard. 

I have  a great  deal  to  answer 
for,  said  the  unblushing  villain: 
but  that  dear  lady  has  so  many 
excellencies,  and  so  much  deli- 
cacy, that  little  sins  are  great 
ones  in  her  eye. 

**  Little  sins!  replied  Miss  D’Oily : 
Mr.  Lovelace’s  character  is  so  well 
known,  that  nobody  believes  he 
can  commit  little  sins. 

Clarissa.  IV. 


You  are  very  good  to  me,  Miss 
D’Oily. 

Indeed  I am  not. 

Then  I am  the  only  person  to 
whom  you  are  not  very  good : and 
so  1 am  the  less  obliged  to  you. 

He  turned,  with  an  unconcerned 
air,  to  Miss  Playford,  and  made 
her  some  genteel  compliments.  I 
believe  you  know  her  not.  She 
visits  his  cousins  Montague.  In- 
deed he  had  something  in  his  spe- 
cious manner  to  say  to  every 
body:  and  this  too  soon  quieted 
the  disgust  each  person  had  at  bis 
entrance. 

I still  kept  my  seat,  and  he 
either  saw  me  not,  or  would  not 
yet  see  me;  and  addressing  him- 
self to  my  mother , taking  her  un- 
willing hand , with  an  air  of  high 
assurance,  1 am  glad  to  see  you 
here,  madam,  I hope  Miss  Howe 
is  well.  I have  reason  to  complain 
greatly  of  her:  but  hope  to  owe^o 
her  the  highest  obligation  thatcan 
be  laid  on  man. 

My  daughter,  sir,  is  accustomed 
to  be  too  warm  and  too  zealous  in 
her  friendships  for  either  my  tran- 
quillity, or  her  own. 

There  had  indeed  been  some 
late  occasion  given  for  mutual 
displeasure  between  my  mother 
ana  me:  but  I think  she  might 
have  spared  this  to  him;  though 
nobody  heard  it  I believe  but  the 
person  to  whom  it  was  spoken,  and 
the  lady  who  told  it  me;  for  my 
mother  spoke  it  low. 

We  are  not  wholly,  madam,  to 
live  for  ourselves,  said  the  vile 
hypocrite : it  is  not  every  one  who 
has  a soul  capable  of  friendship ; 

2 


18 


THE  MSTORV  OP 


and  what  a heart  must  that  be, 
which  can  be  insensible  to  the  in- 
terests of  a suffering  friend? 

This  sentiment  from  Mr.  Love- 
lace’s mouth ! said  my  mother  — 
forgive  me,  sir;  but  you  can  have 
no  end,  surely,  in  endeavouring 
to  make  me  think,  as  well  of  you 
as  some  innocent  creatures  have 
thought  of  you , to  their  cost. 

She  would  have  flung  from  him. 
But,  detaining  her  hand  — Less 
severe,  dear  madam,  said  he,  be 
less  severe  in  this  place,  1 beseech 
you.  You  will  allow,  that  a very 
faulty  person  may  see  his  errors; 
and  when  he  does,  and  owns  them, 
and  repents,  should  he  not  be 
treated  mercifully? 

Your  air,  sir,  seems  not  to  be 
that  of  a penitent.  But  the  place 
may  as  properly  excuse  this  sub- 
ject, as  what  you  call  my  se- 
verity. 

t But  dearest  madam , permit  me 
to  say,  that  I hope  for  your  inter- 
est with  your  charming  daughter 
(was  his  sycophant  word)  to  have 
it  put  in  my  power  to  convince  all 
the  world , that  there  never  was  a 
truer  penitent.  And  why,  why 
this  anger,  dear  madam,  (for  she 
straggled  to  get  her  hand  out  of 
his)  these  violent  airs  — so  maiden- 
ly! [impudent  fellow!]  — May  I 
not  ask,  if  Miss  Howe  be  here? 

She  would  not  have  been  here, 
replied  my  mother, had  she  known 
whom  she  had  been  to  see. 

And  is  she  here,  then?  — 
Thank  heaven ! — he  disengaged 
her  hand , and  stept  forward  into 
company. 

Dear  Miss  Lloyd,  said  he,  with 


an  air,  (taking  her  hand  as  he 
quitted  my  mother’s)  tell  me,  tell 
me,  is  Miss  Arabella  Harlowe 
here?  Or  will  she  be  here?  I was 
informed  she  would  — and  this, 
and  the  opportunity  of  paying  my 
compliments  to  your  friend  Miss 
Howe,  were  great  inducements 
with  me  to  attend  the  colonel. 

Superlative  assurance!  was  it 
not,  my  dear? 

Miss  Arabella  Harlowe , excuse 
me,  sir,  said  Miss  Lloyd,  would 
be  very  little  inclined  to  meet  you 
here,  or  any  where  else. 

Perhaps  so,  my  dear  Miss  Lloyd: 
but,  perhaps,  for  that  very  rea- 
son, I am  more  desirous  to  see 
her. 

Miss  Harlowe,  sir,  said  Miss 
Biddulph , with  a threatening  air, 
will  hardly  be  here  without  her 
Irrotliei’.  I imagine , if  one  comes, 
both  will  come. 

Heaven  grant  they  both  may! 
said  the  wretch.  Nothing,  Miss 
Biddulph , shall  begin  from  me  to 
disturb  this  assembly,  I assure 
you,  if  they  do.  One  calm  half- 
hour’s  conversation  with  that  bro- 
ther and  sister , would  be  a most 
fortunate  opportunity  to  me,  in 
presence  of  the  colonel  and  his 
lady,  or  whom  else  they  should 
choose. 

Then  turning  round,  as  if  de- 
sirous to  find  out  the  one  or  the 
other,  or  both,  he ’spied  me,  and 
with  a very  low  bow , approached 
me. 

I was  all  in  a flutter,  you  may 
suppose.  He  would  have  taken 
my  hand.  I refused  it,  all  glowing 
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with  indignation:  every  body’s : 
eyes  upon  us. 

I went  from  him  to  the  other 
end  of  the  room,  and  sat  down, 
as  I thought,  out  of  his  hated 
sight:  but  presently  I heard  his 
odious  voice,  whispering,  behind 
my  chair,  (he  leaning  upon  the 
back  of  it,  with  impudent  uncon- 
cern) Charming  Miss  IJowe!  look- 
ing over  my  shoulder:  one  request 
— I started  up  from  my  seat ; but 
could  hardly  stand  neither,  for 
very  indignation  — 0 this  sweet, 
but  becoming  disdain!  whispered 
on  the  insufferable  creature  — I 
am  sorry  to  give  vou  all  this  emo- 
tion: but  either  here,  or  at  your 
own  house,  let  me  entreat  from 
you  one  quarter  of  an  hour’s 
audience.  — I beseech  you, 
madam,  but  one  quarter  of  an 
hour,  in  any  of  the  adjoining 
apartments. 

Not  for  a kingdom , fluttering 
my  fan.  I knew  not  what  I did.  — 
But  I could  have  killed  him. 

We  are  so  much  observed  — 
else  on  my  knees,  my  dear  Miss 
Howe,  would  I beg  your  interest 
with  your  charming  friend. 

She’ll  have  nothing  to  say  to 
you. 

I had  not  then  your  letters , my 
dear. 

Killing  words!  — But  indeed 
I have  deserved  them,  and  a 
dagger  in  my  heart  besides.  1 
am  so  conscious  of  my  demerits, 
that  I have  no  hope,  but  in  your 
interposition  — could  I owe  that 
favour  to  Miss  Howe’s  mediation, 
which  I cannot  hope  for  on  any 
other  account  — 


My  mediation , vilest  of  men ! — 

! My  mediation!  — I abhor  you ! — 
From  my  sou/,  I abhor  you,  vilest 
of  men!  — Three  or  four  times  I 
repeated  these  words,  stammer- 
ing too.  — I was  excessively  flut- 
tered. 

You  can  call  me  nothing,  ma- 
dam, so  bad  as  1 will  call  myself. 
I have  been , indeed , the  vilest  of 
men;  but  nowl  am  not  so.  Permit 
me  — every  body’s  eyes  are  upon 
us ! — but  one  moment’s  audience 

— to  exchange  but  ten  words  with 
you,  dearest  Miss  Howe  — in 
whose  presence  you  please  — for 
your  dear  friend’s  sake  — but  ten 
words  with  you  in  the  next  apart- 
ment. 

It  is  an  insult  upon  me,  to  pre- 
sume, that  I would  exchange  one 
with  you,  if  I could  help  it!  — 
Out  of  my  way ! Out  of  my  sight 

— fellow ! * 

And  away  I would  have  flung: 
but  he  took  my  hand.  I was  ex- 
cessively disordered.  — Every 
body’s  eyes  more  and  more  intent 
upon  us. 

Mr.  Hickman,  whom  my  mother 
had  drawn  on  one  side,  to  enjoin 
him  a patience,  which  perhaps 
needed  not  to  have  been  enforced, 
came  up  just  then,  with  my  mother, 
who  had  him  by  his  leading-strings 

— by  his  sleeve  1 should  say. 

Mr.  Hickman,  said  the  bold 
wretch,  be  my  advocate  but  for 
ten  words  in  the  next  apartment 
with  Miss  Howe,  in  your  presence ; 
and  in  yours,  madam,  to  my 
mother. 

Hear,  Nancy,  what  he  has  to 
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say  to  you.  To  get  rid  of  him, 
hear  his  ten  words. 

Excuse  me,  madam!  his  very 
breath  — unhand  me,  sir! 

He  sighed  and  looked  — 0 how 
the  practised  villain  sighed  and 
looked!  He  then  let  go  my  hand, 
with  such  a reverence  in  his  man- 
ner, as  brought  blame  upon  me 
from  some,  that  I would  not  hear 
him.  — And  this  incensed  me  the 
more.  0 my  dear,  this  man  is  a 
devil ! This  man  is  indeed  a devil! 
— So  much  patience  when  he 
pleases!  So  much  gentleness!  — 
Yet  so  resolute,  so  persisting , so 
audacious ! 

I was  going  out  of  the  assembly 
in  great  disorder.  He  was  at  the 
door  as  soon  as  I. 

How  kind  this  is,  said  the  wretch 
and,  ready  to  follow  me,  opened 
the  door  for  me. 

I turned  back  upon  this:  and 
not  knowing  irhat  I did,  snapped 
my  fan  just  in  his  face,  as  he 
turned  short  upon  me;  and  the 
powder  flew  from  his  hair. 

Every  body  seemed  as  much 
pleased,  as  I was  vexed. 

He  turned  to  Mr.  Hickman, 
nettled  at  the  powder  flying , and 
at  the  smiles  or  the  company  upon 
him;  Mr.  Hickman,  you  will  be 
one  of  the  happiest  men  in  the 
world,  because  you  are  a good 
man , and  will  do  nothing  to  pro- 
voke this  passionate  lady;  and 
because  she  has  too  much  good 
sense  to  be  provoked  without  rea- 
son : but  else  the  lord  have  mercy 
upon  you ! 

This  man,  this  Mr.  Hickman, 
my  dear,  is  too  meek  for  a man.  j 


Indeed  he  is.  — But  my  patient 
mother  twits  me , that  her  pas- 
sionate daughter  ought  to  like 
him  the  better  for  that.  But  meek 
men  abroad  are  not  always  meek 
men  at  home.  I have  observed 
that  in  more  instances  than  one: 
and  if  they  were,  I should  not,  I 
verily  think , like  them  the  better 
for  being  so. 

He  then  turned  to  my  mother, 
resolved  to  be  even  with  her  too: 
Where,  good  madam,  could  Miss 
Howe  get  all  this  spirit? 

The  company  around  smiled; 
for  I need  not  tell  you , that  my 
mother’s  high  spiritedness  is  pretty 
well  known;  and  she,  sadly  vexed, 
said , Sir , you  treat  me , as  you  do 
the  rest  of  the  world  — but  — 

I beg  pardon,  madam,  inter- 
rupted he:  I might  have  spared 
my  question — and  instantly  (I  re- 
tiring to  the  other  end  of  the  hall) 
he  turned  to  MissPlayford;  What 
would  I give,  madam,  to  hear  you 
sing  that  song  you  obliged  us  with 
at  Lord  M.’s ! 

He  then,  as  if  nothing  had  hap- 
pened, fell  into  a conversation 
with  her  and  Miss  D’Ollyffe , upon 
music;  and  whisperingly  sung  to 
Miss  Play  ford;  holding  her  two 
hands,  with  such  airs  of  genteel 
unconcern , that  it  vexed  me  not  a 
little  to  look  round,  and  see  how 
pleased  half  the  giddy  fools  of  our 
sex  were  with  him , notwithstand- 
ing his  notorious  wicked  character. 
To  this  it  is , that  such  vile  fellows 
owe  much  of  their  vileness:  whereas 
if  they  found  themselves  shunned, 
and  despised,  and  treated  as 
beasts  of  prey,  as  they  are,  they 
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would  run  to  their  caverns ; there 
howl  by  themselves , and  none  but 
such  as  sad  accident,  or  unpitiable 
presumption , threw  in  their  way, 
would  suffer  by  them. 

He  afterwards  talked  very  se- 
riously, at  times,  to  Mr.  Hickman : 
at  times , I say;  for  it  was  with  such 
breaks  and  starts  of  gaiety,  turn- 
ing to  this  lady , and  to  that , and 
then  to  Mr.  Hickman  again,  re- 
suming a serious  or  a gay  air  at 
pleasure,  that  he  took  everybody’s 
eye,  the  women’s  especially;  who 
were  full  of  their  whispering  ad- 
mirations of  him,  qualified  with 
if's  and  hit's  and  ichat  pity's,  and 
such  sort  of  8 tuff , that  shewed  in 
their  very  dispraises  too  much 
liking. 

Well  may  our  sex  be  the  sport 
and  ridicule  of  such  libertines! 
Unthinking  eye -governed  crea- 
tures! — Would  not  a little  re- 
flection teach  us,  that  a man  of 
merit  must  be  a man  of  modesty, 
because  a diffident  one?  And  that 
such  a wretch  as  this  must  have 
taken  his  degrees  in  wickedness, 
and  gone  through  a course  of  vile- 
ness, before  he  could  arrive  at 
this  impenetrable  effrontery?  an 
effrontery  which  can  proceed  only 
from  the  light  opinion  he  has  of 
us,  and  the  high  one  of  himself. 

13 ut  our  sex  are  generally  modest 
and  bashful  themselves,  and  are 
too  apt  to  consider  that  which  in 
the  main  is  their  principal  grace, 
as  a defect:  and  finely  do  they 
judge,  when  they  think  of  supply- 
ing that  defect  by  choosing  a man 
that  cannot  be  ashamed.  i 

His  discourse  to  Mr.  Hickman 


turned  upon  you,  and  his  acknow- 
ledged injuries  of  you:  though  he 
could  so  lightly  start  from  the 
subject,  and  return  to  it. 

I have  no  patience  with  such  a 
devil  — man  he  cannot  be  called. 
To  be  sure  he  would  behave  in  the 
same  manner  any  where,  or  in  any 
presence,  even  at  the  altar  itself, 
if  a woman  were  with  him  there. 

It  shall  ever  be  a rule  with  me, 
that  he  who  does  not  regard  a 
woman  with  some  degree  of  re- 
verence, will  look  upon  her  and 
occasionally  treat  her  with  con- 
tempt. 

He  had  the  confidence  to  offer 
to  take  me  out;  but  I absolutely 
refused  him , and  shunned  him  all 
I could,  putting  on  the  most  con- 
temptuous airs;  but  nothing  could 
mortify  him. 

I wished  twenty  times  I had  not 
been  there. 

The  gentlemen  were  as  ready 
as  I to  wish  he  had  broken  his 
neck,  rather  than  been  present,  I 
believe:  for  nobody  was  regarded 
but  he.  So  little  of  the  fop : yet 
so  elegant  and  rich  in  his  dress: 
his  person  so  specious : his  air  so 
intrepid:  so  much  meaning  and 
penetration  in  his  face : so  much 
gaiety,  yet  so  little  of  the  monkey: 
though  a travelled  gentleman,  yet 
no  affectation;  no  mere  toupet- 
man;  but  all  manly;  and  his 
courage  andwit,theone  so  known, 
the  other  so  dreaded,  you  must 
think  the  petits-maitres  (of  which 
there  were  four  or  five  present) 
were  most  do  plow  UIv  off  in  his 
company^'&hd'  bhfi'V^ave  gen- 
tleman  bb'served'To  me  (-pleased  to 
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see  me  shun  him  as  I did)  that  the 
poet’s  observation  was  too  true, 
that  the  generality  of  ladies  were 
rates  in  their  hearts , or  they  could 
not  be  so  much  taken  with  a man 
who  had  so  notorious  a character. 

I told  him,  the  reflection  both  of 
the  poet  and  applier  was  much 
too  general , and  made  with  more 
ill-nature  than  good  manners. 

When  the  wretch  saw  how  in- 
dustriously I avoided  him  (shift- 
ing from  one  part  of  the  hall  to 
another)  he  at  last  boldly  stept  up 
to  me,  as  my  mother  and  Mr.  Hick- 
man were  talking  to  me ; and  thus 
before  them  accosted  me: 

I beg  your  pardon,  madam*,  but 
by  your  mother’s  leave,  I must 
have  a few  moments’  conversation 
with  you,  either  here,  or  at  your 
own  house*,  and  I beg  you  will 
give  me  the  opportunity. 

Nancy,  said  my  mother,  hear 
what  he  has  to  say  to  you.  In 
my  presence  you  may : and  better 
in  the  adjoining  apartment’,  if  it 
must  be,  than  to  come  to  you  at 
our  own  house. 

I retired  to  one  corner  of  the 
hall,  my  mother  following  me,  and 
he,  taking  Mr.  Hickman  under 
the  arm,  following  her  — Well, 
sir,  said  I,  what  have  you  to  say? 
— Tell  me  here. 

I have  been  telling  Mr.  Hick- 
man, said  he,  how  much  I am  con- 
cerned for  the  injuries  I have  done 
to  the  most  excellent  woman  in 
the  world:  and  yet,  that  she  ob- 
tained such  a glorious  triumph! 
over  me  the  last  time  I had  the 
honour  to  see  her,  as,  with  my 
penitence,  ought  to  have  abated 


[her  former  resentments:  but  that 
1 will , with  all  my  soul , enter  into 
any  measures  to  obtain  her  for- 
giveness of  me.  My  cousins  Mon- 
tague have  told  you  this.  Lady 
Betty  and  Lady  Sarah,  and  my 
Lord  M.  are  engaged  for  my 
honour.  I know  your  power  with 
the  dear  creature.  My  cousins 
told  me,  you  gave  them  hopes  you 
would  use  it  in  my  behalf.  My 
Lord  M.  and  his  two  sisters,  are 
impatiently  expecting  the  fruits 
of  it.  You  must  have  heard  from 
her  before  now : I hope  you  have. 
And  will  you  be  so  good  as  to  tell 
me,  if  I may  have  any  hopes? 

If  I must  speak  on  this  subject, 
let  me  tell  you,  that  you  have 
broken  her  heart.  You  know  not 
the  value  of  the  lady  you  have  in- 
jured. You  deserve  her  not.  And 
she  despises  you,  as  she  ought. 

Dear  Miss  Iiowe,  mingle  not  pas- 
sion with  denunciations  so  severe. 
I must  know  my  fate.  I will  go 
abroad  once  more,  if  I find  her  ab- 
solutely irreconcileable.  But  I 
hope  she  will  give  me  leave  to  at- 
tend upon  her , to  know  my  doom 
from  her  own  mouth. 

It  would  be  death  immediate  for 
her  to  see  you.  And  what  must 
you  be,  to  be  able  to  look  her  in 
the  face? 

I then  reproached  him  (with 
vehemence  enough  you  may  be- 
lieve) on  his  baseness,  and  the 
evils  he  had  made  you  suffer:  the 
distress  he  had  reduced  you  to ; all 
your  friends  made  your  enemies : 
the  vile  house  he  had  earned  you 
to : hinted  at  his  villainous  arts ; 
, the  dreadful  arrest:  and  told  him 


Digitized  by  Google 


CLARISSA  HARLOWE. 


23 


of  your  present  deplorable  illness, 
and  resolution  to  die  rather  than 
bave  him. 

He  vindicated  not  any  part  of 
his  conduct,  but  that  of  the  arrest; 
and  so  solemnly  protested  his  sor- 
row for  his  usage  of  you,  accusing 
himself  in  the  freest  manner,  and 
by  deserved  appellations , that  I 
promised  to  lay  before  you  this 
part  of  our  conversation.  And 
now  you  have  it. 

My  mother,  as  well  as  Mr.  Hick- 
man, believes,  from  what  passed 
on  this  occasion,  that  he  is  touched 
in  conscience  for  the  wrongs  he 
has  done  you:  but,  by  his  whole 
behaviour,  I must  own,  it  seems  to 
me  that  nothing  can  touch  him 
for  half  an  hour  together.  Yet  I 
have  no  doubt,  that  he  would  wil- 
lingly marry  you;  and  it  piques 
his  pride,  I could  see,  that  he 
should  be  denied;  as  it  did  mine, 
that  such  a wretch  had  dared  to 
think  it  in  his  power  to  bave  such 
a woman  whenever  he  pleased; 
and  that  it  must  be  accounted  a 
condescension,  and  matter  of  obli- 
gation (by  all  his  own  family  at 
least)  that  he  would  vouchsafe  to 
think  of  marriage. 

Now,  my  dear,  you  have  before 
you  the  reason  why  1 suspend  the 
decisive  negative  to  the  ladies  of 
his  family.  Sly  mother,  Miss  Lloyd, 
and  Miss  Biddulph,  who  were  in- 
quisitive after  the  subject  of  our 
retired  conversation,  and  whose 
curiosity  I thought  it  was  right,  in 
some  degree,  to  gratify  (especially 
as  those  young  ladies  are  of  our 
select  acquaintance),  are  all  of 
opinion  that  you  should  be  his. 


You  will  let  Mr.  Hickman  know 
your  whole  mind;  and  when  he 
acquaints  me  with  it,  1 will  tell 
you  all  my  own. 

Meantime,  may  the  news  he 
will  bring  me  of  the  state  of  your 
health,  be  favourable!  prays,  with 
the  utmost  fervency, 

Your  ever  faithful  and  affec- 
tionate, 

Anna  Howe. 

letter  vn. 

Miss  Clarissa  Harlowo  to  Miss  Howe. 

Thursday,  July  27. 

MY  DEAREST  MISS  HOWE, 

After  I have  thankfully  ac- 
knowledged your  favour  in  send- 
ing Mr.  Hickman  to  visit  me 
before  you  set  out  upon  your  in- 
tended journey , I must  chide  you 
('in  the  sincerity  of  that  faithful 
love,  which  could  not  be  the  love 
it  is  if  it  would  not  admit  of  that 
cementing  freedom)  for  suspending 
the  decisive  negative,  which,  upon 
such  full  deliberation,  I had  en- 
treated you  to  give  to  Mr.  Love- 
lace’s relations. 

I am  sorry  that  I am  obliged  to 
repeat  to  you , my  dear,  who  know 
me  so  well,  that,  were  I sure  1 
should  live  many  years , I would 
not  have  Mr.  Lovelace;  much  less 
can  I think  of  him,  as  it  is  pro- 
bable I may  not  live  one. 

As  to  the  world  and  its  censures , 
you  know,  my  dear,  that  however 
desirous  I always  was  of  a fair 
fame , yet  I never  thought  it  right 
to  give  more  than  a second  place 
to  the  world’s  opinion.  The  chal- 
lenges made  to  Mr.  Lovelace,  by 
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Miss  D’Oily,  in  public  company, 
are  a fresh  proof  that  I have  lost 
my  reputation;  and  what  ad- 
vantage would  it  be  to  me,  were  it 
retrievable,  and  were  I to  live 
long , if  I could  not  acquit  myself 
to  myself? 

Having  in  my  former  said  so 
much  on  the  freedoms  you  have 
taken  with  my  friends , 1 shall  say 
the  less  now;  but  your  hint , that 
something  else  has  newly  passed 
between  some  of  them  and  you, 
gives  me  great  concern , and  that 
as  well  for  my  own  sake,  as  for 
theirs  ; since  it  must  necessarily  in- 
cense them  against  me.  I wish, 
my  dear , that  I had  been  left  to 
my  own  course  on  an  occasion  so 
very  interesting  to  myself.  But 
since  what  is  done  cannot  be 
helped,  I must  abide  the  conse- 
quences; yet  I dread,  more  than 
before , what  may  be  my  sister’s 
answer,  if  an  answer  will  be  at  all 
vouchsafed. 

Will  you  give  me  leave,  my 
dear,  to  close  this  subject  with  one 
remark?  — It  is  this:  that  my  be- 
loved friend , in  points  where  her 
own  laudable  zeal  is  concerned, 
has  ever  seemed  more  ready  to  fly 
from  the  rebuke , than  from  the 
fault.  If  you  will  excuse  this  free- 
dom , I will  acknowledge  thus  far 
in  favour  of  your  way  of  thinking ; 
as  to  the  conduct  of  some  parents 
in  these  nice  cases , that  indiscreet 
opposition  does  frequently  as 
much  mischief  as  giddy  love. 

As  to  the  invitation  you  are  so 
kind  as  to  give  me,  to  remove 
rivately  into  your  neighbour- 
ood,  I have  told  Mr.  Hickman 


that  I will  consider  of  it;  but  be- 
lieve, if  you  will  be  so  good  as  to 
excuse  me , that  1 shall  not  accept 
of  it,  even  should  I be  able  to  re- 
move. I will  give  you  my  reasons 
for  declining  it;  and  so  I ought, 
when  both  my  love  and  my  grati- 
tude, would  make  a visit  now-and- 
then  from  my  dear  Miss  Howe  the 
most  consolatory  thing  in  the 
world  to  me. 

You  must  know  then,  that  this 
great  town,  wicked  as  it  is,  wants 
not  opportunities  of  being  better; 
having  daily  prayers  at  several 
churches  in  it;  and  I am  desirous, 
as  my  strength  will  permit,  to  em- 
brace those  opportunities.  The 
method  I have  proposed  to  myself 
(and  was  beginning  to  practise 
when  that  cruel  arrest  deprived 
me  both  of  freedom  and  strength) 
is  this:  when  I was  disposed  to 

fentle  exercise , I took  a chair  to 
t.  Dunstan’s  church  in  Fleet 
Street,  where  are  prayers  at  seven 
in  the  morning;  1 proposed,  if  the 
weather  favoured , to  walk,  (if  not, 
to  take  chair)  to  Lincoln’s  Inn 
chapel,  where  at  eleven  in  the 
morning,  and  at  five  in  the  after- 
noon, are  the  same  desirable  op- 
portunities ; and  at  other  times  to 
go  no  further  than  Covent  Garden 
church,  where  are  early  morning 
prayers  likewise. 

This  method  pursued,  I doubt 
not,  will  greatly  help,  as  it  has  al- 
ready done , to  calm  my  disturbed 
thoughts,  and  to  bring  me  to  that 
perfect  resignation  after  which  I 
aspire:  for  1 must  own,  my  dear, 
that  sometimes  still  my  griefs  and 
my  reflections  are  too  heavy  for 
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me;  and  all  the  aid  I can  draw 
from  religious  duties  is  hardly  suffi- 
cient to  support  my  staggering 
reason.  I am  a very  young  crea- 
ture, you  know,  my  dear,  to  be 
left  to  my  own  conduct  in  such 
circumstances  as  I am  in. 

Another  reason  why  I choose 
not  to  go  down  into  your  neigh- 
bom-hood  , is,  the  displeasure  that 
might  arise,  on  my  account,  be- 
tween your  mother  and  you. 

If  indeed  you  were  actually  mar- 
ried, and  the  worthy  man  (who 
would  then  have  a title  to  all  your 
regard)  were  earnestly  desirous 
of  my  near  neighbourhood,  1 
know  not  what  I might  do:  for 
although  I might  not  perhaps  in- 
tend to  give  up  my  other  impor- 
tant reasons  at  the  time  I should 
make  you  a congratulatory  visit, 
yet  I might  not  know  how  to  deny 
myself  the  pleasure  of  continuing 
near  you  when  there. 

I send  you  inclosed  the  copy  of 
my  letter  to  my  sister.  I hope  it 
will  be  thought  to  be  written  with 
a true  penitent  spirit;  for  indeed 
it  is.  1 desire  that  you  will  not 
think  I stoop  too  low  in  it;  since 
there  can  be  no  such  thing  as  that 
in  a child  to  parents  whom  she  has 
unhappily  offended. 

But  if  still  (perhaps  more  dis- 
usted  than  before  at  your  free- 
om  with  them)  they  should  pass 
it  by  with  the  contempt  of  silence 
(for  I have  not  yet  been  favoured 
with  an  answer)  I must  learn  to 
think  it  right  in  them  to  do  so; 
especially  as  it  is  my  first  direct 
application : for  I have  often  cen- 
sured the  boldness  of  those , who, 
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applying  for  a favour,  which  it  is 
in  a person’s  option  to  grant,  or  to 
refuse,  take  the  liberty  of  being 
offended,  if  they  are  notgratified; 
as  if  the  petitioned  had  not  as  good 
a right  to  reject , as  the  petitioner  to 
ask. 

But  if  my  letter  should  be  an- 
swered, and  that  in  such  terms  as 
will  make  me  loth  to  communicate 
it  to  so  warm  a friend  — you  must 
not,  my  dear,  take  upon  you  to 
censure  my  relations;  but  allow 
for  them,  as  they  know  not  what  I 
have  suffered;  as  being  filled  with 
just  resentments  against  me  (just 
to  them,  if  they  think  them  just;) 
and  as  not  being  able  to  judge  of 
the  reality  of  my  penitence. 

And  after  all,  what  can  they  do 
for  me?  — They  can  only  pity 
me:  and  what  will  that  do,  but 
augment  their  own  grief;  to  which 
at  present  their  resentment  is  an 
alleviation?  For  can  they  by  their 
pity  restore  to  me  my  lost  reputa- 
tion? Can  they  by  it  purchase  a 
sponge  that  will  wipe  out  from  the 
year  the  past  fatal  four  months  of 
my  life?* 

Your  account  of  the  gay  un- 
concerned behaviour  of  Mr.  Love- 
lace, at  the  colonel’s,  does  not  sur- 
prise me  at  all,  after  I am  told, 
that  he  had  the  intrepidity  to  go 
thither,  knowing  who  were  incited 
and  expected.  — Only  this,  my 
dear,  I really  wonder  at,  that  Miss 
Howe  could  imagine,  that  I could 
have  a thought  of  such  a man  for 
a husband. 

Poor  wretch!  I pity  him,  to  see 

* She  takes  in  tho  time  that  she  ap- 
pointed to  moot  Mr.  Lovelace. 
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him  fluttering  about;  abusing  ta- 
lents that  were  given  him  for  ex- 
cellent purposes;  taking  incon- 
sideration for  courage;  and 
dancing,  fearless  of  danger,  on 
the  edge  of  a precipice ! 

But  indeed  his  threatening  to 
see  me,  most  sensibly  alarms  and 
shocks  me.  I cannot  but  hope  that 
I never,  never  more,  shall  see  him 
in  this  world. 

Since  you  are  so  loth,  my  dear, 
to  send  the  desired  negative  to  the 
ladies  of  his  family,  1 will  only 
trouble  you  to  transmit  the  letter 
I shall  inclose  for  that  purpose; 
directed  indeed  to  yourself,  be- 
cause ■ it  was  to  you  that  those 
ladies  applied  themselves  on  this 
occasion;  but  to  be  sent  by  you 
to  any  one  of  the  ladies,  at  your 
own  choice. 

I commend  myself,  my  dearest 
Miss  Howe,  to  your  prayers;  and 
conclude  with  repeated  thanks  for 
sending  Mr.  Hickman  to  me;  and 
with  wishes  for  your  health  and 
happiness,  and  for  the  speedy  ce- 
lebration of  your  nuptials ; 

Your  ever  affectionate  and 
obliged, 

Clarissa  Harlowe. 

• 

LETTER  VIII. 

Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe  to  Miss  Howe. 
[fn closed  in  the  preceding •] 

Thursday,  July  27. 

MY  DEAREST  MISS  HOWE, 

Since  you  seem  loth  to  acquiesce 
in  my  determined  resolution,  signi- 
fied to  you  as  soon  as  I was  able 
to  hold  a pen,  1 beg  the  favour  of 
you,  by  this,  or  by  any  other  way 


you  think  most  proper,  to  acquaint 
the  worthy  ladies  who  have  ap- 
plied to  you  in  behalf  of  their  re- 
lation, that,  although  I am  in- 
finitely obliged  to  their  generous 
opinion  of  me,  yet  I cannot  con- 
sent to  sanctify,  as  I may  say,  Mr. 
Lovelace’s  repeated  breaches  of 
all  moral  sanctions,  and  hazard 
my  future  happiness  by  an  union 
with  a man,  through  whose  pre- 
meditated injuries,  in  a long  train 
of  the  basest  contrivances,  1 have 
forfeited  my  temporal  hopes. 

He  himself,  when  he  reflects 
upon  his  own  actions,  must  surely 
bear  testimony  to  the  justice,  as 
well  as  fitness  of  my  determina- 
tion. The  ladies,  I dare  say, 
would,  were  they  to  know  the 
whole  of  my  unhappy  story. 

Be  pleased  to  acquaint  them, 
that  I deceive  myself,  if  my  reso- 
lution on  this  head  (however  un- 
gratefully, and  even  inhumanly, 
he  has  treated  me)  be  not  owing 
more  to  principle  than  passion. 
Nor  can  I give  a stronger  proof  of 
the  truth  of  this  assurance,  than 
by  declaring  that  I can  and  will 
forgive  him,  on  this  one  easy  con- 
dition, that  he  will  never  molest  me 
more. 

In  whatever  way  you  choose  to 
make  this  declaration,  be  pleased 
to  let  my  most  respectful  compli- 
ments to  the  ladies  of  that  noble 
family,  and  to  my  LordM.  accom- 
pany it.  And  do  you,  my  dear, 
believe  that  I shall  be,  to  the  last 
moment  of  my  life, 

Your  ever  obliged  and 
affectionate , 

Clarissa  harlowe. 
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LETTER  IX. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Friday,  July  28. 

I have  three  letters  of  thine  to 
take  notice  of,  * but  am  divided  in 
my  mind,  whether  to  quarrel  with 
thee,  on  thy  unmerciful  re- 
flections, or  to  thank  thee  for  thy 
acceptable  particularity  and  di- 
ligence. But  several  of  my  sweet 
dears  have  I,  indeed,  in  my  time, 
made  to  cry  and  laugh  in  a 
breath;  nay  one  side  of  their 
pretty  faces  laugh,  before  the  cry 
could  go  off  the  other:  why  may  I 
not,  therefore,  curse  and  applaud 
thee  in  the  same  moment?  So  take 
both  in  one : and  what  follows,  as 
it  shall  rise  from  my  pen. 

How  often  have  1 ingenuously 
confessed  my  sins  against  this  ex- 
cellent creature?  — Yet  thou 
never  sparest  me,  although  as  bad 
a man  as  myself.  Since  then  I 

get  so  little  by  my  confessions,  I 
ave  a good  mind  to  try  to  defend 
myself;  anc^  that  not  only  from 
ancient  and  modern  story,  but 
from  common  practice;  and  yet 
avoid  repeating  any  thing  1 have 
suggested  before  on  my  own  be- 

1 am  in  a humour  to  play  the 
fool  with  my  pen:  briefly  then, 
from  ancient  story  first:  — dost 
thou  not  think,  that  I am  as  much 
entitled  to  forgiveness  of  Miss 
Harlowe’s  account,  as  Virgil’s 
hero  was  on  Queen  Dido’s!  For 
what  an  ungrateful  varlet  was 
that  vagabond  to  the  hospitable 
princess  who  had  willingly  con- 
* Loiters  iii.  iv.  v. 


ferred  upon  him  the  last  favour? 
— Stealing  away  (whence,  I sup- 
pose the  ironical  phrase  of  Trusty 
Trojan  to  this  day)  like  a thief  — 
pretendedly  indeed  at  the  com- 
mand of  the  gods;  but  could 
that  be,  when  the  errand  he  went 
upon  was  to  rob  other  princes,  not 
only  of  their  dominions,  but  of 
their  lives?  — Yet  this  fellow  is, 
at  every  word,,  the  pi  us  ^Eneas 
with  the  immortal  bard  who  cele- 
brates him. 

Should  Miss  Harlowe  even 
break  her  heart  (which  Heaven 
forbid !)  for  the  usage  she  has  re- 
ceived (to  say  nothing  of  her  dis- 
appointed pride,  to  which  her 
death  would  be  attributable,  more 
than  to  reason)  what  comparison 
will  her  fate  hold  to  Queen  Dido’s  ? 
And  have  I half  the  obligation  to 
her  that  iEneas  had  to  the  Queen 
of  Carthage?  The  latter  placing 
a confidence,  the  former  none,  in 
her  man?  — Then,  whom  else  have 
I robbed?  Whom  else  have  I in- 
jured? Her  brother’s  worthless 
life  I gave  him,  instead  of  taking 
any  man’s;  while  the  Trojan  va- 
gabond destroyed  his  thousands. 
Why  then  should  it  not  be  the 
pious  Lovelace,  as  well  as  thepms 
./Eneas?  For,  dost  thou  think, 
had  a conflagration  happened, 
and  bad  it  been  in  my  power,  that 
I would  not  have  saved  my  old 
Auchises  (as  he  did  his  from  the 
Ilion  bonfire)  even  at  the  expense 
of  my  Creiisa,  had  I had  a wife 
of  that  name? 

But  for  a more  modern  instance 
in  my  favour  — have  I used  Miss 
Harlowe,  as  our  famous  Maiden- 
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Queen,  as  she  was  called,  used 
one  of  her  own  blood,  a sister- 
queen  ; who  threw  herself  into  her 
protection  from  her  rebel  sub- 
jects ; and  whom  she  detained  pri- 
soner eighteen  years,  and  at  last 
cut  off  her  head?  Yet  do  not 
honest  Protestants  pronounce  her 
pious  too? — And  call  her  particu- 
larly their  queen? 

As  to  common  practice  — who, 
let  me  ask,  that  has  it  in  his  power 
to  gratify  a predominant  passion, 
be  it  what  it  will,  denies  himself 
the  gratification?  — Leaving  it  to 
cooler  deliberation  (and,  if  he  be 
a great  man,  to  his  flatterers)  to 
find  a reason  for  it  afterwards? 

Then,  as  to  the  worst  part  of  my 
treatment  of  this  lady  — how 
many  men  are  there,  who,  as  well 
as  I,  have  sought,  by  intoxicating 
liquors,  first  to  inebriate,  then  to 
subdue?  YVhat  signifies  what  the 
potations  were,  when  the  same  end 
was  in  view? 

Let  me  tell  thee,  upon  the  whole, 
that  neither  the  Queen  of  Car- 
thage, nor  the  Queen  of  Scots, 
would  have  thought  they  had  any 
reason  to  complain  of  cruelty,  had 
they  been  used  no  worse  than  1 
have  used  the  queen  of  my  heart: 
and  then  do  I not  aspire  with  my 
whole  soul  to  repair  by  marriage? 
Would  the  piusyEneas,  thinkest 
thou,  have  done  such  a piece  of 
justice  by  Dido,  had  she  lived? 

Come,  come,  Belford,  let  people 
run  away  with  notions  as  they 
will,  I am  comparatively  a very  in- 
nocent man.  And  if  by  these,  and 
other  like  reasonings,  I have 
quieted  my  own  conscience,  a 


great  end  is  answered.  What  have 
1 to  do  with  the  world? 

And  now  I sit  i me  peaceably 
down  to  consider  thy  letters. 

I hope  thy  pleas  in  my  favour,  * 
when  she  gave  thee  (so  generously 
gave  thee)  for  me,  my  letters, 
were  urged  with  an  honest  energy. 
But  1 suspect  thee  much  for  being 
too  ready  to  give  up  thy  client. 
Then  thou  hast  such  a misgiving 
aspect ; an  aspect,  rather  inviting 
rejection,  than  carrying  persua- 
sion with  it;  and  art  such  an  he- 
sitating, such  an  humming  and 
hawing  caitiff,  that  I shall  attri- 
bute my  failure,  if  1 do  fail,  rather 
to  the  inability  and  ill  looks  of  my 
advocate,  than  to  my  cause. 
Again,  thou  art  deprived  of  the 
force  men  of  our  cast  give  to  argu- 
ments! for  she  won’t  let  thee 
swear!  — Art  moreover  a very 
heavy  thoughtless  fellow;  toler- 
able only  at  a second  rebound;  a 
horrid  dunce  at  the  impromptu. 
These,  encountering  with  such  a 
lady,  are  great  disadvantages.  — 
And  still  a greater  is  thy  balancing 
(as  thou  dost  at  present)  between 
old  rakery  and  new  reformation: 
since  this  puts  thee  into  the  same 
situation  with  her,  as  they  told  me 
at  Leipsic  Martin  Luther  was  in, 
at  the  first  public  dispute  which 
he  held,  in  defence  of  his  supposed 
new  doctrines  with  Eckius.  For 
Martin  was  then  but  a linsey- 
wolsey  reformer.  He  retained 
some  dogmas,  which,  by  natural 
consequence,  made  others,  that  he 
held,  untenable;  so  that  Eckius, 
in  some  points,  had  the  better  of 
* See  letter  iv. 
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him.  But,  from  that  time,  he  made 
clear  work,  renouncing  all  that 
stood  in  his  way:  and  then  his 
doctrines  ran  upon  all  fours.  He 
was  never  puzzled  afterwards; 
and  conld  boldly  declare,  that  he 
would  defend  them  in  the  face  of 
angels  and  men;  and  to  his 
friends,  who  would  have  dissuaded 
him  from  venturing  to  appear  be- 
fore the  Emperor  Charles  the 
Fifth  at  Spires,  that  were  there  as 
many  devils  at  Spires , as  tiles  upon 
the  houses , he  would  go.  An  answer 
that  is  admired  by  every  Pro- 
testant Saxon  to  this  day. 

Since  then  thy  unhappy  awk- 
wardness destroys  the  force  of  thy 
arguments,  I think  thou  hadst 
better  (for  the  present,  however) 
forbear  to  urge  her  on  the  subject 
of  accepting  the  reparation  1 
offer;  lest  the  continual  teasing  of 
her  to  forgive  me  should  but 
strengthen  her  in  the  denials  of 
forgiveness,  till,  for  consistency 
sake,  she’ll  be  forced  to  adhere  to 
a resolution  so  often  avowed  — 
whereas,  if  left  to  herself,  a little 
time,  and  better  health,  which 
will  bring  on  better  spirits,  will 
give  her  quicker  resentments; 
those  quicker  resentments  will 
lead  her  into  vehemence : that  ve- 
hemence will  subside,  and  turn 
into  expostulation  and  parley: 
my  friends  will  then  interpose, 
and  guaranty  for  me : and  all  our 
trouble  on  both  sides  will  be  over. 
Such  is  the  natural  course  of 
things. 

I cannot  endure  thee  for  thy 
hopelessness  in  the  lady’s  re- 


covery;* and  that  in  contradic- 
tion to  the  doctor  and  apothecary. 

Time,  in  the  words  of  Congreve, 
thou  sayest,  will  give  increase  to 
her  afflictions.  But  why  so?  Know- 
est  thou  not , that  those  words  (so 
contrary  to  common  experience) 
were  applied  to  the  case  of  a per- 
son, while  passion  was  in  its  full 
vigour?  — At  such  a time  every 
one  in  a heavy  grief  thinks  the 
same:  but  as  enthusiasts  do  by 
scripture,  so  dost  thou  by  the 
poets  thou  hast  read:  any  thing 
that  carries  the  most  distant  al- 
lusion from  either  to  the  case  in 
hand,  is  put  down  by  both  for 
gospel,  however  incongruous  to 
the  general  scope  of  either,  and  to 
that  case.  So  once,  in  a pulpit,  I 
heard  one  of  the  former  very  vehe- 
mently declare  himself  to  be  a 
dead  dog;  when  every  man,  woman, 
and  child,  were  convinced  to  the 
contrary  by  his  howling. 

I can  tell  thee , that , if  nothing 
else  will  do , I am  determined,  in 
spite  of  thy  buskin  airs,  and  of  thy 
engagements  for  me  to  the  con- 
trary, to  see  her  myself. 

Face  to  face  have  I known  many 
a quarrel  made  up,  which  distance 
would  have  kept  alive,  and  widen- 
ed. Thou  wilt  be  a madder  Jack 
than  he  in  the  Tale  of  a Tub,  if 
thou  givest  an  active  opposition  to 
this  interview. 

In  short,  I cannot  bear  the 
thought,  that  a woman  whom  once 
1 had  bound  to  me  in  the  silken 
cords  of  love , should  slip  through 
my  fingers,  and  be  able,  while  my 
heart  fiames  out  with  a violent 
* See  letter  iv. 
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passion  for  her ; to  despise  me,  and 
to  set  both  love  and  me  at  defiance. 
Thoucaust  not  imagine  how  much 
I envy  thee , and  her  doctor , and  her 
apothecary , and  every  one  who  I 
hear  are  admitted  to  her  presence 
and  conversation ; and  wish  to  be 
the  one  or  the  other  in  turn. 

Wherefore , if  nothing  else  will 
do,  I toill  see  her.  I’ll  tell  thee  of 
an  admirable  expedient,  just  come 
cross  me,  to  save  thy  promise,  and 
my  own. 

Mrs.  Lovick,  you  say,  is  a good 
woman:  if  the  lady  be  worse,  she 
shall  advise  her  to  send  for  a par- 
son to  pray  by  her:  unknown  to 
her,  unknown  to  the  lady, unknown 
to  thee  (for  so  it  may  pass)  I will 
contrive  to  be  the  man,  petticoatecl 
out , and  vested  in  a gown  and  cas- 
sock. I once,  for  a certain  pur- 
pose, did  assume  the  canonicals ; 
and  I was  thought  to  make  a fine 
sleek  appearance;  my  broad  rose- 
bound  beaver  became  me  mightily; 
and  I was  much  admired  upon  the 
whole  by  all  who  saw  me. 

Methinks  it  must  be  charmingly 
a-propos  to  see  me  kneeling  down 
by  her  bed-side  (I  am  sure  I shall 
pray  heartily),  beginning  out  of 
the  common  prayer-book  the  sick 
office  for  the  restoration  of  the 
languishing  lady,  and  concluding 
with  an  exhortation  to  charity  and 
forgiveness  for  myself. 

1 will  consider  of  this  matter. 
But,  in  whatever  shape  I shall 
choose  to  appear,  of  this  thou 
may’st  assure  thyself,  I will  ap- 
prise thee  beforehand  of  my  visit, 
that  thou  may’st  contrive  to  be 
out  of  the  way,  and  to  know  no- 


thing of  the  matter.  This  will 
save  thy  word ; and  as  to  mine,  can 
she  think  worse  of  me  than  she 
does  at  present? 

An  indispensable  of  true  love 
and  profound  respect,  in  thy  wise 
opinion, *is  absurdity  or  awkward- 
ness. — ’Tis  surprising,  that  thou 
should’st  be  one  of  those  partial 
mortals,  who  take  their  measures 
of  right  and  wrong  from  what  they 
find  themselves  to  be,  and  cannot 
help  being ! — So  awkwardness  is  a 
perfection  in  the  awkward!  — At 
this  rate,  no  man  can  ever  be  in 
the  wrong.  But  I insist  upon  it, 
that  an  awkward  fellow  will  do 
every  thing  awkwardly : and  if  he 
be  like  thee,  will,  when  he  has 
done  foolishly,  rack  his  unmean- 
ing brain  for  excuses  as  awkward 
as  his  first  fault.  Respectful  love 
is  an  inspirer  of  actions  worthy  of 
itself;  and  he  who  cannot  shew  it, 
where  he  most  means  it,  manifests, 
that  he  is  an  unpolite,  rough  crea- 
ture, a perfect  Belford,  and  has  it 
not  in  him. 

But  here  thou’lt  throw  out  that 
notable  witticism,  that  my  outside 
is  the  best  of  me,  thine  the  worst 
of  thee,  and  that,  if  I set  about 
mending  my  mind,  thou  wilt  mend 
thy  appearance. 

But,  pr’ythee,  Jack,  don’t  stay 
for  that;  but  set  about  thy  amend- 
ment in  dress  when  thou  leavest 
off  thy  mourning;  for  why  should’st 
thou  prepossess  in  thy  disfavour 
all  those  who  never  saw  thee  be- 
fore? — It  is  hard  to  remove  early 
taken  prejudices,  whether  of  liking 
or  distaste:  people  will  hunt,  as  I 
* Letter  Hi. 
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may  say,  for  reasons  to  confirm 
first  impressions,  in  compliment 
to  their  own  sagacity:  nor  is  it 
every  mind  that  has  the  in- 
genuousness to  confess  itself  mis- 
taken when  it  finds  itself  to  be 
wrong.  Thou  thyself  art  an  adept 
in  the  pretended  science  of  read- 
ing men ; and  whenever  thou  art 
out , wilt  study  to  find  some  rea- 
sons why  it  was  more  probable 
that  thou  should’st  have  been 
right;  and  wilt  watch  every  motion 
and  action , and  every  word  and 
sentiment,  in  the  person  thou  hast 
once  censured,  for  proofs,  in  order 
to  help  thee  revive  and  maintain 
thy  first  opinion.  And,  indeed,  as 
thou  seldom  errest  on  the  favour- 
able side , human  nature  is  so  vile  a 
thing,  that  thou  art  likely  to  be 
right  five  times  in  six,ontheo<fter: 
and  perhaps  it  is  but  guessing  of 
others,  by  what  thou  findest  in 
thy  own  heart,  to  have  reason 
to  compliment  thyself  on  thy 
penetration. 

Here  is  preachment  for  thy 

{>reachment:  and  I hope  if  thou 
ikest  thine  own,  thou  wilt  thank 
me  for  mine;  the  rather,  as  thou 
mayest  be  the  better  for  it,  if  thou 
wilt,  since  it  is  calculated  for  thy 
own  meridian. 

Well,  but  the  lady  refers  my 
destiny  to  the  letter  she  has  writ- 
ten, actually  written , to  Miss  Howe ; 
to  whom,  it  seems,  she  has  given 
her  reasons  why  she  will  not  have 
me.  I long  to  know  the  contents 
of  this  letter:  but  am  in  great 
hopes  that  she  has  so  expressed 
her  denials,  as  shall  give  room  to 


think,  she  only  wants  to  be  per- 
suaded to  the  contrary,  in  order  to 
reconcile  herself  to  herself. 

I could  make  some  pretty  ob- 
servations upon  one  or  two  places 
of  the  lady’s  meditation:  but, 
wicked  as  1 am  thought  to  be,  I 
never  was  so  abandoned,  as  to 
turn  into  ridicule,  or  even  to  treat 
with  levity,  things  sacred.  I think 
it  the  highest  degree  of  ill  man- 
ners, to  jest  upon  those  subjects 
which  the  world  in  general  look 
upon  with  veneration,  and  call  di- 
vine. I would  not  even  treat  the 
mythology  of  the  heathen  to  a 
heathen,  with  the  ridicule  that 
perhaps  would  fairly  lie  from  some 
of  the  absurdities  that  strike  every 
common  observer.  Nor,  when  at 
Rome , and  in  other  Popish  coun- 
tries, did  I ever  behave  indecently 
at  those  ceremonies  which  I 
thought  very  extraordinary:  for 
I saw  some  people  affected,  and 
seemingly  edified  by  them ; and  I 
contented  myself  to  think,  though 
they  were  beyond  my  comprehen- 
sion, that  if  they  answered  any 
good  end  to  the  many,  there  was 
religion  enough  in  them , or  civil 
policy  at  least,  to  exempt  them 
from  the  ridicule  of  even  a bad 
man  who  had  common  sense  and 
good  manners. 

For  the  like  reasonl  have  never 
given  noisy  or  tumultuous  in- 
stances of  dislike  to  a new  play,  if 
I thought  it  ever  so  indilferent: 
for  I concluded , first , that  every 
one  was  entitled  to  see  quietly 
what  he  paid  for:  and, next,  as  the 
theatre  (the  epitome  of  the  world) 
consisted  of  pit,  boxes,  and  gal- 
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lery,  it  was  hard,  I thought,  if 
there  could  be  such  a performance 
exhibited,  as  would  not  please 
somebody  in  that  mixed  multitude, 
and,  if  it  did,  those  somebodies 
had  as  much  right  to  enjoy  their 
own  judgments  undisturbedly,  as 
I had  to  enjoy  mine. 

This  was  my  way  of  shewing 
my  disapprobation : I never  went 
again.  And  as  a man  is  at  his 
option,  whether  he  will  go  to  a 
play  or  not , he  has  not  the  same 
excuse  for  expressing  his  dislike 
clamorously,  as  if  he  were  com- 
pelled to  see  it. 

I have  ever,  thou  kuowest , de- 
clared against  those  shallow  liber- 
tines, who  could  not  make  out 
their  pretensions  to  wit,  but  on 
two  subjects,  to  which  every  man 
of  true  wit  will  scorn  to  be  be- 
holden: PROFANENESS  and  OBSCENI- 

tv,  I mean ; which  must  shock  the 
ears  of  every  man  or  woman  of 
sense,  without  answering  any  end, 
but  shewing  a very  low  and 
abandoned  nature.  And,  till  I 
came  acquainted  with  the  brutal 
Mowbray  (no  great  praise  to  my- 
self from  such  a tutor)  I was  far 
from  making  so  free  as  I now  do, 
with  oaths  and  curses ; for  then  1 
was  forced  to  outswear  him  some- 
times , in  order  to  keep  him  in  his 
allegiance  to  me  his  general : nay, 
I often  check  myself  to  myself,  for 
this  empty  unprofitable  liberty  of 
speech;  in  which  we  are  outdone 
by  the  sons  of  the  common  sewer. 

All  my  vice  is  women , and  the 
love  of  plots  and  intrigues;  and  I 
cannot  but  wonder,  how  I fell 
into  those  shocking  freedoms  of 


speech;  since,  generally  speak- 
ing, they  are  far  from  helping  for- 
ward my  main  end:  only,  now- 
and-then, indeed,  a little  novice 
rises  to  one’s  notice,  who  seems 
to  think  dress,  and  oaths,  and 
curses,  the  diagnostics  of  the 
rakish  spirit  she  is  inclined  to 
favour:  and  indeed  they  are  the 
only  qualifications  that  some  who 
arecalled  rakes  and  pretty  fellows 
have  to  boast  of.  But  what  must 
the  women  be,  who  can  be  attract- 
ed by  such  empty  souled profligates ! 
— Since  wickedness  with  wit  is 
hardly  tolerable;  but,  without  it, 
is  equally  shocking  and  con- 
temptible. 

There  again  is  preachment  for 
thy  preachment;  and  thou  wilt  be 
apt  to  think , that  I am  reforming 
too:  but  no  such  matter.  If  this 
were  new  light  darting  in  upon  me, 
as  thy  morality  seems  to  be  to 
thee,  something  of  this  kind  might 
be  apprehended : but  this  was  al- 
ways my  way  of  thinking;  and  1 
defy  thee , or  any  of  thy  brethren, 
to  name  a time,  when  I have  either 
ridiculed  religion,  or  talked  ob- 
scenely. On  the  contrary,  thou 
knowest  how  often  I have  checked 
that  bear  in  love  matters,  Mow- 
bray, and  the  finical  Tourville, 
and  thyself  too , for  what  ye  have 
called  the  double  entendre.  In 
love,  as  in  points  that  required  a 
manly  resentment , it  has  always 
been  my  maxim,  to  act,  rather  than 
talk;  and  I do  assure  thee,  as  to 
the  first,  the  women  themselves 
will  excuse  the  one  sooner  than 
the  other. 

As  to  the  admiration  thou  ex- 
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pressest  for  the  books  of  scripture, 
thou  art  certainly  right  in  it.  But 
’tis  strange  to  me , that  thou  wert 
ignorant  of  their  beauty,  and 
noble  simplicity,  till  now.  Their 
antiquity  always  made  me  re- 
verence them : and  how  was  it  pos- 
sible that  thou  couldest  not,  for 
that  reason,  if  for  no  other,  give 
them  a perusal? 

I’ll  tell  thee  a short  story,  which 
I had  from  my  tutor,  admonishing 
me  against  exposing  myself  by 
ignorant  wonder,  when  I should  quit 
college , to  go  to  town,  or  travel. 

“The  first  time  Dryden’s  Alex- 
ander’s Feast  fell  into  his  hauds, 
he  told  me,  he  was  prodigiously 
charmed  with  it:  and,  having 
never  heard  any  body  speak  of  it 
before , thought , as  thou  dost  of 
the  Bible,  that  he  had  made  a new 
discovery. 

“He  hastened  to  an  appoint- 
ment which  he  had  with  several 
wits  (for  he  was  then  in  town)  one 
of  whom  was  a noted  critic , who, 
according  to  him,  had  more  merit 
than  good  fortune ; for  all  the  lit- 
tle nibblera  in  wit,  whose  writings 
would  not  stand  the  test  of 
criticism,  made  it,  he  said,  a com- 
mon cause  to  run  him  down,  as  men 
would  a mad  dog. 

“The  young  gentleman  (for 
young  ho  then  was  s set  forth  mag- 
nificently in  the  praises  of  that 
inimitable  performance;  andgave 
himself  airs  of  secondhand  merit, 
for  finding  out  its  beauties. 

“The  old  bard  heard  him  out 
with  a smile,  which  the  collegian 
took  for  approbation,  till  he  spoke ; 
and  then  it  was  in  these  mortifying 
Clarissa.  IV. 


words:  ’Sdeath,  sir,  where  have 
you  lived  till  now , or  with  what 
sort  of  company  have  you  con- 
versed, young  as  you  are,  that 
you  have  never  before  heard  of  the 
finest  piece  in  the  English  lan- 
guage?” 

This  story  had  such  an  effect 
upon  me,  who  had  ever  a proud 
heart,  and  wanted  to  be  thought  a 
clever  fellow,  that,  in  order  to 
avoid  the  like  disgrace,  I laid 
down  two  rules  to  myself.  The 
first,  whenever  I went  into  com- 
pany where  there  were  strangers, 
to  hear  every  one  of  them  speak, 
before  I gave  myself  liberty  to 
prate : the  other,  if  I found  any  of 
them  above  my  match,  to  give  up 
all  title  to  new  discoveries,  con- 
tenting myself  to  praise  what  they 
praised,  as  beauties  familiar  to 
me,  though  I had  never  heard  of 
them  before.  And  so,  by  degrees, 
I got  the  reputation  of  a wit  my- 
self: and  when  I threw  off  all 
restraint,  and  books,  and  learned 
conversation,  and  fell  in  with  some 
of  our  brethren  who  are  now 
wandering  in  Erebus,  and  with 
such  others  as  Belton , Mowbray, 
Tourville,  and  thyself,  I set  up  on 
my  own  stock;  and  like  what  we 
have  been  told  of  Sir  Richard , in 
his  latter  days,  valued  myself  on 
being  the  Emperor  of  the  company : 
for,  having  fathomed  the  depth  of 
them  all,  and  afraid  of  no  rival  but 
thee , whom  also  I had  got  a little 
under  (by  my  gaiety  ana  prompti- 
tude at  least)  I proudly,  like  Addi- 
son’s Cato , delighted  to  give  laws 
to  my  little  senate. 

Proceed  with  thee  by-and-by. 
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LETTER  X. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

But  now  I have  cleared  myself 
of  any  intentional  levity  on  occa- 
sion of  my  beloved’s  meditation; 
which,  as  you  observe,  is  finely 
suited  to  her  case  (that  is  to  say, 
as  she  and  you  have  drawn  her 
case);  I cannothelpexpressingmy 
pleasure,  that  by  one  or  two  verses 
of  it  [the  arrow , Jack,  and  what  she 
feared  being  come  upon  herl\  I am 
encouraged  to  hope,  what  it  will 
be  veiy  surprising  to  me  if  it  does 
not  happen.  That  is,  in  plain 
English , that  the  dear  creature  is 
in  the  way  to  be  a mamma. 

This  cursed  arrest,  because  of 
the  ill  effects  the  terror  might  have 
had  upon  her,  in  that  hoped  for 
circumstance,  has  concerned  me 
more  than  on  any  other  account. 
It  would  be  the  pride  of  my  life  to 
prove,  in  this  charmingfrost-piece, 
the  triumph  of  nature  over  prin- 
ciple , and  to  have  a young  Love- 
lace by  such  an  angel:  and  then, 
for  its  sake,  I am  confident  she  will 
live , and  will  legitimate  it.  And 
what  a meritorious  little  cherub 
would  it  be,  that  should  lay  an 
obligation  upon  both  parents  be- 
fore it  was  born , which  neither  of 
them  would  be  able  to  repay  — 
could  I be  sure  it  is  so,  I should  be 
out  of  all  pain  for  her  recovery : 
pain,  I say ; since  were  she  to  die 
— [die!  abominable  word!  how  I 
hate  it !]  I verily  think  I should  be 
the  most  miserable  man  in  the 
world. 

As  for  the  earnestness  she  ex- 
presses for  death , she  has  found 


the  words  ready  to  her  hand  in 
honest  Job;  else  she  would  not 
have  delivered  herself  with  such 
strength  and  vehemence. 

Her  innate  piety  (as  I have  more 
than  once  observed),  will  not  per- 
mit her  to  shorten  her  own  life, 
either  by  violence  or  neglect.  She 
has  a mind  too  noble  for  that: 
and  would  have  done  it  before 
now,  had  she  designed  any  such 
thing:  for  to  do  it,  like  the  Roman 
matron,  when  the  mischief  is  over, 
and  it  can  serve  no  end;  and  when 
the  man,  however  a Tarquin , as 
some  may  think  me  in  this  action, 
is  not  a Tarquin  in  power,  so  that 
no  national  point  can  be  made  of  it ; 
is  what  she  has  too  much  good 
sense  to  think  of. 

Then,  as  I observed  in  a like 
case,  a little  while  ago,  thedistress, 
when  this  was  written,  was  strong 
upon  her;  and  she  saw  no  end  of 
it:  but  all  was  darkness  and  ap- 
prehension before  her.  Moreover, 
has  she  it  not  in  her  power  to  dis- 
appoint as  much  as  she  has  been 
disappointed?  Revenge,  Jack,  has 
induced  many  a woman  to  cherish 
a life,  to  which  grief  and  despair 
would  otherwise  have  put  an  end. 

And  after  all , death  is  no  such 
eligible  thing,  as  Job,  in  his  cala- 
mities, makes  it.  And  a death  de- 
sired merely  from  worldly  dis- 
appointments , shews  not  a right 
mind , let  me  tell  this  lady , what- 
ever she  may  think  of  it.*  You 

* Mr.  Lovelace  could  not  know,  that 
the  lady  was  so  thoroughly  sensible  of 
the  solidity  of  this  doctrine,  as  she  really 
was : for  in  her  letter  to  Mrs.  Norton 
(No.  I.  of  this  Vol.)  she  says  , — “Nor  let 
it  be  imagined,  that  my  present  turn  of 
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and  I,  Jack,  although  not  afraid, 
in  the  height  of  passion  or  resent- 
ment , to  rush  into  those  dangers 
which  might  be  followed  by  a 
sudden  ana  violent  death,  when- 
ever a point  of  honour  calls  upon 
us,  would  shudder  at  his  cool  and 
deliberate  approach  in  a lingering 
sickness,  which  had  debilitated 
the  spirits. 

So  we  read  of  a famous  French 
general  in  the  reign  of  Henry  IV. 
of  France  (I  forget  his  name,  if  it 
were  not  Mareschal  Biron) , who, 
having  faced  with  intrepidity  the 
ghastly  varlet  on  an  hundred  oc- 
casions in  the  field,  was  the  most 
dej  ected  of  wretches,  when,  having 
forfeited  his  life  for  treason,  he 
was  led  with  all  the  cruel  parade 
of  preparation,  and  surrounding 
guards,  to  the  scaffold. 

The  poet  says  well: 

’Tis  not  the  Stoic  lesson,  got  by  rote, 
The  pomp  of  words , and  pedant  disser- 
tation , 

That  can  support  us  in  the  hour  of  terror. 
Books  have  taught  cowards  to  talk  nobly 
of  it: 

But,  when  the  trial  comes,  they  start, 
and  stand  aghast. 

Very  true:  for  then  it  is  the  old 
man  in  the  fable,  with  his  bundle 
of  sticks. 

The  lady  is  well  read  in  Shake- 
speare, our  English  pride  and 
glory;  and  must  sometimes  reason 

mind  proceeds  from  gloominess  or  me- 
lancholy: for  although  it  was  brought  on 
by  disappointment  (the  world  shewing 
me  early,  even  at  my  first  rushi'ig  into  it, 
its  true  and  ugly  face;)  yet  I hope  that 
it  has  obtained  a better  root,  and  will 
every  day  more  and  more , by  its  fruits, 
demonstrate  to  me,  and  to  all  my  friends, 
that  it  has.1’ 


with  herself  in  his  words,  so  greatly 
expressed,  that  the  subject,  affect- 
ing as  it  is,  cannot  produce  any 
thing  greater. 

Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go  we  know  not 
whither, 

To  lie  in  cold  obstruction,  and  to  rot; 
This  sensible,  warm  motion  to  become 
A kneaded  clod;  and  the  delighted  spirit 
To  bathe  in  fiery  floods , or  to  reside 
In  thrilling  regions  of  thick  ribbed  ice: 
To  be  imprisoned  in  the  viewless  winds , 
Or  blown,  with  restless  violence,  about 
The  pendent  worlds ; or  to  be  worse 
than  worst 

Of  those  that  lawless  and  uncertain 
thought 

imagines  howling : ’tis  too  horrible! 

The  weariest  and  most  loaded  worldly 
life, 

That  pain,  age,  penury,  and  impriion- 
ment , 

Can  lay  on  nature,  is  a paradise 
To  what  we  fear  of  death.  — 

I find,  by  one  of  thy  three  letters, 
that  my  beloved  hadsomeaccount 
from  Hickman  of  my  interview 
with  Miss  Howe , at  Colonel  Am- 
brose’s. I had  a very  agreeable 
time  of  itthere:  although  severely 
rallied  by  several  of  the  assembly. 
It  concerns  me,  however,  not  a 
little,  to  find  our  affair  so  generally 
known  among  the  flippanti  of  both 
sexes.  It  is  all  her  own  fault. 
There  never,  surely,  was  such  an 
odd  little  soul  as  this.  — Not  to 
keep  her  own  secret,  when  the 
revealing  of  it  could  answer  no 
possible  good  end ; and  when  she 
wants  not  (one  would  think)  to 
raise  to  herself  either  pity  or 
friends , or  to  me  enemies , by  the 
proclamation ! — Why,  Jack,  must 
not  all  her  own  sex  laugh  in  their 
sleeves  at  her  weakness?  What 
would  become  of  the  peace  of  the 
; world , if  all  women  should  take  it 
3* 
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into  their  heads  to  follow  her  ex- 
ample? What  a fine  time  of  it 
would  the  heads  of  families  have? 
Their  wives  always  filling  their 
ears  with  their  confessions;  their 
daughters  with  theirs ; sisters  would 
be  every  day  setting  their  brothers 
about  cutting  of  throats,  if  the 
brothers  had  at  heart  the  honour  of 
their  families , as  it  is  called,  and 
the  whole  world  would  either  be  a 
scene  of  confusion ; or  cuckoldom 
as  much  the  fashion  as  it  is  in 
Lithuania* 

I am  glad , however , that  Miss 
Howe  (as  much  as  she  hates  me) 
kept  her  word  with  my  cousins  on 
their  visit  to  her , and  with  me  at 
the  Colonel’s  to  endeavour  to  per- 
suade her  friend  to  make  up  all 
matters  by  matrimony ; which,  no 
doubt,  is  the  best,  nay,  theonty 
method  she  can  take , for  her  own 
honour,  and  that  of  her  family. 

1 had  once  thought  of  revenging 
myself  on  that  vixen ; and , parti- 
cularly, as  thou  may’st**  re- 
member, had  planned  something 
to  this  purpose  on  the  journey  she 
is  going  to  take,  which  had  been 
talked  of  some  time.  But  I think 
— let  me  consider  — yes,  1 think  I 
will  let  thisHickman  have  her  safe 
and  entire , as  thou  believest  the 
fellow  to  be  a tolerable  sort  of  a 
mortal,  and  that  I had  made  the 
worst  of  him:  and  I am  glad,  for 
his  own  sake,  he  has  not  launched 

* In  Lithuania,  the  women  are  said  to 
have  so  allowedly  their  gallants,  called 
a<\jutores,  that  the  husbands  hardly  ever 
enter  upon  any  party  of  pleasure  with- 
out them. 

**  See  vol.  II.  letter  cxii. 


out  too  virulently  against  me  to 
thee. 

But  thou  seest,  Jack,  by  her 
refusal  of  money  from  him,  or  Miss 
Howe,*  that  the  dear  extrava- 
gant takes  a delight  in  oddnesses, 
choosing  to  part  with  her  clothes, 
though  for  a song.  Dost  think 
she  is  not  a little  touched  at  times? 
I am  afraid  she  is.  A little  spice 
of  that  insanity,  I doubt,  runs 
through  her,  that  she  had  in  a 
stronger  degree , in  the  first  week 
of  my  operations.  Her  contempt 
of  life;  her  proclamations;  her 
refusal  of  matrimony;  and  now  of 
monev  from  her  most  intimate 
friencf;  are  sprinklings  of  this 
kind,  and  no  other  way,  I think,  to 
be  accounted  for. 

Her  apothecaiyis  a good  honest 
fellow.  I like  him  much.  But 
the  silly  dear’s  harping  so  conti- 
nually upon  one  string,  dying, 
dying,  dying,  is  what  1 have  no 
patience  with.  I hope  all  this 
melancholy  jargon  is  owing  en- 
tirely to  the  way  I would  have  her 
to  be  in.  And  it  being  as  new  to 
her,  as  the  bible  beauties  to  thee**, 
no  wonder  she  knows  not  what  to 
make  of  herself,  and  so  fancies 
she  is  breeding  death,  when  the 
event  will  turn  out  quite  the  con- 
trary. 

Thou  art  a sorry  fellow  in  thy 
remarks  on  the  education  and 
qualification  of  smarts  and  beaux 
of  the  rakish  order;  if  by  thy  tee's 
and  us's  thou  meanest  thyself  or 
me*** : for  I presume  to  say,  that 

* See  letter  v.  of  this  vol. 

**  Letter  iii. 

***  Ibid,  and  Letter  v. 
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the  picture  has  no  resemblance  of 
us,  who  have  read  and  conversed 
as  we  have  done.  It  may  indeed, 
and  I believe  it  does,  resemble 
the  generality  of  the  fops  and 
coxcombs  about  town.  But  that 
let  them  look  to;  for,  if  it  affects 
not  me,  to  what  purpose  thy 
random  shot?  — If  indeed  thou 
findest,  by  the  new  light  darted 
in  upon  thee , since  thou  hast  had 
the  honour  of  conversing  with  this 
admirable  creature,  that  the  cap 
fits  thy  own  head , why  then , ac- 
cording to  the  qui caput  rule,  e’en 
take  and  clap  it  on : and  I will  add 
a string  of  bells  to  it,  to  complete 
thee  for  the  fore-horse  of  the  idiot 
team. 

Although  I just  now  said  a kind 
thing  or  two  for  this  fellow  Hick- 
man; yet  I can  tell  thee,  I could 
(to  use  one  of  my  noble  peer’s 
humble  phrases)  eat  Mm  up  with- 
out a corn  of  salt,  when  1 think 
of  his  impudence  to  'salute  my 
charmer  twice  at  parting*:  and 
have  still  less  patience  with  the 
lady  herself  for  presuming  to  offer 
her  cheek  or  lip  [thou  sayest  not 
which]  to  him,  and  to  press  his 
clumsy  fist  between  her  charming 
hands.  An  honour  worth  a king’s 
ransom ; and  what  I would  give  — 
what  would  I not  give?  to  have? 
— And  then  he,  in  return,  to 
press  her,  as  thou  sayest  he  did, 
to  his  stupid  heart;  at  that  time, 
no  doubt , more  sensible  than  ever 
it  was  before ! 

By  thy  description  of  their  part- 
ing, I see  thou  wilt  be  a delicate 
fellow  in  time.  My  mortification 

* See  Letter  v. 


in  this  lady’s  displeasure , will  be 
thy  exaltation  from  her  conversa- 
tion. I envy  thee  as  well  for  thy 
opportunities,  as  for  thy  improve- 
ments: and  such  an  impression 
has  thy  concluding  paragraph  * 
made  upon  me,  that  I wish  I do  not 
get  into  a reformation  humour  as 
well  as  thou:  and  then  what  a 
couple  of  lamentable  puppies 
shall  we  make,  howling  in  reci- 
tative to  each  other’s  discordant 
music ! 

Let  me  improve  upon  the 
thought,  and  imagine  that,  turned 
hermits,  we  have  opened  the  two 
old  caves  at  Hornsey,  or  dug  new 
ones ; and  in  each  of  our  cells  set 
up  a death’s  head , and  an  hour- 
glass, for  objects  of  contem- 
plation — I have  seen  such  a pic- 
ture: but  then,  Jack,  had  not 
the  old  penitent  fornicator,  a 
suffocating  long  grey  beard? 
What  figures  would  a couple  of 
brocaded  or  laced -waistcoated 
toupets  make  with  their  sour 
screwed  up  half-cocked  faces,  and 
more  than  half-shut  eyes,  in  a 
kneeling  attitude,  recapitulating 
their  respective  rogueries?  This 
scheme,  were  we  only  to  make 
trial  of  it , and  return  afterwards 
to  our  old  ways,  might  serve  to 
better  purpose  by  far,  than  Hor- 
ner’s in  the  Country  Wife,  to  bring 
the  pretty  girls  to  us. 

Let  me  see ; the  author  of  Hudi- 
bras  has  somewhere  a description 
that  would  suit  us,  when  met  in 
one  of  our  caves,  and  comparing 
our  dismal  notes  together.  This 
is  it.  Suppose  me  described  — 

* See  Letter  v. 
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; — He  sat  upon  his  rump , 

His  head  like  one  in  doleful  dump: 
Betwixt  his  knees  his  hands  apply’d 
Unto  his  cheeks , on  either  side : 

And  by  him,  in  another  hole, 

Sat  stupid  Belford,  cheek  by  jowl. 

I know  thou  wilt  think  me  too 
ludicrous.  1 think  myself  so.  It 
is  truly , to  be  ingenuous , a forced 
put : for  my  passions  are  so  wound 
up,  that  1 am  obliged  either  to 
laugh  or  cry.  Like  honest  drunken 
JackDaventry  [poor  fellow!  what 
an  unhappy  end  was  his ! ] — T hou 
knowest,  I used  to  observe,  that 
whenever  he  rose  from  an  enter- 
tainment, which  he  never  did 
sober,  it  was  his  way,  as  soon  as 
he  got  to  the  door,  to  look  round 
him  like  a carrier  pigeon  just 
thrown  up , in  order  to  spy  out  his 
course;  and  then  taking  to  his 
heels,  he  would  run  all  the  way 
home,  though  it  were  a mile  or 
two,  when  he  could  hardly  stand, 
and  must  have  tumbled  on  his 
nose  if  he  had  attempted  to  walk 
moderately.  This  then  be  my 
excuse,  in  this  my  unconverted 
estate,  for  a conclusion  so  un- 
worthy of  the  conclusion  to  thy 
third  letter. 

What  a length  have  I run!  — 
Thou  wilt  own,  that  if  I pay  thee 
not  in  quality , I do  in  quantity : 
and  yet  I leave  a multitude  of 
things  unobserved  upon.  Indeed 
I hardly  at  this  present  time  know 
what  to  do  with  myself  but  scrib- 
ble. Tired  with  Lord  M.  who , in 
his  recovery , has  played  upon  me 
the  fable  of  the  nurse,  the  crying 
child,  and  the  wolf — tired  with 
my  cousins  Montague,  though 
charming  girls,  were  they  not  so 


near  of  kin  — tired  with  Mowbray 
and  Tourville,  and  their  ever- 
lasting identity  — tired  with  the 
country  — tired  of  myself — long- 
ing for  what  I have  not  — I must 
go  to  town:  and  there  have  an 
interview  with  the  charmer  of  my 
soul : for  desperate  diseases  must 
have  desperate  remedies;  and  I 
only  wait  to  know  my  doom  from 
Miss  Howe;  and  then,  if  it  be 
rejection,  I will  try  my  fate , and 
receive  my  sentence  at  her  feet.  — 
But  I will  apprise  thee  of  it  before- 
hand, as  1 told  thee,  that  thou 
may’st  keep  thy  parole  with  the 
lady  in  the  best  manner  thou 
canst. 

LETTER  XI. 

Mias  Howe  to  Miss  Clarissa  Hariowe. 

[/»  answer  to  hers  of  July  27,  No.  vii.  viii-J 
Friday  night,  July  28. 

I will  now,  my  dearest  friend, 
write  to  you  all  my  mind , without 
reserve , on  your  resolution  not  to 
have  this  vilest  of  men.  You  gave 
me,  in  yours  of  Sunday  the  23d, 
reasons  so  worthy  of  the  pure 
mind  of  my  Clarissa,  in  support 
of  this  your  resolution,  that  no- 
thing but  self-love,  lest  I should 
lose  my  ever-amiable  friend,  could 
have  prevailed  upon  me  to  wish 
you  to  alter  it.  Indeed , I thought 
it  was  impossible  there  could  be 
(however  desirable)  so  noble  an  in- 
stance given  by  any  of  our  sex , of 
a passion  conquered,  when  there 
were  so  many  inducements  to  give 
way  to  it.  And  therefore  I was 
willing  to  urge  you  once  more  to 
overcome  your  just  indignation, 
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and  to  be  prevailed  upon  by  the 
solicitations  of  his  friends , before 
you  carried  your  resentments  to 
so  great  a height,  that  it  would 
be  more  difficult  for  you , and  less 
to  your  honour,  to  comply,  than 
if  you  had  complied  at  first. 

But  now,  my  dear,  that  I see 
you  fixed  in  your  noble  resolution: 
and  that  it  is  impossible  for  your 
pure  mind  to  join  itself  with  that 
of  so  perjured  a miscreant;  I con- 
gratulate you  most  heartily  upon 
it!  and  beg  your  pardon  for  but 
seeming  to  doubt , that  theory  and 
practice  were  not  the  same  thing 
with  my  beloved  Clarissa. 

I have  only  one  thing  that  sad- 
dens my  heart  on  this  occasion; 
and  that  is  the  bad  state  of  health 
Mr.  Hickman  (unwillingly)  owns 
you  are  in.  Hitherto  you  have 
well  observed  the  doctrine  you  al- 
ways laid  down  to  me.  That  a 
censured  person  should  first  seek 
to  be  justified  to  herself , and  give 
but  a second  place  to  the  world’s 
opinion  of  her;  and,  in  all  cases 
where  the  two  could  not  be  recon- 
ciled, have  preferred  the  first  to 
the  last;  ^.nd  are,  of  consequence, 
well  justified  to  your  own  heart  as 
well  as  to  your  Anna  Howe.  Let 
me  therefore  beseech  you  to  en- 
deavour, by  all  possible  means, 
to  recover  your  health  and  spirits: 
and  this,  as  what,  if  it  can  be 
effected , will  crown  the  work, 
and  shew  the  world,  that  you  were 
indeed  got  above  the  base  wretch ; 
and,  though  put  out  of  your 
course  for  a little  while,  could  re- 
sume it  again , and  go  on  blessing 
all  within  your  knowledge,  as 
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well  by  your  example , as  by  your 
precepts. 

For  heaven’s  sake,  then,  for 
the  world’s  sake,  for  the  honour 
of  our  sex , and  for  my  sake , once 
more  I beseech  you,  try  to  over- 
come this  shock:  and  if  you  can 
overcome  it,  I shall  then  be  as 
happy  as  I wish  to  be;  fori  can- 
not, indeed  1 cannot,  think  of 
parting  with  you,  for  many,  many 
years  to  come. 

The  reasons  you  give  for  dis- 
couraging my  wishes  to  have  you 
near  us,  are  so  convincing,  that 
I ought  at  present  to  acquiesce  in 
them;  but,  my  dear,  when  your 
mind  is  fully  settled , as  (now  you 
are  so  absolutely  determined  in  it, 
with  regard  to  this  wretch)  I hope 
it  will  soon  be,  I shall  expect  you 
with  us , or  near  us : and  then  you 
shall  chalk  out  every  path  that  I 
will  set  my  foot  in;  nor  will  I turn 
aside  either  to  the  right  hand  or 
to  the  left. 

You  wish  I had  not  mediated 
for  you  to  your  friends.  I wish  so 
too;  because  my  mediation  was 
ineffectual;  because  it  may  give 
new  ground  for  the  malice  of  some 
of  them  to  work  upon;  and  be- 
cause you  are  angry  with  me  for 
doing  so.  But  how,  as  I said  in 
my  former,  could  I sit  down  in 
quiet  when  I knew  how  uneasy 
their  implacableness  made  you? 
— But  I will  tear  myself  from  the 
subject;  for  I see  I shall  be  warm 
again  — and  displease  you  — and 
there  is  not  one  thing  in  the  world 
that  I would  do,  however  agree- 
able to  myself,  if  I thought  it 
would  disoblige  you;  nor  any  one 
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that  I would  omit  to  do , if  I knew 
it  would  give  you  pleasure.  And 
indeed,  my  dear  half-severe  friend, 
I will  try  if  I cannot  avoid  the  fault 
as  willingly  as  I would  the  rebuke. 

For  this  reason,  I forbear  say- 
ing anything  on  so  nice  a subject 
as  your  letter  to  your  sister.  It 
must  be  right,  because  you  think 
it  so  — and  if  it  be  taken  as  it 
ought,  that  will  shew  you  that  it 
is.  But  if  it  begets  insults  and  re- 
vilings , as  it  is  but  too  likely  — 
I find  you  don’t  intend  to  let  me 
know  it. 

You  were  always  so  ready  to 
accuse  yourself  for  other  people's 
faults,  and  to  suspect  your  own 
conduct,  rather  than  the  judg- 
ment of  your  relations,  that  I 
have  often  told  you,  I cannot 
imitate  you  in  this.  It  is  not  a 
necessary  point  of  belief  with  me, 
that  all  people  in  years  are  there- 
fore wise;  or  that  all  young  people 
are  therefore  rash  and  headstrong : 
it  may  be  generally  the  case,  as 
far  as  I know : and  possibly  it  may 
be  so  in  the  case  of  my  mother  and 
her  girl : but  I will  venture  to  say, 
that  it  has  not  yet  appeared  to  be 
so  between  the  principals  of  Har- 
lowe  Place,  and  their  second 
daughter. 

You  are  for  excusing  them 
beforehand  for  their  expected 
cruelty,  as  not  knowing  what  you 
have  suffered,  nor  how  ill  you  are: 
they  have  heard  of  the  former,  and 
are  not  sorry  for  it : of  the  latter, 
they  have  been  told , and  / have 
most  reason  to  know  how  they 
have  taken  it  — but  I shall  be  far 
from  avoiding  the  fault , and  as 


surely  shall  incur  the  rebuke , if  I 
say  any  more  upon  this  subject.  I 
will  therefore  only  add  at  present, 
that  your  reasonings  in  their  be- 
half shew  you  to  be  all  excellence: 
their  returns  to  you,  that  they  are 
all  — do,  my  dear,  let  me  end  with 
a little  bit  of  spiteful  justice — but 
you  won’t,  I know  — so  I have 
done,  quite  done,  however  re- 
luctantly: yet  if  you  think  of  the 
word  I would  have  said,  don’t 
doubt  the  justice  of  it,  and  fill  up 
the  blank  with  it. 

You  intimate,  that  were  I 
actually  married,  and  Mr.  Hick- 
man to  desire  it,  you  would  think 
of  obliging  me  with  a visit  on  the 
occasion ; and  that  perhaps  when 
with  me,  it  would  be  difficult  for 
you  to  remove  far  from  me. 

Lord,  my  dear,  what  a stress  do 
you  seem  to  lay  upon  Mr.  Hick- 
man’s desiring  it!  — To  be  sure  he 
does,  and  would  of  all  things  de- 
sire to  have  you  near  us,  and  with 
us,  if  we  might  be  so  favoured  — 
policy,  as  well  as  veneration  for 
you,  would  undoubtedly  make  the 
man,  if  not  a fool,  desire  this.  But 
let  me  tell  you,  that  if  Mr.  Hick- 
man, after  marriage,  should  pre- 
tend to  dispute  with  me  my  friend- 
ships, as  1 hope  I am  not  quite  a 
fool,  I should  let  him  know  how 
far  his  own  quiet  was  concerned  in 
such  an  impertinence;  especially 
if  they  were  such  friendships  as 
were  contracted  before  I knew  him. 

I know  I always  differed  from 
you  on  this  subject : for  you  think 
more  highly  of  a husband's  prero- 
gative, than  most  people  do  of  the 
royal  one.  These  notions,  my 


CLARISSA  HARLOWE. 


41 


dear,  from  a person  of  your  sense 
and  judgment,  are  no  way  advan- 
tageous to  us;  inasmuch  as  they 
justify  that  assuming  sex  in  their 
insolence;  when  hardly  one  out 
of  ten  of  them,  their  opportuni- 
ties considered,  deserves  any  pre- 
rogative at  all.  Look  through  all 
the  families  we  know;  and  we 
shall  not  find  one-third  of  them 
have  half  the  sense  of  their  wives. 
And  yet  these  are  to  be  vested 
with  prerogatives ! And  a woman 
of  twice  their  sense  has  nothing  to 
do  but  hear,  tremble,  and  obey 

— and  for  conscience- sake  too,  I 
warrant! 

But  Mr.  Hickman  and  I may 
perhaps  have  a little  discourse 
upon  these  sort  of  subjects,  before 
I suffer  him  to  talk  of  the  day : 
and  then  I shall  let  him  know 
what  he  has  to  trust  to ; as  he  will 
me,  if  he  be  a sincere  man,  what 
he  pretends  to  expect  from  me. 
But  let  me  tell  you,  my  dear,  that 
it  is  more  in  your  power,  than  per- 
haps you  think  it,  to  hasten  the 
day  so  much  pressed  for  by  my  mo- 
ther, as  well  as  wished  for  by  you 

— for  the  very  day  that  you  can 
assure  me  that  you  are  in  a toler- 
able state  of  health,  and  have  dis- 
charged your  doctor  and  apothe- 
cary, at  their  own  motions,  on 
that  account  — some  day  in  a 
month  from  that  desirable  news, 
shall  be  it.  So  my  dear,  make 
haste  and  be  well,  and  then  this 
matter  will  be  brought  to  effect  in 
a manner  more  agreeable  to  your 
Anna  Howe  than  it  otherwise  ever 
can. 

I send  this  day,  by  a particular , 


hand,  to  the  Miss  Montagues,  your 
letter  of  just  reprobation  of  the 
greatest  profligate  in  the  king- 
dom ; and  hope  I shall  not  have 
done  amiss  that  I transcribe  some 
of  the  paragraphs  of  your  letter  of 
the  23d,  and  send  them  with  it, 
as  you  at  first  intended  should  be 
done. 

You  are,  it  seems  (and  that  too 
much  for  your  health)  employed 
in  writing:  I hope  it  is  in  penning 
down  the  particulars  of  your  tra- 
gical story.  And  my  mother  has 
put  me  in  mind  to  press  you  to  it, 
with  a view,  that  one  day,  if  it 
might  be  published  under  feigned 
names,  it  would  be  of  as  much  use 
as  honour  to  the  sex.  My  mother 
says,  she  cannot  help  admiring 
you  for  the  propriety  of  your  re- 
sentment in  your  refusal  of  the 
wretch;  and  she  would  be  ex- 
tremely glad  to  have  her  advice 
of  penning  your  sad  story  com- 
plied with.  And  then,  she  says, 
your  noble  conduct  throughout 
your  trials  and  calamities  will 
afford  not  only  a shining  example 
to  our  sex,  but  at  the  same  time 
(those  calamities  befalling  such 
a person)  a fearful  warning  to 
the  inconsiderate  young  creatures 
of  it. 

On  Monday  we  shall  set  out  on 
our  journey;  and  I hope  to  be 
back  in  a fortnight,  and  on  my 
return  will  have  one  pull  more 
with  my  mother  for  a London 
journey:  and,  if  the  pretence  must 
be  the  buying  of  clothes,  the  _pri»- 
‘ cipal  motive  will  be  that  of  seeing 
once  more  my  dear  friend,  while  l 
;cau  say,  I have  not  finally  given 
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consent  to  the  change  of  a visitor 
into  a relation,  -and  so  can  call 
myself  my  own,  as  well  as 
Your 

Anna  Howe. 

LETTER  Xn. 

Miss  Howe  to  the  two  Miss  Montagues. 

% 

dear  ladies,  Sat.  July  29. 

I have  not  been  wanting  to  use 
all  my  interest  with  my  beloved 
friend,  to  induce  her  to  forgive 
and  be  reconciled  to  your  cousin 
(though  he  has  so  ill  deserved  it); 
and  have  even  repeated  my  earnest 
advice  to  her  on  this  head.  This 
repetition,  and  the  waiting  for  her 
answer,  having  taken  up  time, 
hake  been  the  cause  that  I could 
not  sooner  do  myself  the  honour 
of  writing  to  you  on  this  subject. 

You  will  see  by  the  inclosed,  her 
immoveable  resolution,  grounded 
on  noble  and  high-souled  motives, 
which  I cannot  but  regret  and  ap- 
plaud at  the  same  time:  applaud , 
for  the  justice  of  her  determina- 
tion, which  will  confirm  all  your 
worthy  house  in  the  opinion  you 
had  conceived  of  her  unequalled 
merit;  and  regret,  because  I have 
but  too  much  reason  to  appre- 
hend, as  well  by  that,  as  by  the 
report  of  a gentleman  just  come 
from  her,  that  she  is  in  such  a de- 
clining way  as  to  her  health,  that 
her  thoughts  are  very  differently 
employed  than  on  a continuance 
here. 

The  inclosed  letter  she  thought 
fit  to  send  to  me  unsealed,  that 
after  I had  perused  it,  I might  for- 
ward it  to  you ; and  this  is  the  rea- 


son it  is  superscribed  by  myself, 
and  sealed  with  my  seal.  It  is 
very  full  and  peremptory ; but  as 
she  had  been  pleased,  in  a letter 
to  me,  dated  the  23d  instant  (as 
soon  as  she  could  hold  a pen)  to 
give  me  more  ample  reasons  why 
she  could  not  comply  with  your 
pressing  requests,  as  well  as  mine, 
1 will  transcribe  some  of  the  pas- 
sages in  that  letter,  which  will 
give  one  of  the  wickedest  men  in 
the  world  (if  he  sees  them)  reason 
to  think  himself  one  of  the  most 
unhappy,  in  the  loss  of  so  incom- 
parable a wife  as  he  might  have 
gloried  in,  had  he  not  been  so  su- 
perlatively wicked.  These  are  the 
passages : 

[.See  for  these  passages , Miss  Har- 

lowe's  Letter , No.  cxxxiv.  of  Vol. 

III.  dated  July  23,  marked  with 

turned  commas,  lAus“] 

And  now,  ladies,  you  have  be- 
fore you  my  beloved  friend’s  rea- 
sons for  her  refusal  of  a man  un- 
worthy of  the  relation  he  bears  to 
so  many  excellent  persons : and  I 
will  add  (for  I cannot  help  it), 
that  the  merit  and  rank  of  the 
person  considered,  and  the  vile 
manner  of  his  proceedings,  there 
never  was  a greater  villainy  com- 
mitted: and  since  she  thinks  her 
first  and  only  fault  cannot  be 
expiated  but  by  death,  I pray  to 
God  daily , and  will  hourly  from  the 
moment  1 shall  hear  of  that  sad 
catastrophe,  that  he  will  be 
pleased  to  make  him  the  subject 
of  his  vengeance,  in  some  such 
way,  as  that  all  who  know  of 
his  perfideous  crime,  may  see  the 
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band  of  heaven  in  the  punishment 
of  it! 

You  will  forgive  me,  ladies:  I 
love  not  mine  own  soul  better 
than  I do  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe. 
And  the  distresses  she  has  gone 
through ; the  persecution  she  suf- 
fers from  all  her  friends ; the  curse 
she  lies  under  for  his  sake,  from 
her  implacable  father;  her  re- 
duced health  and  circumstances, 
from  high  health  and  affluence; 
and  that  execrable  arrest  and  con- 
finement, which  have  deepened 
all  her  other  calamities  (and 
which  must  be  laid  at  his  door,  as 
it  was  the  act  of  his  vile  agents, 
that  whether  from  his  immediate 
orders  or  not,  naturally  flowed 
from  his  preceding  baseness) : the 
sex  dishonoured  in  the  eye  of  the 
world,  in  the  person  of  one  of  the 
greatest  ornaments  of  it;  the  un- 
manly methods,  whatever  they 
were  (for  I know  not  all  as  yet)  by 
which  he  compassed  her  ruin  — 
all  these  considerations  join  to 
j ustify  my  warmth,  and  my  execra- 
tions of  a man  whom  I think  ex- 
cluded by  his  crimes  from  the  be- 
nefit even  of  Christian  forgiveness 
— and  were  you  to  see  all  she 
writes,  and  to  know  the  admirable 
talents  she  is  mistress  of,  you 
yourselves  would  join  with  me  to 
admire  her,  and  execrate  him. 

Believe  me  to  be,  with  a high 
sense  of  your  merits , 

Dear  ladies, 

Your  most  obedient  humble 
servant, 

Anna  Howe. 


LETTER  XIII. 

Mrs.  Norton  to  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe. 

Friday,  July  28. 

MY  DEAREST  YOUNG  LADY, 

I have  the  consolation  to  tell 
you,  that  my  son  is  once  again  in 
an  hopeful  way,  as  to  his  health. 
He  desires  his  duty  to  you.  He  is 
very  low  and  weak,  and  so  am  I. 
But  this  is  the  first  time  that  I 
have  been  able,  for  several  days 
past,  to  sit  up  to  write,  or  I would 
not  have  been  so  long  silent. 

Your  letter  to  your  sister  is  re- 
ceived and  answered.  You  have 
the  answer  by  this  time,  I suppose. 
1 wish  it  may  be  to  your  satisfac- 
tion ; but  am  afraid  it  will  not ; for, 
by  Betty  Barnes,  I find  they  were 
in  a great  ferment  on  receiving 
yours,  and  much  divided  whether 
it  should  be  answered  or  not. 
They  will  not  yet  believe  that  you 
are  so  ill,  as  (to  my  infinite  con- 
cern) I find  you  are.  What  passed 
between  Miss  Harlowe  and  Miss 
Howe,  has  been,  as  I feared  it 
would  be,  an  aggravation. 

1 shewed  Betty  two  or  three 
passages  in  your  letter  to  me ; and 
she  seemed  moved,  and  said,  she 
would  report  them  favourably, 
and  would  procure  me  a visit  from 
Miss  Harlowe,  if  I would  promise 
to  shew  the  same  to  her.  But  I 
have  heard  no  more  of  that. 

Methinks,I  am  sorry  you  refuse 
the  wicked  man:  But  doubt  not, 
nevertheless,  that  your  motives 
for  doing  so  are  more  commend- 
able than  my  wishes  that  you 
would  not.  But  as  you  would  be 
resolved,  as  I may  say,  on  life,  if 
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you  gave  way  to  such  a thought ; 
and  as  I have  so  much  interest  in 
your  recovery;  I cannot  forbear 
shewing  this  regard  to  myself, 
and  to  ask  you , if  you  cannot  get 
over  your  just  resentment?  — 
But  I dare  say  no  more  on  this 
subject. 

What  a dreadful  thing  indeed 
was  it  for  my  dearest  tender  young 
lady  to  be  arrested  in  the  streets 
of  London!  — How  does  my  heart 
go  over  again  for  you,  what  yours 
must  have  suffered  at  that  time ! 
— Yet  this,  to  such  a mind  as 
yours,  must  be  light,  compared 
to  what  you  had  suffered  before. 

0 my  dearest  Miss  Clary,  how 
shall  we  know  what  to  pray  for, 
when  we  pray,  but  that  God’s  will 
may  be  done , and  that  we  may  be 
resigned  to  it!  — When  at  nine 
years  old,  and  afterwards  at 
eleven,  you  had  a dangerous  fever, 
how  incessantly  did  we  all  grieve, 
and  pray,  and  put  up  our  vows  to 
the  throne  of  grace  for  your  re- 
covery! — For  all  our  lives  were 
bound  up  in  your  life  — yet  now , 
my  dear,  as  it  has  proved  (espe- 
cially if  we  are  soon  to  lose  you) 
what  a much  more  desirable  event, 
both  for  you  and  for  us,  would 
it  have  been,  had  we  then  lost 
you. 

A sad  thing  to  say ! but  as  it  is 
in  pure  love  to  you  that  I say  it, 
and  in  full  conviction  that  we  are 
not  always  fit  to  be  our  own 
choosers,  I hope  it  may  be  ex- 
cusable: and  the  rather,  as  the 
same  reflection  will  naturally  lead 
both  you  and  me  to  acquiesce 
uuder  the  present  dispensation: 


j since  we  are  assured,  that  nothing 
happens  by  chance ; and  that  the 
greatest  good  may',  for  ought 
we  know,  be  produced  from  the 
heaviest  evils. 

I am  glad  you  are  with  such 
honest  people:  and  that  you  have 
all  your  effects  restored.  How 
dreadfully  have  you  been  used, 
that  one  should  be  glad  of  such 
a poor  piece  of  justice  as  that! 

Your  talent  at  moving  the  pas- 
sions is  always  hinted  at,  and  this 
Betty  of  your  sister’s  never  comes 
near  me,  that  she  is  not  full  of  it. 
But,  as  you  say,  whom  has  it 
moved  that  you  wished  to  move? 
Yet,  were  it  not  for  this  unhappy 
notion,  I am  sure  your  mother 
would  relent.  Forgive  me,  my 
dear  Miss  Clary;  for  I must  try 
one  way  to  be  convinced  if  my  | 
opinion  be  not  just.  But  I will  not 
tell  you  what  that  is,  unless  it 
succeeds.  I will  try,  in  pure  duty 
and  love  to  them,  as  well  as  to 
you. 

May  heaven  be  ^your  support  in 
all  your  trials,  is  the  constant 
prayer,  my  dearest  young  lady,  of 
Your  ever  affectionate  friend 
and  servant, 

Judith  Nobton. 

LETTER  XIV. 

Mrs.  Norton  to  Mrs.  Harlowe. 

honoured  madam,  Friday,  28  July. 

Being  forbidden  (without  leave) 
to  send  you  any  thing  I might 
happen  to  receive  from  my  be- 
loved Miss  Clary,  and  so  ill , that 
I cannot  attend  to  ask  your  leave, 

1 give  you  this  trouble,  to  let  you 
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know,  that  I have  received  a letter 
from  her;  which , I think  I should 
hereafter  be  held  inexcusable , as 
things  may  happen,  if  I did  not 
desire  permission  to  communicate 
to  you,  and  that  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible. 

Applications  have  been  made 
to  the  dear  young  lady  from  Lord 
M.,  from  the  two  ladies  his  sisters, 
and  from  both  his  nieces,  and  from 
the  wicked  man  himself,  to  for- 
give and  marry  him.  This,  in 
noble  indignation  for  the  usage! 
she  has  received  from  him,  she 
has  absolutely  refused.  And  per- 
haps, madam,  if  you  and  the 
honoured  family  should  be  of 
opinion,  that  to  comply  with  their 
wishes  is  now  the  properest  mea- 
sure that  can  be  taken,  the  cir- 
cumstances of  things  may  require 
your  authority  or  advice  to  in- 
duce her  to  change  her  mind. 

I have  reason  to  believe,  that 
one  motive  for  her  refusal , is  her 
full  conviction  that  she  shall  not 
long  be  a trouble  to  anybody:  and 
so  she  would  not  give  a husband  a 
right  to  interfere  with  her  family, 
in  relation  to  the  estate  her  grand- 
father devised  to  her.  But  of  this, 
however,  I have  not  the  least  in- 
timation from  her.  Nor  would  she, 

I dare  say,  mention  it,  as  a reason, 
having  still  stronger  reasons,  from 
his  vile  treatment  of  her,  to  refuse 
him. 

The  letter  I have  received  will 
shew  how  truly  penitent  the  dear 
creature  is:  and  if  I have  your 
permission,  I will  send  it  sealed  up, 
with  a copy  of  mine,  to  which  it  is , 
an  answer.  But  as  I resolve  upon  | 


'this  step  without  her  knowledge 
(and  indeed  I do)  I will  not  ac- 
quaint her  with  it,  unless  it  be 
attended  with  desirable  effects: 
because , otherwise,  besides  mak- 
ing me  incur  her  displeasure,  it 
might  quite  break  her  already 
half-broken  heart.  I am , 

Honoured  Madam , 

Your  dutiful  and  ever-obliged 
Servant, 

Judith  Norton. 

LETTER  XV. 

Mrs.  Harlowe  to  Mrs.  Judith  Norton. 

Sunday,  July  30. 

We  all  know  your  virtuous  pru- 
dence, worthy  woman:  we  all  do. 
But  your  partiality  to  this  your 
rash  favourite  is  likewise  known. 
And  we  are  no  less  acquainted 
with  the  tmhappy  girl’s  power  of 
painting  her  distresses  so  as  to 
pierce  a stone. 

Every  one  is  of  opinion,  that 
the  dear  naughty  creature  is  work- 
ing about  to  be  forgiven  and  re- 
ceived; and  for  this  reason  it  is, 
that  Betty  has  been  forbidden  [not 
by  me,  you  may  be  sure!]  to  men- 
tion any  more  of  her  letters;  for 
she  did  speak  to  my  Bella  of  some 
moving  passages  you  read  to  her. 

This  will  convince  you,  that 
nothing  will  be  heard  in  her  favour. 
To  what  purpose  then  ’should  I 
mention  any  thing  about  her?  — 
But  you  may  be  sure  that  I will , if 
I can  have  but  one  second.  How- 
ever, that  is  not  at  all  likely,  until 
we  see  what  the  consequences  of 
her  crime  may  be:  and  who  can 
tell  that?  — She  may  — how  can 
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I speak  it,  and  my  once  darling  You  say  her  heart  is  half- 
daughter unmarried ! — She  may  broken:  is  it  to  be  wondered  at? 
be  with  child!  — This  would  per-  Was  not  her  sincommitted  equally 
petuate  her  stain.  Her  brother  against  warning,  and  the  light  of 
may  come  to  some  harm;  which  her  own  knowledge? 

God  forbid!  — One  child’s  ruin,  1 That  he  would  now  marry  her, 
hope , will  not  be  followed  by  an-  or  that  she  would  refuse  him , if 
other’s  murder.  she  believed  him  in  earnest,  as  she 

As  to  her  grief  and  her  present  has  circumstanced  herself,  is  not 
misery,  whatever  it  be,  she  must  at  all  probable;  and  were  I in- 
bear with  it;  and  it  must  be  short  dined  to  believe  it,  nobody  else 
of  what  I hourly  bear  for  her!  In-  here  would.  He  values  not  his 
deed  I am  afraid  nothing  but  her  relations;  and  would  deceive  them 
being  at  the  last  extremity  of  all.  as  soon  as  any  others:  his  aversion 
will  make  her  father,  and  her  to  marriage  he  has  always  openly 
uncles,  and  her  other  friends,  for-  declared:  and  still  occasionally 
give  her.  declares  it.  But  if  he  be  now  in 

The  easy  pardon  perverse  chil-  earnest:  which  every  one  who 
dren  meet  with,  when  they  have  knows  him  must  doubt:  which  do 
done  the  rashest  and  most  rebel-  you  think  (hating  us,  too,  as  he 
lious  thing  they  can  do,  is  the  professes  to  hate  and  despise  us 
reason  (as  is  pleaded  to  us  every  all)  would  be  most  eligible  here: 
day)  that  so  many  follow  their  ex-  to  hear  of  her  death,  or  of  her  mar- 
ample.  They  depend  upon  the  in-  riage  with  such  a vile  man? 
dulgent  weakness  of  their  parents’  To  all  of  us,  yet,  I cannot  say! 

tempers,  and,  in  that  dependence,  For,  oh!  my  good  Mrs.  Norton, 
harden  their  own  hearts:  and  a you  know  what  a mother’s  tender- 
little  humiliation,  when  they  have  ness  for  the  child  of  her  heart 
brought  themselves  into  the  fore-  would  make  her  choose , notwith- 
told  misery,  is  to  be  a sufficient  standing  all  that  child’s  faults, 
atonement  for  the  greatest  per-  rather  than  lose  her  for  ever, 
verseness.  But  I must  sail  with  the  tide: 

But  for  such  a child  as  this  (7  my  own  judgment  also  joining 
mention  what  others  hourly  say , but  with  the  general  resentment;  or  1 
what  I most  sorrowfully  subscribe  should  make  the  unhappiness  of 
to)  to  lay  plots  and  stratagems  to  the  more  worthy  still  greater  [my 
deceive  her  parents,  as  well  as  dear  Mr.  II arlowe’s  particularly] ; 
herself;  and  to  run  away  with  a which  is  already  more  than  enough 
libertine:  can  there  be  any  atone-  to  make  them  unhappy  for  the 
ment  for  her  crime!  And  is  she  remainder  of  their  days.  This  I 
not  answerable  to  God,  to  us,  to  know:  if  I were  to  oppose  the 
you,  and  to  all  the  world  who  knew  rest,  our  son  would  fly  out  to  find 
her,  for  the  abuse  of  such  talents  this  libertine;  and  who  could  tell 
as  she  has  abused?  Iwhat  would  be  the  issue  of  that, 
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with  such  a man  of  violence  and 
blood  as  that  Lovelace  is  known 
to  be? 

All  I can  expect  to  prevail  for 
her,  is,  that  in  a week,  or  so,  Mr. 
Brand  may  be  sent  up  to  inquire 
privately  about  her  present  state, 
and  way  of  life,  and  to  see  she  is 
not  altogether  destitute:  for  no- 
thing she  writes  herself  will  be  re- 
garded. 

Her  father  indeed  has,  at  her 
earnest  request,  withdrawn  the 
curse;  which,  in  a passion,  he  laid 
upon  her,  at  her  first  wicked  flight 
from  us.  But  Miss  Howe  [it  is  a 
sad  thing,  Mrs.  Norton , to  suffer  so 
many  ways  at  oncej  had  made  mat- 
ters so  difficult  by  her  undue 
liberties  with  us  all , as  well  by 
speech  in  all  companies,  as  by 
letters  written  to  my  Bella,  that 
we  could  hardly  prevail  upon  him 
to  hear  her  letter  read. 

These  liberties  of  Miss  Howe 
with  us;  the  general  cry  against 
us  abroad,  wherever  we  are  spoken 
of;  and  the  visible,  and  not  seldom 
audible  cjkrespectfulness,  which 
high  and  vow  treat  us  with  to  our 
faces,  as  we  go  to  and  from  church, 
and  even  at  church  (for  no  where 
else  have  we  the  heart  to  go)  as  if 
none  of  us  had  been  regarded  but 
upon  her  account;  and  as  if  she 
were  innocent,  we  all  in  fault,  are 
constant  aggravations , you  must 
needs  think,  to  the  whole  family. 

She  has  made  my  lot  heavy,  I 
I am  sure,  that  was  far  from  being 
light  before!  — To  tell  you  truth, 
I am  enjoined  not  to  receive  any 
thing  of  hers,  from  any  hand,  with- 
out leave.  Should  I therefore  gra- 


tify my  yearnings  after  her,  so  far 
as  to  receive  privately  the  letter 
ou  mention,  what  would  the  case 
e,but  to  torment  myself,  without 
being  able  to  do  her  good  ? — and 
were  it  to  be  known  — Mr.  Mar- 
lowe is  so  passionate  — and  should 
it  throw  his  gout  into  his  stomach, 
as  her  rash  flight  did — indeed,  in- 
deed 1 am  very  unhappy ! — For, 
oh  my  good  woman,  she  is  my 
child  still!  — But  unless  it  were 
more  in  my  power  — yet  do  I long 
to  see  the  letter  — you  say  it  tells 
of  her  present  way  and  circum- 
stances. — The  poor  child,  who 
ought  to  be  in  possession  of  thou- 
sands! — And  will!  — For  her 
father  will  be  a faithful  steward 
for  her.  — But  it  must  be  in  his 
own  way,  and  at  his  own  time. 

And  is  she  really  ill?  — so  very 
ill?  — But  she  ought  to  sorrow.  — - 
She  has  given  a double  measure 
of  it. 

But  does  she  really  believe  she 
shall  not  long  trouble  us?  — But, 
0 mv  Norton:  — She  must,  she 
will,  long  trouble  us  — for  can  she 
think  her  death,  if  we  should  be 
deprived  of  her,  will  put  an  end 
to  our  afllictions?  — Can  it  be 
thought,  that  the  fall  of  such  a 
child  will  not  be  regretted  by  us  to 
the  last  hour  of  our  lives? 

But,  in  the  letter  you  have,  does 
she,  without  reserve,  express  her 
contrition?  Has  she  in  it  no  re- 
flecting hints?  Does  she  not  aim 
at  extenuations?  — If  I were  to 
see  it,  will  it  not  shock  me  so 
much,  that  my  apparent  grief  may 

expose  me  to  harshnesses? 

Can  it  be  contrived  — 
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But  to  what  purpose?  — Don’t 
send  it  — I charge  you,  don’t  — 
I dare  not  see  it  — 

Yet  — 

But,  alas!  — 

0 forgive  the  almost  distracted 
mother!  You  can. 

You  know  how  to  allow  for  all 
this.  — So  I will  let  it  go.  — I will 
not  write  over  again  this  part  of 
my  letter. 

But  I choose  not  to  know  more 
of  her,  than  is  communicated  to 
us  all  — no  more  than  I dare  own 
I have  seen  — and  what  some  of 
them  may  rather  communicate  to 
me,  than  receive  from  me:  and 
this  for  the  sake  of  my  outward 
quiet!  Although  my  inward  peace 
suffers  more  aud  more  by  the  com- 
pelled reserve. 

* * * 

1 was  forced  to  break  off.  But 
I will  now  try  to  conclude  my  long 
letter. 

I am  sorry  you  are  ill.  But  if 
you  were  well,  I could  not,  for 
your  own  sake,  wish  you  to  go  up, 
as  Betty  tells  us  you  long  to  do. 
If  you  went,  nothing  would  be 
minded  that  came  from  you.  As 
they  already  think  you  too  partial 
in  her  favour,  your going'up  would 
confirm  it,  and  do  yourself  preju- 
dice, and  her  no  good.  And  as 
every  body  values  you  here , I ad- 
vise you  not  to  interest  yourself 
too  warmly  in  her  favour,  espe- 
cially before  my  Bella’s  Betty , till 
I can  let  you  know  a proper  time. 
Yet  to  forbid  you  to  love  the  dear 
naughty  creature,  who  can?  0 
my  Norton ! you  must  love  her!  — 
And  so  must  I ! 


I send  you  five  guineas , to  help 
you  in  your  present  illness,  and 
your  son’s;  for  it  must  have  lain 
heavy  upon  you.  What  a sad, 
sad  thing,  my  dear  good  woman, 
that  all  your  pains,  and  all  my 
pains,  for  eighteen  or  nineteen 
years  together,  have,  in  so  few 
months,  been  rendered  thus  de- 
plorably vain!  Yet  I must  be  al- 
ways your  friend,  and  pity  you, 
for  the  very  reason  that  I myself 
deserve  every  one’s  pity. 

Perhaps  1 may  find  an  oppor- 
tunity to  pay  you  a visit,  as  in 
your  illness,  aud  then  may  weep 
over  the  letter  you  mention , with 
you.  But  for  the  future,  write 
nothing  to  me  about  the  poor  girl, 
that  you  think  may  not  be  com- 
municated to  us  all. 

And  I charge  you , as  you  value 
my  friendship,  as  you  wish  my 
peace,  not  to  say  any  thing  of  a 
letter  you  have  from  me , either  to 
the  naughty  one,  or  to  any  body 
else.  It  was  some  little  relief  (the 
occasion  given)  to  write  to  you, 
who  must,  in  so  particular  a man- 
ner, share  my  affliction.  A mother, 
Mrs.  ;Norton,  cannot  forget  her 
child,  though  that  child  could 
abandon  her  mother;  and,  in  so 
doing,  run  away  with  all  her  mo- 
ther’s comforts ! — As  I can  truly 
say,  is  the  case  of 

Your  unhappy  Friend, 

Charlotte  Harlowe. 
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LETTER  XVI. 

Miss  Cl.  Ilarlowe  to  Mrs,  Judith  Norton. 

Saturday,  July  29. 

I congratulate  you,  my  dear 
Mrs.  Norton,  with  all  my  heart,  on 
your  son’s  recovery ; which  I pray 
to  G-od,  with  your  own  health,  to 
perfect. 

I write  in  some  hurry,  being  ap- 
prehensive of  the  consequence  of 
the  hints  you  give  of  some  method 
you  purpose  to  try  in  my  favour 
[with  my  relations,  I presume  you 
mean]:  but  you  will  not  tell  me 
what,  you  say,  if  it  prove  unsuc- 
cessful. 

Now  I must  beg  of  you,  that  you 
will  not  take  any  step  in  my  favour, 
with  which  you  do  not  first  ac- 
quaint me. 

I have  but  one  request  to  make 
to  them,  besides  what  is  contained 
in  my  letter  to  my  sister;  and  I 
would  not,  methinks,  for  the  sake 
of  their  own  future  peace  of  mind, 
that  they  should  be  teazed  so , by 
your  well-meant  kindness,  and 
that  of  Miss  Howe , as  to  be  put 
upon  denying  me  that.  And  why 
should  more  be  asked  for  me  than 
I can  partake  of?  more  than  is 
absolutely  necessary  for  my  own 
peace? 

You  suppose  I should  have  my 
sister’s  answer  to  my  letter,  by  the 
time  yours  reached  my  hand.  I 
have  it : and  a severe  one , a very 
severe  one,  it  is.  Yet,  considering 
my  fault , in  their  eyes , and  the 
provocations  I am  to  suppose  they 
so  newly  had  from  my  dear  Miss 
Howe,  I am  to  look  upon  it  as  a 
favour  that  it  was  answered  at  all, 

Clarissa.  IV. 


I will  send  you  a copy  of  it  soon : 
as  also  of  mine,  to  which  it  is  an 
answer. 

I have  reason  to  be  very  thank- 
ful, that  my  father  has  withdrawn 
that  heavy  malediction , which  af- 
fected me  so  much  — a parent’s 
curse,  my  dear  Mrs.  Norton!  What 
child  could  die  in  peace  under  a 
parent’s  curse!  so  literally  ful- 
filled too  as  this  has  been  in  what 
relates  to  this  life. 

My  heart  is  too  full  to  touch 
upon  the  particulars  of  my  sister's 
letter.  I can  make  but  one  atone- 
ment for  my  fault.  May  that  be 
accepted!  And  may  it  soon  be 
forgotten,  by  every  dear  relation, 
that  there  was  such  an  unhappy 
daughter,  sister,  or  niece,  as 
Clarissa  Harlowe. 

My  cousin  Morden  was  one  of 
those,  who  was  so  earnest  in 
prayers  for  my  recovery , at  nine 
and  eleven  years  of  age,  as  you 
mention.  My  sister  thinks  he  will 
be  one  of  those,  who  will  wish  I 
never  had  had  a being.  But  pray, 
when  he  does  come , let  me  hear  of 
it  with  the  first. 

You  think,  that  were  it  not  for 
that  unhappy  notion  of  my  moving 
talent,  my  mother  would  relent. 
What  would  I give  to  see  her  once 
more,  and,  although  unknown  to 
her,  to  kiss  but  the  hem  of  her 
garment. 

Could  I have  thought , that  the 
: last  time  I saw  her  would  have  been 
the  last , with  what  difficulty  should 
I have  been  torn  from  her  embra- 
ced feet!  — And  when,  screened 
behind  the  yew- hedge , on  the  5th 
4 


Digitized  by  Google 


50 


THE  HISTORY  OF 


of  April  last*,  I saw  my  father, 
and  my  uncle  Antony,  and  my 
brother  and  sister,  how  little  did 
I think,  that  that  would  be  the 
last  time  I should  ever  see  them ; 
and , in  so  short  a space , that  so 
many  dreadful  evils  would  befal 
me! 

But  I can  write  nothing  but 
what  must  give  you  trouble.  I 
will  therefore,  after  repeating  my 
desire  that  you  will  not  intercede 
for  me  but  with  my  previous  con- 
sent, conclude  with  the  assurance, 
that  I am,  and  ever  will  be, 

Your  most  affectionate 
and  dutiful, 

Clabissa  Harlowe. 

LETTER  XVII. 

MU*  Arab.  Harlowe  to  Miss  Cl.  Harlowe. 

[In  answer  to  hers  of  Friday,  July  %i , 
letter  11.] 

Thursday,  July  27. 

0 MY  0HHAPPT  LOST  SISTER! 

What  a miserable  hand  have 
you  made  of  your  romantic  and 
giddy  expedition ! — I pity  you  at 
my  heart. 

You  may  well  grieve  and  re- 
pent! — Lovelace  has  left  you ! — 
fn  what  way  or  circumstances,  you 
know  best. 

1 wish  your  conduct  had  made 
your  case  more  pitiable.  But  ’tis 
your  own  seeking! 

God  help  you ! — For  you  have 
not  a friend  will  look  upon  you ! — 
Poor,  wicked,  undone  creature! — 
Fallen,  as  you  are,  against  warn- 
ing, against  expostulation,  against 
duty ! 

* See  Vol.  I.  p.  368. 


But  it  signifies  nothing  to  re- 
proach you.  I weep  over  you. 

My  poor  mother!  — Your  rash- 
ness and  folly  have  made /ter  more 
miserable  than  you  can  be.  — Yet 
she  has  besought  my  father  to 
grant  your  request. 

My  uncles  joined  with  her;  for 
they  thought  there  was  a little 
more  modesty  in  your  letter  than 
in  the  letters  of  your  pert  ad- 
vocate : and  my  father  is  pleased 
to  give  me  leave  to  write;  but 
only  these  words  for  Mm , and  no 
more:  ‘That  he  withdraws  the 
curse  he  laid  upon  you,  at  the  first 
hearing  of  your  wicked  flight , so 
far  as  it  is  in  his  power  to  do  it, 
and  hopes  that  your  present 
punishment  may  be  all  that  you 
will  meet  with.  For  the  rest,  he 
will  never  own  you,  nor  forgive 
you;  and  grieves  he  has  such  a 
daughter  in  the  world.’ 

All  this,  and  more,  you  have 
deserved  from  him,  and  from  all 
ofws;  but  what  have  you  done  to 
this  abandoned  libertine,  to  de- 
serve what  you  have  met  with  at 
Ms  hands  ? — I fear,  1 fear,  sister ! 
— But  no  more ! — A blessed  four 
months’  work  have  you  made 
of  it! 

• My  brother  is  now  at  Edinburgh, 
sent  thither  by  my  father  [though 
he  knows  not  this  to  be  the  mo- 
tive] that  he  may  not  meet  your 
triumphant  deluder. 

We  are  told  he  would  be  glad 
to  marry  you:  but  why,  then , did 
he  abandon  you?  He  had  kept  you 
till  he  was  tired  of  you,  no  ques- 
tion; and  it  is  not  likely  he  would 
wish  to  have  you,  but  upon  the 
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terms  you  have  already,  without 
all  doubt,  been  his. 

You  ought  to  advise  your  friend 
Miss  Howe  to  concern  herself  less 
in  your  matters  than  she  does , ex- 
cept she  could  do  it  with  more  de- 
cency. She  has  written  three  let- 
ters to  me:  very  insolent  ones. 
Your  favourer,  poor  Mrs.  Norton, 
thinks  you  know  nothing  of  the 
pert  creature’s  writing.  I hope 
you  don’t.  But  then  the  more 
impertinent  the  writer.  But  be- 
lieving the  fond  woman,  I sat 
down  the  more  readily  to  answer 
your  letter;  and  I write  with  less 
severity,  I can  tell  you,  than  other- 
wise I should  have  done,  if  I had 
answered  it  at  all. 

Monday  last  was  your  birth- 
day. Think,  poor  ungrateful 
wretch,  as  you  are!  how  we  all 
used  to  keep  it;  and  you  will  not 
wonder  to  be  told,  that  we  ran 
away  from  one  another  that  day. 
But  God  give  you  true  penitence, 
if  you  have  it  not  already!  And 
it  will  be  true , if  it  be  equal  to  the 
shame  and  the  sorrow  you  have 
given  us  all. 

Your  afflicted  sister, 
Arabella  Haklowe. 

Your  cousin  Morden  is  every  day 
expected  in  England.  He,  as 
well  as  others  of  the  family, 
when  he  comes  to  hear  what  a 
blessed  piece  of  work  you  have 
made  of  it,  will  wish  you  never 
had  had  a being. 


LETTER  XVTII. 

Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe  to  Miss  Howe. 

Sunday,  July  SO. 

You  have  given  me  great  plea- 
sure, my  dearest  friend , by  your 
approbation  of  my  reasonings, 
and  of  my  resolution  founded  upon 
them,  never  to  have  Mr.  Lovelace. 
This  approbation  is  so  right  a 
thing,  give  me  leave  to  say,  from 
the  nature  of  the  case,  and  from 
the  strict  honour  and  true  dignity 
of  mind,  which  I always  admired 
in  my  Anna  Howe , that  I could 
hardly  tell  to  what , but  to  my  evil 
destiny,  which  of  late  would  not 
letme  please  any  body,  to  attribute 
the  advice  you  gave  me  to  the 
contrary. 

But  let  not  the  ill  state  of  my 
health,  and  what  that  may  na- 
turally tend  to,  sadden  you.  I 
have  told  you , that  I will  not  run 
away  from  life,  nor  avoid  the 
means  that  may  continue  it,  if 
God  see  fit:  and  if  he  do  not , who 
shall  repine  at  his  will? 

If  it  shall  be  found,  that  I have 
not  acted  unworthy  of  your  love, 
and  of  my  own  character,  in  my 
greater  trials,  that  will  be  a hap- 
piness to  both  on  reflection. 

The  shock  that  you  so  earnestly 
advise  me  to  try  to  get  above , was 
a shock , the  greatest  that  I could 
receive.  But,  my  dear,  as  it  was 
not  occasioned  by  my  fault,  I hope 
l am  already  got  above  it.  I hope 
I am. 

I am  more  grieved  (at  times, 
however)  for  others,  than  for  my- 
self. And  so  I ought.  For  as  to 
myself , I cannot  but  reflect,  that  I 
4* 
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have  had  an  escape,  rather  than  a 
loss,  in  missing  Mr.  Lovelace  for  a 
husband  — even  had  he  not  com- 
mitted the  vilest  of  all  outrages. 

Let  any  one,  who  knows  my 
story,  collect  his  character  from 
his  behaviour  to  me,  before  that 
outrage;  and  then  judge,  whether 
it  was  in  the  least  probable  that 
such  aman  shouldmakemehappy. 
But  to  collect  his  character  from 
his  principles  with  regard  to  the 
sex  in  general , and  from  his  enter- 
prises upon  many  of  them , and  to 
consider  the  cruelty  of  his  nature , 
and  the  sportiveness  of  his  invention, 
together  with  the  high  opinion  he 
has  of  himself,  it  will  not  be  doubt- 
ed that  a wife  of  his  must  have 
been  miserable ; and  more  miser- 
able if  she  loved  him,  than  she 
could  have  been  were  she  to  be  in- 
different to  him. 

A twelvemonth  might  very  pro- 
bably have  put  a period  to  my  life; 
situated  as  I was  with  my  friends ; 
persecuted  and  harassed  as  I had 
been  by  my  brother  and  sister; 
and  my  very  heart  torn  in  pieces 
by  the  wilful , and  (as  it  is  now  ap- 
parent) premeditated  suspenses  of 
the  man,  whose  gratitude  I wished 
to  engage,  and  whose  protection  I 
was  the  more  entitled  to  expect, 
as  he  had  robbed  me  of  every 
other,  and  reduced  me  to  an  ab- 
solute dependence  upon  himself. 
Indeed  1 once  thought  that  it  was 
all  his  view  to  bring  me  to  this  (as 
he  hated  my  family ;)  and  uncom- 
fortable enough  forme,  if  it  had 
been  all. 

Can  it  be  thought,  my  dear,  that 
my  heart  was  not  more  than  half 


broken  (happy  as  I was  before  I 
knew  Mr.  Lovelace)  by  such  a 
grievous  change  in  my  circum- 
stances? — Indeed  it  was.  Nor 
perhaps  was  the  wicked  violence 
wanting  to  have  cut  short,  though 
possibly  not  so  very  short,  a life 
that  he  has  sported  with. 

Had  I been  his  but  a month,  he 
must  have  possessed  the  estate  on 
which  my  relations  had  set  their 
hearts;  the  more  to  their  regret, 
as  they  hated  him  as  much  as  he 
hated  them. 

Have  I not  reason,  these  things 
considered,  to  think  myself  hap- 
pier without  Mr.  Lovelace  than  I 
could  have  been  with  him?  — My 
will  too  unviolated ; and  very  little, 
nay , not  any  thing  as  to  him , to 
reproach  myself  with? 

But  with  my  relations  it  is  other- 
wise. They  indeed  deserve  to  be 
pitied.  They  are,  and  no  doubt 
will  long  be,  unhappy. 

To  judge  of  their  resentments 
and  of  their  conduct,  we  must  put 
ourselves  in  their  situation : — and 
while  they  think  me  more  in  fault 
than  themselves  (whether  my 
favourers  are  of  their  opinion , or 
not)  and  have  a right  to  judge  for 
themselves,  they  ought  to  have 
great  allowances  made  for  them; 
my  parents  especially.  They 
stand  at  least  seZ/'-acquitted,  (that 
cannot  I ;)  and  the  rather,  as  they 
can  recollect,  to  their  pain , their 
past  indulgences  to  me , and  their 
unquestionable  love. 

Your  partiality  for  the  friend 
you  so  much  value,  will  not  easily 
let  you  come  into  this  way  of  think- 
ing. But  only,  my  dear,  be  pleased 
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to  consider  the  matter  in  the  fol- 
lowing light: 

“Here  was  my  mother,  one  of 
the  most  prudent  persons  of  her 
sex,  married  into  a family,  not  per- 
haps so  happily  tempered  as  her- 
self; but  every  one  of  which  she 
had  the  address,  for  a great  while, 
absolutely  to  govern  as  she  pleased 
by  her  directing  wisdom,  at  the 
same  time  that  they  knew  not  but 
her  prescriptions  were  the  dictates 
of  their  own  hearts ; such  a sweet 
art  hadsheof  conquering  by  seem- 
ing to  yield.  Think,  my  dear, 
what  must  be  the  pride  and  the 
pleasure  of  such  a mother,  that 
in  my  brother  she  could  give  a son 
to  the  family  she  distinguished 
with  her  love,  not  unworthy  of 
their  wishes;  a daughter , in  my 
sister,  of  whom  she  had  no  reason 
to  be  ashamed ; and  in  me  a second 
daughter,  whom  every  body  com- 
plimented (such  was  their  partial 
favour  to  me)  as  being  the  still 
more  immediate  likeness  of  her- 
self? How,  self-pleased,  could  she 
smile  round  upon  a family  she  had 
so  blessed!  What  compliments 
were  paid  her  upon  the  example 
she  had  given  us , which  was  fol- 
lowed with  such  hopeful  effects! 
With  what  a noble  confidence 
could  she  look  upon  her  dear  Mr. 
Harlowe,  as  a person  made  happy 
by  her ; and  be  delighted  to  think , 
that  nothing  but  purity  streamed 
from  a fountain  so  pure ! 

“Now,  my  dear,  reverse,  as  I 
daily  do,  this  charming  prospect. 
See  my  dear  mother  sorrowing  in 
her  closet;  endeavouring  to  sup- 
press her  sorrow  at  her  table,  and , 


in  those  retirements  where  sorrow 
was  before  a stranger:  hanging 
down  her  pensive  head : smiles  no 
more  beaming  over  her  benign 
aspect:  her  virtue  made  to  suffer 
for  faults  she  could  not  be  guilty 
of:  her  patience  continually  tried 
(because  she  has  more  of  it  than 
any  other)  with  repetitions  of 
faults  she  is  as  much  wounded  by, 
as  those  can  be  from  whom  she  so 
often  hears  of  them:  taking  to 
herself,  as  the  fountain-head,  a 
taint  which  only  had  infected  one 
of  the  under  currents:  afraid  to 
open  her  lips  (were  she  willing)  in 
my  favour,  lest  it  should  be 
thought  she  has  any  bias  in  her 
own  mind  to  failings  that  never 
could  have  been  suspected  in  her: 
robbed  of  that  pleasing  merit, 
which  the  mother  of  well  nurtured 
and  hopeful  children  may  glory 
in:  every  one  who  visits  her,  or  is 
visited  by  her,  by  dumb  show,  and 
looks  that  mean  more  than  words 
can  express,  condoling  where  they 
used  to  congratulate : the  affected 
silence  wounding:  the  compas- 
sionating look  reminding:  the 
half  suppressed  sigh  in  them,  call- 
ing up  deeper  sighs  from  her;  and 
their  averted  eyes,  while  they 
endeavour  to  restrain  the  rising 
tear,  provoking  tears  from  her, 
that  will  not  be  restrained. 

“ WhenI  consider  these  things, 
and,  added  to  these,  the  pangs 
that  tear  in  pieces  the  stronger 
heart  of  my  father,  because  it 
cannot  relieve  itself  by  those  tears 
which  carry  the  torturing  grief  to 
the  eyes  of  softer  spirits:  the 
, overboiling  tumults  of  my  impa- 
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tient  and  uneontrolable  brother, 
piqued  to  the  heart  of  his  honour, 
in  the  fall  of  a sister , in  whom  he 
once  gloried:  the  pride  of  an 
elder  sister,  who  had  given  un- 
willing way  to  the  honours  paid 
over  her  head  to  one  born  after 
her:  and  lastly,  the  dishonour  1 
have  brought  upon  two  uncles, 
who  each  contended  which  should 
most  favour  their  then  happy 
niece:  — when,  I say,  I reflect 
upon  my  fault  in  these  strong,  yet 
iust  lights,  what  room  can  there 
be  to  censure  any  body  but  my 
unhappy  self?  And  how  much 
reason  have  I to  say,  If  I justify 
myself , mine  own  heart  shall  con- 
demn me:  if  I say  I am  perfect , it 
shall  also  prove  me  perverse?" 

Here  permit  me  to  lay  down  my 
pen  for  a few  moments. 

* * * 

You  are  very  obliging  to  me, 
intentionally,  1 know,  when  you  tell 
me,  it  is  in  my  power  to  hasten  the 
day  of  Mr.  Hickman’s  happiness. 
But  yet,  give  me  leave  to  say,  that 
I admire  this  kind  assurance  less 
than  any  other  paragraph  of  your 
letter. 

In  the  first  place,  you  know  it  is 
not  in  my  power  to  say  when  I can 
dismiss  my  physician;  and  you 
should  not  put  the  celebration  of  a 
marriage  intended  by  yourself,  and 
so  desirable  to  your  mother,  upon  so 
precarious  an  issue.  Nor  will  I 
accept  of  a compliment,  which 
must  mean  a slight  to  her. 

If  any  thing  could  give  me  a 
relish  for  life,  after  what  I have 
suffered , it  would  be  the  hopes  of 
the  continuance  of  the  more  than 


sisterly  love,  which  has,  for  years, 
uninterruptedly  bound  us  together 
as  one  mind.  — And  why,  my  dear, 
should  you  defer  giving  (by  a tie 
still  stronger)  another  friend  to 
one  who  has  so  few? 

I am  glad  you  have  sent  my 
letter  to  Miss  Montague.  I hope  I 
shall  hear  no  more  of  this  unhappy 
man. 

I had  begun  the  particulars  of 
my  tragical  story:  but  it  is  so 
painful  a task,  and  I have  so  many 
more  important  things  to  do,  ana, 
as  I apprehend, so  little  time  to  do 
them  in,  that,  could  I avoid  it,  I 
would  go  no  further  in  it. 

Then,  to  this  hour,  I know  not 
by  what  means  several  of  his 
machinations  to  ruin  me  were 
brought  about;  so  that  some  ma- 
terial parts  of  my  sad  story  must 
be  defective , if  1 were  to  sit  down 
to  write  it.  But  I have  been  think- 
ing of  a way  that  will  answer  the 
end  wished  for  by  your  mother 
and  you  full  as  well;  perhaps 
better. 

Mr.  Lovelace,  it  seems,  has  com- 
municated to  his  friend  Mr.  Belford 
all  that  has  passed  between  him- 
self and  me , as  he  went  on.  Mr. 
Belford  has  not  been  able  to  deny 
it.  So  that  (as  we  may  observe 
by  the  way)  a poor  young  creature, 
whose  indiscretion  has  given  a 
libertine  power  over  her,  has  a 
reason,  she  little  thinks  of,  to  regret 
her  folly;  since  these  wretches, 
who  have  no  more  honour  in  one 
point  than  in  another,  scruple  not 
to  make  her  weakness  a part  of 
their  triumph  to  their  brother 
libertines. 


itized  by  Google 


CLARISSA  HARLOWE. 


55 


I have  nothing  to  apprehend  of 
this  sort,  if  I have  the  justice  done 
me  in  his  letters,  which  Mr.  Belford 
assures  me  I have : and  therefore 
the  particulars  of  my  story,  and 
the  base  arts  of  this  vile  man,  will, 
I think,  be  best  collected  from 
those  very  letters  of  his  (if  Mr. 
Belford  can  be  prevailed  upon  to 
communicate  them;)  to  which  I 
dare  appeal  with  the  same  truth 
and  fervour  as  he  did,  who  says  — 
Oh  that  one  would  hear  me ! and  that 
mine  adversary  had  written  a book  l 
— Surely , I would  take  it  upon  my 
shoulders,  and  bind  it  to  me  as  a 
crown ! For  I covered  not  my  trans- 
gressions, as  Adam , by  hiding  mine 
iniquity  in  my  bosom. 

There  is  one  way  which  may  be 
fallen  upon  to  induce  Mr.  Belford 
to  communicate  these  letters ; 
since  he  seems  to  have  (and  de- 
clares he  always  had)  a sincere 
abhorrence  of  his  friend’s  baseness 
tome:  but  that,  you’ll  say,  when 
you  hear  it,  is  a strange  one. 
Nevertheless,  I am  very  earnest 
upon  it  at  present. 

It  is  no  other  than  this  : 

I think  to  make  Mr.  Belford  the 
executor  of  my  last  will  [don’t  be 
surprised:]  and  with  this  view  I 
permit  his  visits  with  the  less 
scruple:  and  every  time  I see  him, 
from  his  concern  for  me , am  more 
and  more  inclined  to  do  so.  If  I 
hold  in  the  same  mind , and  if  he 
accept  the  trust,  and  will  commu- 
nicate the  materials  in  his  power, 
those,  joined  with  what  you  can 
furnish,  will  answer  the  whole 
end. 

I know  you  will  start  at  my 


notion  of  such  an  executor:  but 
pray,  my  dear,  consider,  in  my 
present  circumstances,  what  I can 
do  better,  as  I am  empowered  to 
make  a will,  and  have  considerable 
matters  in  my  own  disposal. 

Your  mother,  I am  sure,  would 
not  consent  that  you  should  take 
this  office  upon  you.  It  might  sub- 
ject Mr.  Hickman  to  the  insults  of 
that  violent  man.  Mrs.  Norton 
cannot,  for  several  reasons  re- 
specting herself.  My  brother  looks 
upon  what  I ought  to  have , as  his 
right:  my  uncle Ilarloweis already 
one  of  my  trustees  (as  my  cousin 
Morden  is  the  other)  for  the  estate 
my  grandfather  left  me : but  you 
see  1 could  not  get  from  my  own 
family  the  few  guineas  I left  be- 
hind me  at  Harlowe  Place;  and 
my  uncle  Antony  once  threatened 
to  have  my  grandfather’s  will  con- 
troverted. My  father!  — To  be 
sure , my  dear,  1 could  not  expect 
that  my  father  would  do  all  I wish 
should  be  done:  and  a will  to 
be  executed  by  a father  for  a 
daughter,  (parts  of  it,  perhaps, 
absolutely  against  his  own  judg- 
ment) carries  somewhat  daring 
and  prescriptive  in  the  very  word. 

If  indeed  my  cousin  Morden  were 
to  come  in  time,  and  would  under- 
take this  trust  — but  even  him  it 
might  subject  to  hazards ; and  the 
more,  as  he  is  a man  of  great 
spirit,  and  as  the  other  man  (of  as 
great)  looks  upon  me  (unpro- 
tected as  I have  long  been)  as  his 
property. 

Now  Mr.  Belford,  as  I have  al- 
ready mentioned,  knows  every 
thing  that  has  passed.  He  is  a 
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man  of  spirit,  and,  it  seems,  as 
fearless  as  the  other,  with  more 
humane  qualities.  You  don’t 
know,  my  dear,  what  instances  of 
sincere  humanity  this  Mr.  Belford 
has  shewn, not  only  on  occasion  of 
the  cruel  arrest,  but  on  several 
occasions  since.  And  Mrs.  Lovick 
has  taken  pains  to  inquire  after 
his  general  character*,  and  hears 
a very  good  one  of  him,  for  justice 
and  generosity  in  all  his  concerns 
of  Meum  and  Tuum , as  they  are 
called : he  has  a knowledge  of  law 
matters;  and  has  two  executor- 
ships upon  him  at  this  time,  in  the 
discharge  of  which  his  honour  is 
unquestioned. 

All  these  reasons  have  already 
in  a manner  determined  me  to  ask 
this  favour  of  him;  although  it 
will  have  an  odd  sound  with  it  to 
make  an  intimate  friend  of  Mr. 
Lovelace  my  executor. 

This  is  certain : my  brother  will 
be  more  acquiescent  a great  deal 
in  such  a case  with  the  articles  of 
my  will,  as  he  will  see,  that  it  will 
be  to  no  purpose  to  controvert 
some  of  them , which  else , 1 dare 
say , he  would  controvert , or  per- 
suade my  other  friends  to  do  so. 
And  who  would  involve  an  exe- 
cutor in  a law-suit,  if  they  could 
help  it?  — Which  would  be  the 
case , if  any  body  were  left  whom 
my  brother  could  hope  to  awe  or 
control ; since  my  father  has  pos- 
session of  all,  and  is  absolutely 
governed  by  him.  [Angry  spirits, 
my  dear,  as  1 have  often  seen,  will 
be  overcome  by  more  angry  ones, 
as  jwell  as  sometimes  be  disarmed 
by  the  meek.]  — Nor  would  1 wish, 


you  may  believe,  to  have  effects 
torn  out  of  my  father’s  hands: 
while  Mr.  Belford,  who  is  a man  of 
fortune  {and  a good  economist  in 
his  own  affairs),  would  have  no 
interest  but  to  do  justice. 

Then  he  exceedingly  presses  for 
some  occasion  to  shew  his  readi- 
ness to  serve  me:  and  he  would  be 
able  to  manage  his  violent  friend, 
over  whom  he  has  more  influence 
than  any  other  person. 

But,  after  all,  I know  not,  if  it 
were  not  more  eligible  by  far,  that 
my  story  and  myself  too , should  be 
forgotten  as  soon  as  possible.  And 
of  this  I shall  have  the  less  doubt, 
if  the  character  of  my  parents 
[you  will  forgive  me,  my  dear] 
cannot  be  guarded  against  the 
unqualified  bitterness,  which,  from 
your  affectionate  zeal  for  me,  has 
sometimes  mingled  with  your  ink 
— a point  that  ought , and  (1  insist 
upon  it)  must  be  well  considered 
of,  if  any  thing  be  done  which  your 
mother  and  you  are  desirous  to 
have  done.  The  generality  of  the 
world  is  too  apt  to  oppose  a du- 
ty — and  general  duties , my 
dear , ought  not  to  be  weakened 
by  the  justification  of  a single 
person,  however  unhappily  cir- 
cumstanced. 

My  father  has  been  so  good  as 
to  take  off  the  heavy  malediction 
he  laid  me  under.  1 must  be  now 
solicitous  for  a last  blessing ; and 
that  is  all  I shall  presume  to  peti- 
tion for.  My  sister’s  letter,  com- 
municating this  grace , is  a severe 
one:  but  as  she  writes  to  me  as 
from  every  body,  how  could  I expect 
it  to  be  otherwise? 
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If  you  set  out  to-morrow,  this 
letter  cannot  reach  you  till  you 
get  to  your  aunt  Harman’s,  I shall 
therefore  direct  it  thither,  as  Mr, 
Hickman  instructed  me. 

I hope  you  will  have  met  with 
no  inconveniences  in  your  little 
journey  and  voyage;  andthatyou 
will  have  found  in  good  health  all 
whom  you  wish  to  see  well. 

If  your  relations  in  the  little 
island  join  their  solicitations  with 
your  mother’s  commands , to  have 
your  nuptials  celebrated  before 
you  leave  them,  let  me  beg  of  you, 
my  dear,  to  oblige  them.  How 
grateful  will  the  notification  that 
you  have  done  so,  be  to 
Your  ever  faithful  and 
affectionate 
Clarissa  Harlowe. 

LETTER  XIX. 

Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe  to  Miss  Harlowe. 

Saturday.  July  29. 

I repike  not,  my  dear  sister,  at 
the  severity  you  have  been  pleased 
to  express  in  the  letter  you  fa- 
voured me  with;  because  the  se- 
verity was  accompanied  with  the 
grace  1 had  petitioned  for;  and 
because  the  reproaches  of  mine 
own  heart  are  stronger  than  any 
other  person’s  reproaches  can  be : 
and  yet  I am  not  half  so  culpable 
as  I am  imagined  to  be : as  would 
be  allowed,  if  all  the  circum- 
stances of  my  unhappy  story  were 
known;  and  which  I shall  be 
ready  to  communicate  to  Mrs. 
Norton,  if  she  be  commissioned  to 
inquire  into  them ; or  to  you,  my 
sister,  if  you  can  have  patience  to 
hear  them. 


I remembered,  with  a bleeding 
heart,  what  day  the  24th  of  July 
was.  I began  with  the  eve  of  it; 
and  I passed  the  day  itself  — as  it 
was  ft  I should  pass  it.  Nor  have 
1 any  comfort  to  give  to  my  dear 
and  ever  honoured  father  and  mo- 
ther, and  to  you,  my  Bella,  but 
this  — that,  as  it  was  the  first  un- 
happy  anniversary  of  my  birth,  in 
all  probability  it  will  be  the  last. 

Believe  me,  my  dear  sister,  1 
say  not  this  merely  to  move  com- 
passion, but  from  the  best  grounds. 
And  as,  on  that  account,  1 think  it 
of  the  highest  importance  to  my 
peace  of  mind  to  obtain  one  fur- 
ther favour,  I would  choose  to 
owe  to  your  intercession,  as  my 
sister , the  leave  I beg,  to  address 
half  a dozen  lines  (with  the  hopes 
of  having  them  answered  as  I 
wish)  to  either^  or  to  both  my  ho- 
noured parents  ( to  beg  their  last 
blessing. 

This  blessing  is  all  the  favour  I 
have  now  to  ask.  It  is  all  I dare 
to  ask : yet  am  1 afraid  to  rush  at 
once,  though  by  letter , into  the 
presence  of  either. 

And  if  I did  not  ask  it,  it  might 
seem  to  be  owing  to  stubbornness 
and  want  of  duty,  when  my  heart 
is  all  humility  and  penitence. 
Only,  be  so  good  as  to  embolden 
me  to  attempt  this  task  — write 
but  this  one  line,  “Clary  Har- 
lowe, you  are  at  liberty  to  write  as 
you  desire.”  This  will  be  enough 
— and  shall,  to  my  last  hour,  be 
acknowledged  as  the  greatest  fa- 
vour, by 

Your  truly  penitent  sister, 

I Clarissa  Harlowe. 
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LETTER  XX. 

Mrs.  Norton  to  Miss  Clarissa  Ilarlowe. 

Monday,  July  31. 

Mr  DEAREST  TODNO  LADT, 

I must  indeed  own,  that  I took 
the  liberty  to  write  to  your  mo- 
ther, offering  to  inclose  to  her,  if 
she  gave  me  leave,  yours  of  the 
24th:  by  which  I thought  she 
would  6ee  what  was  the  state  of 
your  mind;  what  the  nature  of 
your  last  troubles  was , from  the 
wicked  arrest;  what  the  people 
are  where  you  lodge;  what  pro- 
posals were  made  you  from  Lord 
Al.’s  family;  also  your  sincere 
penitence;  and  how  much  Miss 
Howe’s  writing  to  them,  in  the 
terms  she  wrote  in,  disturbed  you 
— but,  as  you  have  taken  the 
matter  into  your  own  hands,  and 
forbid  me,  in  your  last,  to  act 
in  this  nice  affair  unknown  to  you, 
I am  glad  the  letter  was  not  re-  \ 
uired  of  me  — and  indeed  it  may 
e better  that  the  matter  lie 
wholly  between  you  and  them; 
since  my  affection  for  you  is 
thought  to  proceed  from  par- 
tiality. 

They  would  choose,  no  doubt, 
that  you  should  owe  to  themselves , 
and  not  to  my  humble  media- 
tion, the  favour  for  which  you  so 
earnestly  sue,  and  of  which  1 
would  not  have  you  despair:  for  I 
will  venture  to  assure  you,  that 
your  mother  is  ready  to  take  the 
first  opportunity  to  shew  her  ma- 
ternal tenderness:  and  this  1 

gather  from  several  hints  I am 
not  at  liberty  to  explain  myself 
upon. 


I long  to  be  with  you,  now  I am 
better,  and  now  my  son  is  in  a fine 
way  of  recovery.  But  is  it  not 
hard  to  have  it  signified  to  me, 
that  at  present  it  will  not  be  taken 
well,  if  I go? — I suppose,  while 
the  reconciliation , which  I hope 
will  take  place,  is  negotiating  by 
means  of  the  correspondence  so 
newly  opened  between  you  and 
your  sister.  But  if  you  would  have 
me  come,  I will  rely  on  my  good 
intentions,  and  risk  every  one’s 
displeasure. 

Mr.  Brand  has  business  in  town; 
to  solicit  for  a benefice  which  it  is 
expected  the  incumbent  will  be 
obliged  to  quit  for  a better  prefer- 
ment: and  when  there,  he  is  to  in- 
quire privately  after  your  way  of 
life,  and  of  your  health. 

He  is  a very  officious  young 
man;  and,  but  that  your  uncle 
Harlowe  (who  has  chosen  him  for 
this  errand)  regards  him  as  an 
oracle,  your  mother  had  rather 
any  body  else  had  been  sent. 

He  is  one  of  those  puzzling, 
over-doing  gentlemen , who  think 
they  see  farther  into  matters  than 
any  body  else,  and  are  fond  of 
discovering  mysteries  where  there 
are  none,  in  order  to  be  thought 
shrewd  men. 

I can’t  say  I like  him,  either  in 
the  pulpit  or  out  of  it:  I who  had 
a father  one  of  the  soundest  di- 
vines and  finest  scholars  in  the 
kingdom;  who  never  made  an 
ostentation  of  what  he  knew ; but 
loved  and  venerated  the  gospel  he 
taught,  preferring  it  to  all  other 
learning;  to  be  obliged  to  hear  a 
| young  man  depart  from  his  text 
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as  soon  as  he  has  named  it  (so 
contrary,  too , to  the  example  set 
him  by  his  learned  and  worthy 
principal,*  when  his  health  per- 
mits him  to  preach) ; and  throw- 
ing about,  to  a Christian  and 
country  audience,  scraps  of  Latin 
and  Greek  from  the  Pagan  clas- 
sics: and  not  always  brought  in 
with  great  propriety  neither,  (if  1 
am  to  judge  by  the  only  way  given 
me  to  judge  of  them,  by  the  Eng- 
lish he  puts  them  into)  5 is  an  in- 
dication of  something  wrong, 
either  in  his  head,  or  his  heart,  or 
both;  for,  otherwise,  his  educa- 
tion at  the  University  must  have 
taught  him  better.  You  know, 
my  dear  Miss  Clary,  the  honour  I 
have  for  the  cloth:  it  is  owing  to 
that , that  I say  what  I do. 

I know  not  the  day  he  is  to  set 
out ; and  as  his  inquiries  are  to  be 
private,  be  pleased  to  take  no  no- 
tice of  this  intelligence.  I have 
no  doubt  that  your  life  and  con- 
versation are  such,  as  may  defy 
the  scrutinies  of  the  most  officious 
inquirer. 

I am  just  now  told,  that  you 
have  written  a second  letter  to 
your  sister:  but  I am  afraid  they 
•will  wait  for  Mr.  Brand’s  report, 
before  further  favour  will  be  ob- 
tained from  them;  for  they  will 
not  yet  believe  you  are  so  ill  as  I 
fear  you  are. 

But  you  would  soon  find,  that 
you  have  an  indulgent  mother, 
were  she  at  liberty  to  act  accord- 
ing to  her  own  inclination.  And 
this  gives  me  great  hopes  that  all 
will  end  well  at  last:  for  1 verily 
* Dr.  Lewen. 


think  that  you  are  in  the  right 
way  to  a reconciliation.  God  give 
a blessing  to  it,  and  restore  your 
health  and  you  to  all  your  friends, 
prays 

Your  ever  affectionate 

Judith  Norton. 

Your  good  mother  has  privately 
sent  me  five  guineas:  she  is 
pleased  to  say,  to  help  us  in 
the  illness  we  have  been  af- 
flicted with ; but,  more  likely, 
that  I might  send  them  to 
you,  as  from  myself.  I hope, 
therefore,  I may  send  them 
up,  with  ten  more  I have  still 
left. 

I will  send  you  word  of  Mr. 
Morden’s  arrival,  the  moment 
I know  it. 

If  agreeable,  I should  be  glad 
to  know  all  that  passes  be- 
tween your  relations  and  you. 

LETTER  XXI. 

Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe  to  Mrs.  Norton.' 

Wednesday,  Aug.  2. 

You  give  me,  my  dear  Mrs.  Nor- 
ton, great  pleasure  in  hearing  of 
yours  and  your  son’s  recovery. 
May  you  continue,  for  many, 
many  years  a blessing  to  each 
other! 

You  tell  me,  that  you  did  ac- 
tually write  to  my  mother  offering 
to  inclose  to  her  mine  of  the  24th 
past:  and  you  say,  it  was  not  re- 
quired of  you.  That  is  to  say, 
although  you  cover  it  over  as 
gently  as  you  could,  that  your 
offer  was  rejected;  which  makes 
it  evident  that  no  plea  will  be 
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heard  for  me.  Yet,  you  bid  me 
hope,  that  the  grace  I sued  for, 
would,  in  time , be  granted. 

The  grace  I then  sued  for  was 
indeed  granted:  but  you  are 
afraid,  you  say,  that  they  will 
wait  for  Mr.  Brand’s  report , be- 
fore favour  will  be  obtained  in  re- 
turn to  the  second  letter  which  I 
wrote  to  my  sister:  and  you  add, 
that  I have  an  indulgent  mother, 
were  she  at  liberty  to  act  accord- 
ing to  her  own  inclination;  and 
that  all  will  end  well  at  last. 

But  what,  my  dear  Mrs.  Norton, 
what  is  the  grace  I sue  for  in  my 
second  letter?  — It  is  not  that 
they  will  receive  me  into  favour 
— if  they  think  it  is,  they  are 
mistaken.  I do  not,  I cannot  ex- 
pect that:  nor,  as  I have  often 
said,  should  I,  if  they  would  re- 
ceive me,  bear  to  live  in  the  eye  of 
those  dear  friends  whom  I have  so 
grievously  offended.  ’Tis  only, 
simply,  a blessing  I ask : a blessing 
to  die  with,  not  to  live  with.  — Do 
they  know  that?  And  do  they 
know  that  their  uukindness  will 
perhaps  shorten  my  date?  So  that 
their  favour,  if  ever  they  intend  to 
grant  it,  may  come  too  late. 

Once  more,  I desire  you  not  to 
think  of  coming  to  me.  I have  no 
uneasiness  now,  but  what  pro- 
ceeds from  the  apprehension  of 
seeing  a man  I would  not  see  for 
the  world,  if  I could  help  it ; and 
from  the  severity  of  my  nearest 
and  dearest  relations:  a severity 
entirely  their  own,  I doubt ; for  you 
tell  me  that  my  brother  is  at  Edin- 
burgh! You  would  therefore 
heighten  their  severity,  and  make 


yourself  enemies  besides,  if  you 
were  to  come  to  me  — don’t  you 
see  that  you  would? 

Mr.  Brand  may  come,  if  he  will. 
He  is  a clergyman,  and  must  mean 
well;  or  I must  think  so,  let  him 
say  of  me  what  he  will.  All  my 
fear  is,  that,  as  he  knows  I am  in 
disgrace  with  a family  whose 
esteem  he  is  desirous  to  cultivate ; 
and  as  he  has  obligations  to  my 
uncle  Harlowe,  and  to  my  father, 
he  will  be  but  a languid  aequitter 

— not  that  I am  afraid  of  what 
he,  or  any  body  in  the  world,  can 
hear  as  to  my  conduct.  You  may, 
my  revered  and  dear  friend , in- 
deed you  may,  rest  satisfied,  that 
that  is  such  as  may  warrant  me  to 
challenge  the  inquiries  of  the  most 
officious. 

I will  send  you  copies  of  what 
passes,  as  you  desire,  when  I 
have  an  answer  to  my  second 
letter.  I now  begin  to  wish  that  I 
had  taken  the  courage  to  write  to 
my  father  himself : or  to  my  mo- 
ther, at  least;  instead  of  to  my 
sister;  and  yet  I doubt  iny  poor 
mother  can  do  nothing  for  me  of 
herself  A strong  confederacy,  my 
dear  Mrs.  Norton  (a  strong  confe- 
deracy indeed!)  against  a poor 
girl,  their  daughter,  sister,  niece! 

— My  brother,  perhaps,  got  it 
renewed  before  he  left  them.  He 
needed  not  — his  work  is  done ; 
and  more  than  done. 

Don’t  afflict  yourself  about 
money  matters  on  my  account.  I 
have  no  occasion  for  money.  1 
am  glad  my  mother  was  so  con- 
siderate to  you.  I was  in  pain  for 
you,  on  the  same  subject.  But 
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heaven  will  not  permit  so  good  a 
woman  to  want  the  humble  bless- 
ings she  was  always  satisfied  with. 
I wish  every  individual  of  our  fa- 
mily were  but  as  rich  as  you!  — 

0 my  mamma  Norton,  you  are 
rich  indeed!  — The  true  riches 
are  such  content  as  you  are  blessed 
with.  — And  I hope  in  God,  that 

1 am  in  the  way  to  be  rich  too. 

Adieu,  my  ever  indulgentfriend. 
You  say,  all  will  be  at  last  happy 
— and  1 know  it  will  — I confide 
that  it  will,  with  as  much  security, 
as  you  may,  that  I will  be  to  my 
last  hour, 

Your  ever  grateful 

and  affectionate 

On.  Hablowe. 

LETTER  XXII. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Tuesday,  Aug.  1. 

I am  most  confoundedly  cha- 
rmed and  disappointed:  for 

ere,  on  Saturday,  arrived  a 
messenger  from  Miss  Howe  with 
a letter  to  my  cousins*;  which  I 
knew  nothing  of  till  yesterday: 
when  Lady  Sarah  and  Lady  Betty 
were  procured  to  be  here,  to  sit 
in  judgment  upon  it  with  the  old 
peer,  and  my  two  cousins.  And 
never  was  bear  so  miserably  baited 
as  thy  poor  friend!  — And  for 
what?  — Why,  for  the  cruelty 
of  Miss  Harlowe:  for  have  I com- 
mitted any  new  offence?  And 
would  I not  have  reinstated  my- 
self in  her  favour  upon  her  own 
terms,  if  I could?  And  is  it  fair 
to  punish  me  for  what  is  my  mis- 
* See  Letter  xii.  of  this  vol. 


fortune,  and  not  my  fault?  Such 
event- judging  fools  as  I have  for 
my  relations!  I am  ashamed  of 
them  all. 

In  that  of  Miss  Howe  was  in- 
closed one  to  her  from  Miss  Har- 
lowe*, to  be  transmitted  to  my 
cousins,  containing  a final  rejec- 
tion of  me ; and  that  in  very  vehe- 
ment and  positive  terms;  yet  she 
pretends,  that  in  this  rejection 
she  is  governed  more  by  principle 
than  passion  — [D — ’d  lie  as  ever 
was  told ! ] And , as  a proof  that 
she  is , says , that  she  can  forgive 
me,  and  does  on  this  one  con- 
dition, that  I will  never  molest 
her  more  — the  whole  letter  so 
written,  as  to  make  herself  more 
admired , me  more  detested. 

What  we  have  been  told  of  the 
agitations  and  workings,  and 
sighings  and  sobbings,  of  the 
French  prophets  among  us  for- 
merly, was  nothing  at  all  to  the 
scene  exhibited  by  these  maudlin 
souls,  at  the  reading  of  these 
letters;  and  of  some  affecting  pas- 
sages extracted  from  another  of 
my  fair  implacable’s  to  Miss  Howe 
— such  lamentations  for  the  loss 
of  so  charming  a relation!  Such 
applaudings  of  her  virtue,  of  her 
exaltedness  of  soul  and  sentiment ! 
Such  menaces  of  dis-inherisons!  I, 
not  needing  their  reproaches  to  be 
stung  to  the  heart  with  my  own 
reflections,  and  with  the  rage  of 
disappointment;  and  as  sincerely 
as  any  of  them  admiring  her  — 
“ What  the  devil ,”  cried  1 , “is  all 
this  for?  Is  it  not  enough  to  be 
despised  and  rejected?  Can  I 
• See  Letter  viii.  of  this  volume. 
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help  her  implacable  spirit?  — 
Would  I not  repair  the  evils  I 
have  made  her  suffer?”  — Then 
was  I ready  to  curse  them  all,  her- 
self and  Miss  Howe  for  company : 
and  heartily  I swore,  that  she 
should  yet  be  mine. 

I now  swear  it  over-again  to 
thee — “Were  her  death  to  follow 
in  a week  after  the  knot  is  tied, 
by  the  Lord  of  heaven  it  shall  be 
tied,  and  she  shall  die  a Lovelace!” 
Tell  her  so,  if  thou  wilt:  but,  at 
the  same  time,  tell  her,  that  I 
have  no  view  to  her  fortune;  and 
that  I will  solemnly  resign  that, 
and  all  pretensions  to  it,  in  whose 
favour  she  pleases,  if  she  resign 
life  issueless.  — I am  not  so  low- 
minded  a wretch  as  to  be  guilty  of 
any  sordid  views  to  her  fortune  — 
let  her  judge  for  herself  then,  whe- 
ther it  be  not  for  her  honour  rather 
to  leave  this  world  a Lovelace  than 
a Harlowe. 

But  do  not  think  I will  entirely 
rest  k cause  so  near  my  heart, 
upon  an  advocate,  who  so  much 
more  admires  his  client’s  adver- 
sary , than  his  client.  I will  go  to 
town  in  a few  days,  in  order  to 
throw  myself  at  her  feet:  and  I 
will  carry  with  me,  or  have  at 
hand.,  a resolute , well  prepared 
parson:  and  the  ceremony  shall 
be  performed,  let  what  will  be  the 
consequence. 

But  if  she  will  permit  me  to  at- 
tend her  for  this  purpose  at  either 
of  the  churches  mentioned  in  the 
licence  (which  she  has  by  her, 
and,  thank  heaven!  has  not  re- 
turned me  with  my  letters) ; then 
will  I not  disturb  her;  but  meet 


her  at  the  altar  in  either  church, 
and  will  engage  to  bring  my  two 
cousins  to  attend  her,  and  even 
Lady  Sarah  and  Lady  Betty ; and 
my  Lord  M.  in  person  shall  give 
her  to  me. 

Or,  if  it  will  be  still  more  agree- 
able to  her,  I will  undertake,  that 
either  Lady  Sarah  or  Lady  Betty, 
or  both,  shall  go  to  town,  and 
attend  her  down;  and  the  mar- 
riage shall  be  celebrated  in  their 
presence,  and  in  that  of  Lord  M. 
either  here  or  elsewhere,  at  her 
own  choice. 

Do  not  play  me  booty , Belford ; 
but  sincerely  and  warmly  use  all 
the  eloquence  thou  art  master  of, 
to  prevail  upon  her  to  choose  one 
of  these  three  methods.  One  of 
them  she  must  choose  — by  my 
soul , she  must. 

Here  is  Charlotte  tapping  at  my 
closet  door  for  admittance.  What 
the  devil  wants  Charlotte!  — I 
will  bear  no  more  reproaches!  — 
Come  in,  girl. 

* * * 

Mv  cousin  Charlotte,  finding 
me  writing  on  with  too  much  earn- 
estness to  have  any  regard  for 
politeness  to  her,  and  guessing 
at  my  subject,  besought  me  to  let 
her  see  what  I had  written. 

I obliged  her,  and  she  was  so 
highly  pleased  on  seeing  me  so 
much  in  earnest,  that  she  offered, 
and  I accepted  her  offer,  to  write 
a letter  to  Miss  Harlowe;  with 
permission  to  treat  me  in  it  as  she 
thought  fit. 

I shall  inclose  a copy  of  her 
, letter. 

I When  she  had  written  it,  she 
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brought  it  to  me , with  apologies 
for  the  freedom  taken  with  me  in 
it:  but  I excused  it;  and  she  was 
ready  to  give  me  a kiss  for  joy  of 
my  approbation:  and  I gave  her 
two  for  writing  it;  telling  her,  1 
had  hopes  of  success  from  it;  and 
that  I thought  she  had  luckily  hit 
it  off. 

Every  one  approves  of  it,  as 
well  as  I;  and  is  pleased  with  me 
for  so  patiently  submitting  to  be 
abused, 'and  undertaken  for.  If 
it  do  not  succeed,  all  the  blame 
will  be  thrown  upon  the  dear  crea- 
ture’s perverseness : her  charitable 
or  forgiving  disposition , about 
which  she  makes  such  a parade, 
will  be  justly  questioned ; and  the 
pity , of  which  she  is  now  in  full 
possession , will  be  transferred 
to  me. 

Putting  therefore  my  whole 
confidence  in  this  letter,  I post- 
pone all  my  other  alternatives,  as 
also  my  going  to  town,  till  my 
empress  send  an  answer  to  my 
cousin  Montague. 

But  if  she  persist,  and  will  not 
promise  to  take  time  to  consider  of 
the  matter,  thou  mayest  com- 
municate to  her  what  1 had  writ- 
ten, as  above,  before  my  cousin 
entered;  and  if  she  be  still  per- 
verse , assure  her , that  I must  and 
will  see  her.  — But  this  with  all 
honour,  all  humility:  and,  if  I 
cannot  move  her  in  my  favour,  I 
will  then  go  abroad , and  perhaps 
never  more  return  to  England. 

I am  sorry  thou  art,  at  this  criti- 
cal time , so  busily  employed,  as 
thou  informest  me  thou  art,  in  thy 
Watford  alfairs , and  in  preparing 


to  do  Belton  justice.  If  thou 
wantest  my  assistance  in  the  lat- 
ter, command  me.  Though  en- 
grossed by  this  perverse  beauty, 
and  plagued  as  1 am,  I will  obey 
thy  first  summons. 

I have  great  dependence  upon 
thy  zeal  and  thy  friendship : hasten 
back  to  her,  therefore,  and  re- 
sume a task  so  interesting  to  me, 
that  it  is  equally  the  subject  of  my 
dreams,  as  of  my  waking  hours. 

LETTER  XXIII. 

Miss  Montague  to  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe. 
DEAREST  MADAM,  Tuesday,  Aug.  1. 

All  our  family  is  deeply  sen- 
sible of  the  injuries  you  have  re- 
ceived at  the  hands  of  one  of  it, 
whom  you  only  can  render  in  any 
manner  worthy  of  the  relation  he 
stands  in  to  us  all : and  if,  as  an 
act  of  mercy  and  charity,  the 
greatest  your  pious  heart  can 
shew,  you  will  be  pleased  to  for- 
give his  past  wickedness  and  in- 
ratitude,  and  suffer  yourself  to 
e our  relation , you  will  make  us 
the  happiest  family  in  the  world : 
and  I can  engage  that  Lord  M. 
and  Lady  Sarah  Sadleir,  and 
Lady  Betty  Lawrence,  and  my 
sister,  who  are  all  admirers  of 
your  virtues,  and  of  your  noble- 
ness of  mind,  will  for  ever  love 
and  reverence  you , and  do  every 
thing  in  all  their  powers  to  make 
you  amends  for  what  you  have 
suffered  from  Mr.  Lovelace.  This, 
madam , we  should  not , however, 
dare  to  petition  for,  were  we  not 
assured,  that  Mr.  Lovelace  is  most 
sincerely  sorry  for  his  past  vile- 
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ness  to  you ; and  that  he  will , on 
his  knees , beg  your  pardon , and 
vow  eternal  love  and  honour  to 
you. 

Wherefore,  my  dearest  cousin. 
fhow  you  will  charm  us  all , if  this 
agreeable  style  may  be  permitted?] 
for  all  our  sakes,  for  his  souCs  sake 
[you  must,  I am  sure,  be  so  good 
a lady , as  to  wish  to  save  a soul ! ] 
and  allow  me  to  say,  for  your 
own  fame’s  sake,  condescend  to 
our  joint  request:  and  if,  byway 
of  encouragement,  you  will  but 
say,  you  will  be  glad  to  see,  and 
to  be  as  much  known  personally, 
as  you  are  by  fame , to  Charlotte 
Montague,  I will,  in  two  days’ 
time  from  the  receipt  of  your  per- 
mission, wait  upon  you,  with  or 
without  my  sister,  and  receive  your 
further  commands. 

Let  me,  our  dearest  cousin,  [we 
cannot  deny  ourselves  the  plea- 
sure of  calling  you  so,]  let  me  in- 
treat you  to  give  me  your  permis- 
sion for  my  journey  to  London? 
and  put  it  in  the  power  of  Lord  M. 
and  of  the  ladies  of  the  family , to 
make  you  what  reparation  they 
can  make  you,  for  the  injuries 
which  a person  of  the  greatest 
merit  in  the  world  has  received 
from  one  of  the  most  audacious 
men  in  it;  and  you  will  infinitely 
oblige  us  all,  and  particularly  her, 
who  repeatedly  presumes  to  style 
herself, 

Your  affectionate  cousin, 

And  obliged  servant, 
Chablotte  Montague. 


LETTER  XXIV. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Thursday  Morn.,  Aug.  3,  six  o’clock. 

I have  been  so  much  employed 
in  my  own  and  Belton’s  affairs, 
that  I could  not  come  to  town  till 
last  night;  having  contented  my- 
self with  sending  to  Mrs.  Loviek, 
to  know,  from  time  to  time,  the 
state  of  the  lady’s  health;  of  which 
I received  but  very  indifferent  ac- 
counts, owing,  in  a great  measure, 
to  letters  or  advices  brought  her 
from  her  implacable  family. 

1 have  now  completed  my  own 
affairs ; and , next  week , shall  go 
to  Epsom,  to  endeavour  to  put 
Belton’s  sister  into  possession  of 
his  own  house,  for  him;  after 
which,  I shall  devote  myself  whol- 
ly to  your  service , and  to  that  of 
the  lady. 

I was  admitted  to  her  presence 
last  night;  and  found  her  visibly 
altered  for  the  worse.  When  I 
went  home , I had  your  letter  of 
Tuesday  last  put  into  my  hands. 
Let  me  tell  thee,  Lovelace,  that  I 
insist  upon  the  performance  of 
thy  engagement  to  me,  that  thou 
wilt  not  personally  molest  her. 

Mr.  Belford  dates  again  on  Thurs- 
day morning  ten  o'clock , and  gives 
an  account  of  a conversation 
which  he  had  just  held  with  the  lady 
upon  the  subject  of  Miss  Mon- 
tague's letter  to  her,  preceding, 
and  upon  Mr.  Lovelace's  alter- 
natives, as  mentioned  in  Letter 
xxii.  which  Mr.  Belford  supported 
with  the  utmost  earnestness.  But, 
us  the  result  of  this  conversation 
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will  be  found  in  the  subsequent  let- 
ters, Mr.  Bel  fords  pleas  and  ar- 
guments in  favour  of  his  friend , 
and  the  lady's  ameers , are  omitted. 

LETTER  XXV. 

Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe  to  Miss  Montague. 
dear  madam,  Thursday,  Aug.  3. 

I am  infinitely  obliged  to  you 
for  your  kind  and  condescending 
letter.  A letter,  however,  which 
heightens  my  regrets , as  it  gives 
me  a new  instance  of  what  a happy 
creature  I might  have  been  in  an 
alliance  so  much  approved  of  by 
such  worthy  ladies,  and  which, 
on  their  accounts , and  on  that  of 
Lord  M.  would  have  been  so  re- 
putable to  myself,  and  was  once 
so  desirable. 

But,  indeed,  indeed,  madam, 
my  heart  sincerely  repulses  the 
man,  who,  descended  from  such  a 
family,  could  be  guilty,  first , of 
such  premeditated  violence  as  he 
has  been  guilty  of;  and,  as  he 
knows,  further  intended  me,  on  the 
night  previous  to  the  day  he  set 
out  for  Berkshire ; and,  next , pre- 
tending to  spirit,  could  be  so  mean, 
as  to  wish  to  lift  into  that  family  a 
person  he  was  capable  of  abasing 
into  a companionship  with  the 
most  abandoned  of  her  sex. 

Allow  me  then,  dear  madam,  to 
declare  with  fervour,  that  I think 
I never  could  deserve  to  be  ranked 
with  the  ladies  of  a family  so 
splendid  and  so  noble,  if,  by  vow- 
ing love  and  honour  at  the  altar 
to  such  a violator,  I could  sanctify , 
as  I may  say,  his  unprecedented 
and  elaborate  wickedness. 

Clarissa.  IV. 


Permit  me,  however,  to  make 
one  request  to  my  good  Lord  M. 
and  to  Lady  Betty,  and  Lady 
Sarah , and  to  your  kind  self,  and 
your  sister  — it  is,  that  you  will 
all  be  pleased  to  join  your  autho- 
rity and  interests  to  prevail  upon 
Mr.  Lovelace  not  to  molest  me 
further. 

Be  pleased  to  tell  him,  that,  if  I 
am  designed  for  life, it  will  be  very 
cruel  in  him  to  attempt  to  hunt 
me  out  of  it;  for  I am  determined 
never  to  see  him  more , if  I can 
help  it.  The  more  cruel,  because 
he  knows , that  I have  nobody  to 
defend  me  from  him:  nor  do  I 
wish  to  engage  any  body  to  his 
hurt , or  to  their  own. 

If  I am,  on  the  other  hand,  des- 
tined for  death , it  will  be  no  less 
cruel , if  he  will  not  permit  me  to 
die  in  peace  — since  a peaceable 
and  happy  end  I wish  him.  In- 
deed I do. 

Every  worldly  good  attend  you, 
dear  madam,  and  every  branch  of 
the  honourable  family,  is  the  wish 
of  one,  whose  misfortune  it  is,  that 
she  is  obliged  to  disclaim  any 
other  title  than  that  of, 

Dear  madam, 

Your  and  their  obliged  and 
faithful  servant, 

Clakissa  Harlowe. 

LETTER  XXVI. 

Mr.  Bolford  to  Robert  .Lovelace,  Esq. 

Thursday  afternoon,  Aug.  3. 

I am  just  now  agreeably  sur- 
prised by  the  following  letter,  de- 
livered into  my  hands  by  a mes- 
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senger  from  the  lady.  The  letter 
she  mentions,  as  inclosed,*  I have 
returned , without  taking  a copy 
of  it.  The  contents  of  it  will  soon  I 
be  communicated  to  you,  1 pre- 
sume, by  other  hands.  They  are 
an  absolute  rejection  of  thee  — 
Poor  Lovelace!  — 

TO  JOUN  BELKORD,  ESQ. 

SIR,  Aug.  3. 

You  have  frequently  offered  to 
oblige  me  in  any  thing  that  shall 
be  within  your  power:  and  I have 
such  an  opinion  of  you,  as  to  be 
willing  to  hope , that  at  the  times 
you  made  these  offers,  you  meant 
more  than  mere  compliment. 

I have  , therefore , two  requests 
to  make  you:  the  first  I will  now 
mention;  the  other, if  this  shall  be 
complied  with , otherwise  not. 

It  behoves  me  to  leave  behind 
me  such  an  account  as  may  clear 
up  my  conduct  to  several  of  my 
friends  who  will  not  at  present 
concern  themselves  about  me: 
and  Miss  Howe,  and  her  mother, 
are  very  solicitous  that  I will 
do  so. 

I am  apprehensive  that  I shall 
not  have  time  to  do  this;  and  you 
will  not  wonder  that  I have  less  and 
less  inclination  to  set  about  such 
a painful  task;  especially  as  I 
find  myself  unable  to  look  back 
with  patience  on  what  I have 
suffered:  and  shall  be  too  much 
discomposed  by  the  retrospection, 
were  I obliged  to  make  it,  to  pro- 
ceed with  the  requisite  temper  in 
a task  of  still  greater  importance 
which  I have  before  me. 

* See  the  above  to  Miss  Montague. 


It  is  very  evident  to  me , that 
your  wicked  friend  has  given  you, 
from  time  to  time,  a circumstan- 
jtial  account  of  all  his  behaviour 
to  me,  and  devices  against  me ; and 
you  have  more  than  once  assured 
me,  that  he  has  done  my  character 
all  the  justice  1 could  wish  for, 
both  by  writing  and  speech. 

Now,  sir,  if  X may  have  a fair,  a 
faithful  specimen  from  his  letters 
or  accounts  to  you,  written  upon 
some  of  the  most  interesting  oc- 
casions, 1 shall  be  able  to  judge, 
whether  there  will  or  will  not  be  a 
necessity  for  me,  for  my  honour’s 
sake,  to  enter  ujtou  the  solicited 
task. 

You  may  be  assured,  from  my 
inclosed  answer  to  the  letter  which 
M iss  Montague  has  honoured  me 
with  (and  which  you  will  be 
pleased  to  return  me  as  soon  as 
read)  that  it  is  impossible  for  me 
ever  to  think  of  your  friend  in  the 
way  I am  importuned  to  think  of 
him:  he  cannot  therefore  receive 
any  detriment  from  the  requested 
specimen:  and  I give  you  my 
honour,  that  no  use  shall  be  made 
of  it  to  his  prejudice,  in  law,  or 
otherwise.  And  that  it  may  not, 
after  I am  no  more , I assure  you 
that  it  is  a main  part  of  my  view , 
that  the  passages  you  shall  oblige 
me  with  shall  be  always  in  your 
own  power,  and  not  in  that  of  any 
other  person. 

If,  sir,  you  think  fit  to  comply 
with  my  request,  the  passages"! 
would  wish  to  be  transcribed 
(making  neither  better  nor  worse 
of  the  matter)  are  those  which  he 
has  written  to  you,  on  or  about 
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the  7th  and  8th  of  June,  when  I 
was  alarmed  by  the  wicked  pre- 
tence of  a fire;  and  what  he  has 
written  from  Sunday  June  11  to 
the  19th.  And  in  doing  this  you 
will  much  oblige 

Your  humble  servant, 

Cl.  Hablowe. 

Now,  Lovelace,  since  there  are 
no  hopes  for  thee  of  her  returning 
favour  — since  some  praise  may 
lie  for  thy  ingenuousness,  having 
never  offered  [as  more  diminutive 
minded  libertines  would  have  done ] 
to  palliate  thy  crimes , by  aspers- 
ing the  lady,  or  her  sex  — since 
she  may  be  made  easier  by  it  — 
since  thou  must  fare  better  from 
thine  own  pen,  than  from  hers  — 
and,  finally,  since  thy  actions  have 
manifested,  that  thy  letters  are 
not  the  most  guilty  part  of  what 
she  knows  of  thee  — 1 see  not  why 
I may  not  oblige  her,  upon  her 
honour,  and  under  the  restrictions, 
and  for  the  reasons  she  has  given ; 
and  this  without  breach  of  the 
confidence  due  to  friendly  com- 
munications; especially  as  I might 
have  added , Since  thou  gloriest  in 
thy  pen , and  in  thy  wickedness,  and 
canst  not  be  ashamed. 

But,  be  this  as  it  may,  she  toill 
be  obliged  before  thy  remon- 
strances or  clamours  against  it 
can  come : so,  pr’ytliee,  now  make 
the  best  of  it,  and  rave  not;  except 
for  the  sake  of  a pretence  against 
me,  and  to  exercise  thy  talent  at 
execration:  — and,  if  thoulikest 
to  do  so  for  these  reasons,  rave  and 
welcome. 

I long  to  know  what  the  second 


request  is:  but  this  I know,  that,  if 
it  be  any  thing  less  than  cutting 
thy  throat,  or  endangering  my  own 
neck,  I will  certainly  comply,  and 
be  proud  of  having  it  in  my  power 
to  oblige  her. 

■ And  now  I am  actually  going  to 
be  busy  in  the  extracts. 


LETTER  XXVII. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Miss  Clarissa  Ilarlowe. 

madam,  Ang.  3,  4. 

You  have  engaged  me  to  com- 
municate to  you,  upon  honour, 
(making  neither  better  nor  worse 
of  the  matter)  what  Air.  Lovelace 
has  written  to  me  in  relation  to 
yourself,  in  the  period  preceding 
your  going  to  Hampstead , and  in 
that  between  the  11th  and  19th  of 
June:  and  you  assure  me,  you 
have  no  view  in  this  request,  but 
to  see  if  it  be  necessary  for  you, 
from  the  account  he  gives,  to 
touch  the  painful  subjects  your- 
self, for  the  sake  of  your  own 
character.  * 

Your  commands,  madam,  are  of 
a very  delicate  nature,  as  they 
may  seem  to  affect  the  secrets  of 
private  friendship:  but  as  I kuow 
you  are  not  capable  of  a view  the 
| motives  to  which  you  will  not 
own;  and  as  I think  the  communi- 
cation may  do  some  credit  to  my 
unhappy  friend’s  character  as  an 
ingenuous  man;  though  his  actions 
by  the  most  excellent  woman  in 
the  world  have  lost  him  all  title 
to  that  of  an  honourable  one;  I 
obey  you  with  the  greater  cheer- 
fulness. 

5* 
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He  then  proceeds  with  his  extracts , 
and  concludes  them  with  an  ad- 
dress to  her  in  his  friend's  behalf 
in  the  following  words: 

“And  now,  madam,  I have  ful- 
filled your  commands;  and,  I hope, 
have  not  dis-served  my  friend  with 
you , since  you  will  hereby  see  the 
justice  he  does  to  your  virtue  in 
every  line  he  writes.  He  does  the 
same  in  all  his  letters,  though  to 
his  own  condemnation:  and  give 
me  leave  to  add,  that  if  this  ever- 
amiable  sufferer  can  think  it  in 
any  manner  consistent  with  her 
honour  to  receive  his  vows  at  the 
altar,  on  his  truly  penitent  turn  of 
mind , I have  not  the  least  doubt, 
but  that  he  will  make  her  the  best 
and  tenderest  of  husbands.  - What 
obligation  will  not  the  admirable 
lady  hereby  lay  upon  all  his  noble 
family,  who  so  greatly  admire  her! 
and,  I will  presume  to  say,  upon 
her  own , when  the  unhappy  family 
aversion  (which  certainly  has  been 
carried  to  an  unreasonable  height 
against  him)  shall  b6  got  over, 
and  a general  reconciliation  takes 
place ! For  who  is  it , that  would 
not  give  these  two  admirable  per- 
sons to  each  other,  were  not  his 
morals  an  objection?” 

However  this  be,  I would  humbly 
refer  to  you,  madam , whether,  as 
you  will  be  mistress  of  very  deli- 
cate particulars  from  ;«e,  his  friend, 
you  should  not  in  honour  think 
ourself  concerned  to  pass  them 
y,  as  if  you  had  never  seen  them; 
and  not  to  take  any  advantage  of 
the  communication , not  even  in 
argument,  as  some  perhaps  might  [ 


lie,  with  respect  to  the  premeditated 
design  he  seems  to  have  had , not 
against  you, as  you;  butasagainst 
the  sex;  over  whom  (I  am  sorry  I 
can  bear  witness  myself)  it  is  the 
villainous  aim  of  all  libertines  to 
triumph:  and  1 would  not,  if  any 
misunderstanding  should  arise  be- 
tween him  and  me,  give  him  room 
to  reproach  me,  that  his  losing 
of  you,  and  (through  his  usage 
of  you)  of  his  own  friends,  were 
owing  to  what  perhaps  he  would 
call  a breach  of  trust,  were  he  to 
judge  rather  by  the  event  than  by 
my  intention.  I am,  madam,  with 
the  most  profound  veneration, 
Your  most  faithful  humble 
servant, 

J.  Belfobd. 

LETTER  XXVIII. 

Miss  Cl.  Harlowe  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 
sir,  Friday,  Aug.  4. 

I hold  myself  extremely  obliged 
to  you  for  your  communications. 

I will  make  no  use  of  them,  that 
you  shall  have  reason  to  reproach 
either  yourself  or  me  with.  I 
wanted  no  new  lights  to  make 
the  unhappy  man’s  premeditated 
baseness  to  me  unquestionable,  as 
my  answer  to  Miss  Montague’s 
letter  might  convince  you*. 

I must  own  in  his  favour,  that 
he  has  observed  some  decency  in 
his  accounts  to  you  of  the  most  in- 
decent and  shocking  actions.  And 
if  all  his  strangely  communicative 
narrations  are  equally  decent, 
nothing  will  be  rendered  crim- 
inally odious  by  them,  but  the 
* See  Letter  xxv. 
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vile  heart  that  could  meditate 
such  contrivances,  as  were  much 
stronger  evidences  of  his  in- 
humanity, than  of  his  wit:  since 
men  of  very  contemptible  parts 
and  understanding  may  succeed 
in  the  vilest  attempts , if  they  can 
once  bring  themselves  to  trample 
on  the  sanctions  which  bind  man 
to  man , and  sooner  upon  an  inno- 
cent person  than  upon  any  other; 
because  such  a one  is  apt  to  judge 
of  the  integrity  of  others’  hearts 
by  its  own. 

I find  I have  had  great  reason 
to  think  myself  obliged  to  your 
intention  in  the  whole  progress  of 
my  sufferings.  It  is,  however,  im- 
possible, sir,  to  miss  the  natural 
inference  on  this  occasion,  that 
lies  against  his  predetermined 
baseness.  But  I say  the  less , be- 
cause you  shall  not  think  I bor- 
row, from  what  you  have  com- 
municated, aggravations  that  are 
not  needed. 

And  now,  sir,  that  I may  spare 
you  the  trouble  of  offering  any 
future  arguments  in  his  favour,  let 
me  tell  you , that  I have  weighed 
every  thing  thoroughly  — all  that 
human  vanity  could  suggest  — all 
that  a desirable  reconciliation 
with  my  friends , and  the  kind  re- 
spects of  his  own , could  bid  me  to 
hope  for  — the  enjoyment  of  Miss 
Howe’s  friendship , the  dearest 
consideration  to  me,  now,  of  all 
worldly  ones  — all  these  I have 
weighed:  and  the  result  is,  and 
was  before  you  favoured  me  with 
these  communications,  that  I have 
more  satisfaction  in  the  hope,  that, 
in  one  month  there  will  be  an  end 


[ of  all  with  me,  than  in  the  most 
agreeable  things  that  could  hap- 
pen from  an  alliance  with  Mr. 
Lovelace,  although  I were  to  be  as- 
sured he  would  make  the  best  and 
tenderest  of  husbands.  But  as  to 
the  rest ; if,  satisfied  with  the  evils 
he  has  brought  upon  me,  he  will 
forbear  all  further  persecutions  of 
me,  I will,  to  my  last  hour,  wish 
him  good:  although  he  hath  over- 
whelmed the  fatherless , and  digged  a 
pit  for  his  friend:  fatherless  may 
she  well  be  called,  and  motherless 
too,  who  has  been  denied  all  pa- 
ternal protection  and  motherly 
forgiveness. 

* * * 

And  now,  sir,  acknowledging 
gratefully  your  favour  in  the  ex- 
tracts, I come  to  the  second  re- 
quest I had  to  make  you;  which 
requires  a great  deal  of  courage 
to  mention:  and  which  courage 
nothing  but  a great  deal  of  dis- 
tress , and  a very  destitute  condi- 
tion, can  give.  But  if  improper, 
I can  but  be  denied ; and  dare  to 
say,  I shall  be  at  least  excused. 
Thus,  then,  I preface  it: 

“ You  see,  sir,  that  I am  thrown 
absolutely  into  the  hands  of 
strangers,  who,  although  as  kind 
and  compassionate  as  strangers 
can  be  wished  to  be,  are  neverthe- 
less persons  from  whom  I cannot 
expect  any  thing  more  than  pity 
and  good  wishes ; nor  can  my  me- 
mory receive  from  them  any  more 
protection  than  my  person,  if 
either  should  need  it. 

“If  then  1 request  it,  of  the  only 
person  possessed  of  materials  that 
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will  enable  him  to  do  my  charac- 
ter justice; 

“And  who  has  courage,  inde- 
pendence, and  ability  to  oblige 
me; 

“To  be  the  protector  of  my  me- 
mory, as  I may  say ; 

“And  to  be  my  executor;  and 
to  see  some  of  my  dying  requests 
performed ; 

“And  if  I leave  it  to  him  to  do 
the  whole  in  his  own  way,  man- 
ner, and  time;  consulting,  how- 
ever , in  requisite  cases , my  dear 
Miss  Howe ; 

“I  presume  to  hope,  that  this 
my  second  request  may  be  grant- 
ed.” 

And  if  it  may,  these  satisfac- 
tions will  accrue  to  me  from  the 
favour  done  me,  and  the  office 
undertaken: 

“It  will  be  an  honour  to  my 
memory,  with  all  those  who  shall 
know,  that  I was  so  well  satisfied 
of  my  innocence , that  having  not 
time  to  write  my  own  story,  I 
could  intrust  it  to  the  relation 
which  the  destroyer  of  my  fame 
and  fortunes  has  given  of  it. 

“I  shall  not  be  apprehensive  of 
involving  any  one  in  troubles  or 
hazards  by  this  task , either  with 
my  own  relations,  or  with  your 
friend;  having  dispositions  to 
make,  which  perhaps  my  own 
friends  will  not  be  so  well  pleased 
with  as  it  were  to  be  wished  they 
would  be ; as  I intend  not  unreason- 
able ones;  but  you  know,  sir, 
where  self  is  judge , matters , even 
with  good  people , will  not  always 
be  rightly  judged  of. 

“1  shall  also  be  freed  from  the 

i>. 


pain  of  recollecting  things  that  my 
soul  is  vexed  at;  and  this  at  a time 
when  its  tumults  should  be  allayed, 
in  order  to  make  way  for  the  most 
important  preparation. 

“And  who  knows,  but  that  Mr. 
Belford,who  already,  from  a prin- 
ciple of  humanity,  is  touched  at 
my  misfortunes,  when  he  comes  to 
revolve  the  whole  story,  placed 
before  him  in  one  strong  light; 
and  when  he  shall  have  the  cata- 
strophe likewise  before  him;  and 
shall  become  in  a manner  inter- 
ested in  it:  who  knows,  but  that, 
from  a still  higher  principle,  he  may 
so  regulate  his  future  actions , as 
to  find  his  own  reward  in  the  ever- 
lasting welfare  which  is  wished 
him  by  his 

“ Obliged  servant, 
“Clarissa  HarlOwe.” 

LETTER  XXIX. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Miss  Clarissa  Ilarlowe. 

madam,  Friday,  Aug.  4. 

1 am  so  sensible  of  the  honour 
done  me  in  yours  of  this  day,  that 
I would  not  delay  for  one  moment 
the  answering  of  it.  1 hope  you 
will  live  to  see  many  happy  years, 
and  to  be  your  own  executrix  in 
those  points  which  your  heart  is 
most  set  upon.  But,  in  case  of 
survivorship,  1 most  readily  ac- 
cept of  the  sacred  office  you  are 
pleased  to  offer  me;  and  you  may 
absolutely  rely  upon  my  fidelity, 
and,  if  possible,  upon  the  literal 
performance  of  every  article  you 
shall  enjoin  me. 

The  effect  of  the  kind  wish  you 
conclude  with , has  been  my  con- 
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cern  ever  since  I have  been  ad- 
mitted to  the  honour  of  your  con- 
versation. It  shall  be  my  whole 
endeavour  that  it  be  not  in  vain. 
The  happiness  of  approaching 
you,  which  this  trust,  as  1 presume, 
will  give  me  frequent  opportuni- 
ties of  doing,  must  necessarily 
promote  the  desirable  end;  since 
it  will  be  impossible  to  be  a wit- 
ness of  your  piety , equanimity, 
and  other  virtues , and  not  aspire 
to  emulate  you.  All  I beg  is,  that 
you  will  not  suffer  any  future  can- 
didate, or  event,  to  displace  me; 
unless  some  new  instances  of  un- 
worthiness appear  either  in  the 
morals  or  behaviour  of, 

Madam, 

Your  most  obliged  and  faith- 
ful servant, 

J.  Belford. 

LETTER  XXX. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Friday  night,  Aug.  4. 

I have  actually  delivered  to  the 
lady  the  extracts  she  requested 
me  to  give  her  from  your  letters. 
I do  assure  you  that  1 have  made 
the  very  best  of  the  matter  for 
you , not  that  conscience , but  that 
friendship,  could  oblige  me  to 
make.  1 have  changed  or  omit- 
ted some  free  words.  The  warm 
description  of  her  person  in  the 
fire  scene,  as  I may  call  it,  I have 
omitted.  I have  told  her  ; that  1 
have  done  justice  to  you,  in  the 
justice  you  have  done  to  her  un- 
exampled virtue.  But  take  the 
very  words  which  I wrote  to  her  im- 
mediately following  the  extracts: 


“And  now,  madam,"  — See  the 
paragraph  marked  with  hirer  ted 
commas , [“  thus]  p.  G8. 

The  lady  is  extremely  uneasy 
at  the  thoughts  of  your  attempt- 
ing to  visit  her.  For  heaven’s  sake 
(your  word  being  given)  and  for 
pity’s  sake  (for  she  is  really  in  a 
very  weak  and  languishing  way) 
let  me  beg  of  you  not  to  think 
of  it. 

Yesterday  afternoon  she  re- 
ceived a cruel  letter  (as  Mrs.  Lo- 
vick  supposes  it  to  be,  by  the 
effect  it  had  upon  her)  from  her 
sister  in  answer  to  one  written 
last  Saturday,  entreating  a bless- 
ing and  forgiveness  from  her  pa- 
rents. 

She  acknowledges,  that  jf  the 
same  decency  and  justice  are  ob- 
served in  all  your  letters,  as  in  the 
] extracts  I have  obliged  her  with 
(as  I have  assured  her  they  are), 
she  shall  think  herself  freed  from 
the  necessity  of  writing  her  own 
story:  and  this  is  an  advantage 
to  thee  which  thou  oughtcst  to 
thank  me  for. 

But  what  thinkest  thou  is  the 
second  request  she  had  to  make  to 
me?  No  other  than  that  I would 
be  her  executor!  — Her  motives 
will  appear  before  thee  in  proper 
time;  and  then,  I dare  to  answer, 
will  be  satisfactory. 

You  cannot  imagine  how  proud 
I am  of  this  trust.  I am  afraid 
I shall  too  soon  come  into  the 
execution  of  it.  As  she  is  al- 
ways writing,  what  a melancholy 
pleasure  will  the  perusal  and  dis- 
position of  her  papers  afford  me ! 
Such  a sweetness  of  temper,  so 
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much  patience  and  resignation  as  ] both  together  — otherwise , for 
she  seems  to  be  mistress  of;  yet  j her  sister’s  sake,  it  were  no  matter 
writing  of,  and  in  the  midst  of  pre-  \ how  few  saw  the  poor  Bella’s 
sent  distresses ! How  much  more  letter. 

lively  and  affecting,  for  that  rea-  I knew  she  would  be  displeased 
son,  must  her  style  be;  her  mind  if  I had  censured  the  cruelty  of 
tortured  by  the  pangs  of  uncer-  her  relations:  I therefore  only 
tainty  (the  events  then  hidden  in  said,  that  surely  she  must  have 
the  womb  of  Fate),  than  the  dry,  enemies,  who  hoped  to  find  their 
narrative,  unanimated  style  of  account  in  keeping  up  the  re- 
persons, relating  difficulties  and  sentments  of  her  friends  against 
dangers  surmounted;  the  relator  her. 

perfectly  at  ease;  and  if  himself  It  may  be  so,  Mr.  Belford,  said 
unmoved  by  his  own  story,  not  she:  the  unhappy  never  want 
likely  greatly  to  affect  the  reader ! enemies.  One  fault,  wilfully  com- 
mitted, authorizes  the  imputation 
Saturday  morning,  Aug.  5.  of  many  more.  Where  the  ear  is 
I am  just  returned  from  visiting  opened  to  accusations , accusers 
the  lady,  and  thanking  her  in  per-  will  not  be  wanting ; and  every 
son  for  the  honour  she  has  done  one  will  officiously  come  with  sto- 
me ; and  assuring  her,  if  called  to  ries  against  the  disgraced  child, 
the  sacred  trust,  of  the  utmost  where  nothing  dare  be  said  in  her 
fidelity  and  exactness.  favour.  I should  have  been  wise 

I found  her  very  ill.  I took  no-  in  time,  and  not  have  needed  to 
tice  of  it.  She  said,  she  had  re-  be  convinced,  by  my  ownmisfor- 
ceived  a second  hard-hearted  tunes,  of  the  truth  of  what  corn- 
letter  from  her  sister;  and  she  had  mon  experience  daily  demon- 
been  writing  a letter  (and  that  on  strates.  Mr.  Lovelace’s  baseness, 
her  knees)  directly  to  her  mother;  j my  father’sinflexibility,mysister’s 
which,  before , she  had  not  had  the  reproaches,  are  the  natural  con- 
courage  to  do.  It  was  for  a last  sequences  of  my  own  rashness ; so 
blessing,  and  forgiveness.  No  I must  make  the  best  of  my  hard 
wonder,  she  said,  that  I saw  her  [lot.  Only,  as  these  consequences 
affected.  Now  tnat  I had  ac-  follow  one  another  so  closely, 
cepted  of  the  last  charitable  office  while  they  are  tiew,  how  caul  help 
for  her  (for  which,  as  well  as  for  being  anew  affected? 
complying  with  her  other  request,  j I asked  if  a letter  written  by 
she  thanked  me)  I should  one  day  myself,  by  her  doctor  or  apothe- 
have  all  these  letters  before  me : | cary,  to  any  of  her  friends,  repre- 
and  could  she  have  a kind  one  in  senting  her  low  state  of  health, 
return  to  that  she  had  been  now  and  great  humility,  would  be  ac- 
writing,  to  counterbalance  the  un-  ceptable?  Or  if  a journey  to  any 
kind  one  she  had  from  her  sister,  of  them  would  be  of  service,  X 
she  might  be  induced  to  shew  me , would  gladly  undertake  it  in  per- 
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son,  and  strictly  conform  to  her! 
orders,  to  whomsoever  she  should 
direct  me  to  apply. 

She  earnestly  desired,  that  no- 
thing of  this  sort  might  be  at- 
tempted, especially  without  her 
knowledge  and  consent.  Miss 
Howe,  she  said,  had  done  harm 
by  her  kindly  intended  zeal ; and 
if  there  were  room  to  expect  fa- 
vour by  mediation,  she  had  ready 
at  hand  a kind  friend,  Mrs.  Nor- 
ton, who  for  piety  and  prudence 
had  few  equals;  and  who  would 
let  slip  no  opportunity  to  endea- 
vour to  do  her  service. 

I let  her  know,  that  I was  going 
out  of  town  till  Monday.  She 
wished  me  pleasure;  and  said  she 
should  be  glad  to  see  me  on  my 
return.  Adieu ! 


LETTER  XXXI. 

Miss  Arab.  Harlowe  to  Miss  Cl.  Harlowe. 
[hi  answer  to  hers  of  July  29.  See  No.xix.) 

Thursday  morn.  Aug.  3. 

SrSTER  CLARY  , 

I wish  you  would  not  trouble 
me  with  any  more  of  your  letters 
You  had  always  a knack  at  writ-  \ 
ing;  and  depended  upon  making! 
every  one  do  what  you  would 
when  you  wrote,  but  your  wit  and 
your  folly  have  undone  you.  And  | 
now,  as  all  naughty  creatures  do, ! 
when  they  can’t  help  themselves, 
you  come  begging  and  praying, 1 
and  make  others  as  uneasy  as 
yourself. 

When  I wrote  last  to  you,  I ex- 
pected that  I should  not  be  at  rest. 

And  so  you’d  creep  on,  by  little 
and  little,  till  you’ll  want  to  be  re- 
ceived again. 


But'  you  only  hope  for  for- 
giveness, and  a blessing,  you  say. 
A blessing  for  what,  sister  Clary? 
Think  for  what!  — However,  I 
re’d  your  letter  to  my  father  and 
mother. 

I won’t  tell  you  what  my  father 
said  — one  who  has  the  true  sense 
you  boast  to  have  of  your  mis- 
deeds, may  guess,  without  my 
telling  you,  what  a justly  incensed 
father  would  say  on  such  an  occa- 
sion. 

My  poor  mother  — 0 wretch! 
what  has  not  yourungrateful  folly 
cost  my  poor  mother!  — Had  you 
been  less  a darling,  you  would 
not,  perhaps,  have  keen  so  grace- 
less: but  1 never  in  my  life  saw  a 
cockered  favourite  come  to  good. 

My  heart  is  full,  and  1 can’t 
help  writing  my  mind;  for  your 
crimes  have  disgraced  us  all ; and 
I am  afraid  and  ashamed  to  go  to 
any  public  or  private  assembly  or 
diversion : — I need  not  say  why, 
when  your  actions  are  the  subject 
either  of  the  open  talk,  or  of  the 
affronting  whispers,  of  both  sexes 
at  all  such  places. 

Upon  the  whole,  I am  sorry  I 
have  no  more  comfort  to  send 
you : but  I find  nobody  willing  to 
forgive  you. 

1 don’t  know  what  time  may  do 
for  you;  and  when  it  is  seen  that 
your  penitence  is  not  owing  more 
to  disappointment  than  to  true 
conviction:  for  it  is  too  propable, 
Miss  Clary,  that,  had  you  gone  on 
as  swimmingly  as  you  expected, 
and  had  not  your  feather-headed 
villain  abandoned  you,  we  should 
have  heard  nothing  of  these  moy- 
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ing  supplications:  nor  of  any 
thing  but  defiances  from  him,  and 
a guilt  gloried  in  from  you.  And 
this  is  every  one’s  opinion  as  well 
as  that  of 

Your  afflicted  sister, 
Arabella  IIarlowe. 

I send  this  by  a particular  hand, 
who  undertakes  to  give  it 
you,  or  leave  it  for  you  by  to- 
morrow night. 

LETTER  XXXII. 

Alias  Clarissa  Harlowu  to  her  Mother. 

HONOURED  MADAM,  Sat.  Aug.  5. 

No  self-convicted  criminal  ever 
approached  her  angry  and  just 
j udge  with  greater  awe,  nor  with 
a truer  contrition,  than  I do  you 
by  these  lines. 

Indeed  I must  say,  that  if  the 
matter  of  my  humble  prayer  had 
not  respected  my  future  welfare,  I 
had  not  dared  to  take  this  liberty. 
But  my  heart  is  set  upon  it,  as 
upon  a thing  next  to  God  Al- 
mighty’s forgiveness  necessary 
for  me. 

Had  my  happy  sister  known  my 
distresses,  she  would  not  have 
wrung  my  heart,  as  she  has  done, 
by  a severity  which  I must  needs 
think  unkind  and  unsisterly. 

But  complaint  of  any  unkind- 
ness from  her  belongs  not  to  me: 
yet,  as  she  is  pleased  to  write, 
that  it  must  be  seen  that  my  peni- 
tence is  less  owing  to  disappoint- 
ment than  to  true  conviction,  per- 
mit me,  madam,  to  insist  upon 
it,  that,  if  such  a plea  can  be  al- 
lowed me,  I am  actually  entitled  to 
the  blessing  I sue  for;  since  my 


humble  prayer  is  founded  upon  a 
true  and  unfeigned  repentance: 
and  this  you  will  the  readier  be- 
lieve, if  the  creature  who  never,  to 
the  best  of  her  remembi-ance,  told 
her  mamma  a wilful  falsehood, 
may  be  credited,  when  she  de- 
clares, as  she  does  in  the  most  so- 
lemn manner,  that  she  met  the 
seducer  with  a determination  not 
to  go  off  with  him : that  the  rash 
step  was  owing  more  to  compul- 
sion than  to  infatuatipn ; and  that 
her  heart  was  so  little  in  it,  that 
she  repented  and  grieved  from  the 
moment  she  found  herself  in  his 
power;  and  for  every  moment 
after,  for  several  weeks  before  she 
had  any  cause  from  him  to  appre- 
hend the  usage  she  met  with. 

Wherefore,  on  my  knees,  my 
ever-honoured  mamma,  (for  on  my 
knees  I write  this  letter)  I do  most 
humbly  beg  your  blessing:  say 
but,  in  so  many  words,  (1  ask  you 
not,  madam,  to  call  me  your 
daughter)  — Lost , unhappy  wretch , 
I forgive  you!  and  may  God  bless 
you!  — this  is  all!  let  me,  on  a 
blessed  scrap  of  paper,  but  see 
one  sentence  to  this  effect,  under 
your  dear  hand,  that  I may  hold  it 
to  my  heart  in  my  most  trying 
struggles,  and  I shall  think  it  a 
passport  to  heaven.  And  if  I do 
not  too  much  presume,  and  it 
were  we  instead  of  I,  and  both 
your  honoured  names  subjoined 
to  it,  1 should  then  have  nothing 
more  to  wish.  Then  would  I say . 
“Great  and  merciful  God;  thou 
seest  here  in  this  paper  thy  poor 
unworthy  creature  absolved  by 
her  justly  offended  parents:  O 
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join,  for  my  Redeemer’s  sake,  thy 
all-gracious  fiat , and  receive  a re- 
pentant sinner  to  the  arms  of  thy 
mercy ! ” 

I can  conjure  you,  madam,  by 
no  subject  of  motherly  tenderness, 
that  will  not,  in  the  opinion  of  my 
severe  censurers,  (before  whom 
this  humble  address  must  appear) 
add  to  my  reproach : let  me  there- 
fore, for  God’s  sake,  prevail  upon 
you  to  pronounce  me  blest  and 
forgiven,  since  you  will  thereby 
sprinkle  comfort  through  the  last 
hours  of  Your 

Clarissa  IIarlowe. 

LETTER  XXXIII. 

Miss  Montague  to  Miss  Clarissa  Ilarlowe. 
[In  answer  to  hers  ofAurj.3.  SeeNo.xxv.j 

dbah  madam,  Monday,  Aug.  7. 

We  were  all  of  opinion  before 
your  letter  came,  that  Mr.  Love- 
lace was  utterly  unworthy  of  you, 
and  deserved  condign  punishment, 
rather  than  to  be  blessed  with  such 
a wife:  and  hoped  far  more  from 
your  kind  consideration  for  us, 
than  any  we  supposed  you  could 
have  for  so  base  an  injurer.  For 
we  were  all  determined  to  love 
you,  and  admire  you,  let  his  be- 
haviour to  you  be  what  it  would. 

But,  after  your  letter,  what  can 
be  said  ? 

I am,  however,  commanded  to 
write  in  all  the  subscribingnames, 
to  let  you  know  how  greatly  your 
sufferings  have  affected  us:  to  tell 
you,  that  my  Lord  M.  has  forbid 
him  ever  more  to  enter  the  doors 
of  the  apartments  where  he  shall 


be:  and  as  you  labour  under  the 
unhappy  effects  of  your  friends’ 
displeasure,  which  may  subject 
you  to  inconveniences , his  Lord- 
ship  , and  Lady  Sarah , and  Lady 
Betty,  beg  of  you  to  accept  for 
your  life,  or,  at  least,  till  you  are 
admitted  to  enjoy  vour  own  estate, 
of  one  hundred  guineas  per 
quarter,  which  will  be  regularly 
brought  you  by  an  especial  hand, 
and  of  the  inclosed  bank  bill  for  a 
beginning.  And  do  not,  dearest 
madam,  we  all  beseech  you,  do  not 
I think  you  are  beholden  (for  this 
token  of  Lord  M.’s  and  Lady 
Sarah’s  and  Lady  Betty’s  love 
to  you)  to  the  friends  of  this  vile 
man;  for  he  has  not  one  friend 
left  among  us. 

We  each  of  us  desire  to  be  fa- 
voured with  a place  in  your  esteem ; 
and  to  be  considered  upon  the 
same  foot  of  relationship,  as  if 
what  was  once  so  much  our  plea- 
sure to  hope  would  be,  had  been. 
And  it  shall  be  our  united  prayer, 
that  you  may  recover  health  and 
spirits,  and  live  to  seemany  happy 
years:  and  since  this  wretch  can 
no  more  be  pleaded  for,  that,  when 
he  is  gone  abroad,  as  he  is  now 
preparing  to  do,  we  may  be  per- 
mitted the  honour  of  a personal 
acquaintance  with  a lady  who  has 
no  equal.  These  are  the  earnest 
requests,  dearest  young  lady,  of 
Your  affectionate  friends, 
and  most  faithful  servants, 

M. 

Sahau  Sadleir. 

F.liz.  Lawrence. 

Chari..  Montague. 

Maktu.  Montague. 
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You  will  break  the  hearts  of  the 
three  first-named  more  partieu- 1 
larly,  if  you  refuse  them  your 
acceptance.  Dearest  young 
lady,  punish  not  them  for  his 
crimes.  We  send  by  a particu- 
lar hand,  which  will  bring  us, 
we  hope,  your  accepting  favour. 
Mr.  Lovelace  writes  by  the  same 
hand:  but  he  knows  nothing  of 
our  letter,  nor  we  of  his:  for  we 
shun  each  other;  and  one  part 
of  the  house  holds  us,  another 
him , the  remotest  from  each 
other. 

LETTER  XXXIY. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Saturday,  Aug.  5. 

I am  so  excessively  disturbed  at 
the  contents  of  Miss  Harlowe’s 
answer  to  my  cousin  Charlotte’s 
letter  of  Tuesday  last  (which  was 
given  her  by  the  same  fellow  that 
gave  me  yours)  that  I have  hardly 
patience  or  consideration  enough 
to  weigh  what  you  write. 

She  had  need  indeed  to  cry  out 
for  mercy  for  herself  from  her 
friends,  who  knows  not  how  to 
shew  any ! she  is  a true  daughter 
of  the  Harlowe’s  — by  my  soul, 
Jack,  she  is  a true  daughter  of  the 
Harlowe’s!  yet  has  she  so  many 
excellencies,  that  I must  love  her ; 
and  fool  that  I am,  love  her  the 
more  for  her  despising  me. 

Thou  runnestonwiththyeursed 
nonsensical  reformado  rote,  of 
dying,  dying,  dying!  and,  having 
once  got  the  word  by  the  end, 
canst  not  help  foisting  it  in  at 
every  period!  The  devil  take  me, 


j if  I don’t  think  thou  would’ st  give 
her  poison  with  thy  own  hands 
rather  than  she  should  recover, 
and  rob  thee  of  the  merit  of  being 
a conjurer! 

But  no  more  of  thy  cursed  knell ; 
thy  changes  upon  death’s  candle- 
stick turned  bottom  upwards: 
she’ll  live  to  bury  me;  I see  that: 
for  by  my  soul,  I can  neither  eat, 
drink,  nor  sleep : nor,  what  is  still 
worse,  love  any  woman  in  the 
world  but  her.  Nor  care  I to  look 
upon  a woman  now:  on  the  con- 
trary , I turn  my  head  from  every 
one  I meet:  except  by  chance  an 
eye,  an  air,  a feature,  strikes  me 
resembling  hers  in  some  glaneing- 
by  face;  and  then  1 cannot  for- 
bear looking  again;  though  the 
second  look  recovers  me ; for  there 
can  be  nobody  like  her. 

But  surely,  Belford,  the  devil’s 
in  this  woman!  the  more  I think 
of  her  nonsense  and  obstinacy  the 
less  patience  I have  with  her.  Is 
it  possible  she  can  do  herself,  her 
family,  her  friends,  so  much 
justice  any  other  way,  as  by  marry- 
ing me  ? Were  she  sure  she  should 
live  but  a day , she  ought  to  die  a 
wife.  If  her  Christian  revenge  will 
not  let  her  wish  to  do  so  for  her  own 
sake,  ought  she  not  for  the  sake 
of  her  family,  and  of  her  sex,  which 
she  pretends  sometimes  to  have 
so  much  concern  for?  And  if  no 
sake  is  dear  enough  to  move  her 
Harlowe-spirit  in  my  favour,  has 
she  any  title  to  the  pity  thou  so 
pitifully  art  always  bespeaking 
for  her  ? 

As  to  the  difference  which  her 
letter  has  made  between  me  and 
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the  stupid  family  here  [and  I must 
tell  thee  we  are  all  broke  in  piecesj, 
I value  not  that  of  a button.  They 
are  fools  to  anathematize  and  curse 
me,  who  can  give  them  ten  curses 
for  one,  were  they  to  hold  it  for  a 
day  together. 

I have  one  half  of  the  house  to 
myself;  and  that  the  best;  for  the 
great  enjoy  that  least  which  costs 
them  most:  grandeur  and  use  are 
two  things:  the  common  part  is 
theirs;  the  state  part  is  mine: 
and  here  I lord  it,  and  will  lord  it, 
as  long  as  1 please;  while  the  two 
pursy  sisters,  the  old  gouty  bro- 
ther , and  the  two  musty  nieces, 
are  stived  up  in  the  other  half,  and 
dare  not  stir  for  fear  of  meeting 
me:  whom  (that’s  the  jest  of  it) 
they  have  forbidden  coming  into 
their  apartments,  as  I have  them 
into  mine.  And  so  I have  them 
all  prisoners , while  I range  about 
as  I please.  Pretty  dogs  and 
doggesses  to  quarrel  and  bark  at 
me,  and  yet,  whenever  I appear, 
afraid  to  pop  out  of  their  kennels ; 
or  if  out  before  they  see  me,  at  the 
sight  of  me  run  growling  in  again, 
with  their  flapt  ears , their  sweep- 
ing dewlaps , and  their  quivering 
tails  curling  inwards. 

And  here,  while  1 am  thus 
worthily  waging  war  with  beetles, 
drones , wasps , and  hornets , and 
am  all  on  fire  with  the  rage  of 
slighted  love,  thou  art  regaling 
thyself  with  phlegm  and  rock- 
water  , and  art  going  on  with  thy 
reformation  scheme,  and  thy  exul- 
tations in  my  misfortunes! 

The  devil  take  thee  for  an  in- 
sensible dough-baked  varlet!  1 


have  no  more  patience  with  thee 
than  with  the  lady;  for  thou 
knowest  nothing  either  of  love  or 
friendship,  but  art  as  unworthy  of 
the  one  as  incapable  of  the  other; 
else  wouldest  thou  not  rejoice , as 
thou  dost,  under  the  grimace  of 
pity , in  my  disappointments. 

And  thou  art  a pretty  fellow,  art 
thou  not?  to  engage  to  transcribe 
for  her  some  parts  of  my  letters 
written  to  thee  in  confidence? 
Letters  that  thoushouldestsooner 
have  parted  with  thy  cursed 
tongue,  than  have  owned  thou 
ever  hadst  received  such:  yet 
these  are  now  to  be  communicated 
to  her!  But  I charge  thee,  and  woe 
be  to  thee  if  it  be  too  late!  that 
thou  do  not  oblige  her  with  a line 
of  mine. 

If  thou  hast  done  it,  the  least 
vengeance  I will  take,  is  to  break 
through  my  honour  given  to  thee 
not  to  visit  her,  as  thou  wilt  have 
broken  through  thine  to  me,  in 
communicating  letters  written 
under  the  seal  of  friendship. 

1 am  now  convinced , too  sadly 
for  my  hopes , by  her  letter  to  my 
cousin  Charlotte,  that  she  is  deter- 
mined never  to  have  me. 

Unprecedented  wickedness , she 
calls  mine  to  her.  But  how  does 
she  know  what  love , in  its  flaming 
ardour , will  stimulate  men  to  do  ? 
How  does  she  know  the  requisite 
distinctions  of  the  words  she  uses 
in  this  case?  — To  think  the icorst, 
and  to  be  able  to  make  comparisons 
in  these  very  delicate  situations, 
must  she  not  be  less  delicate  than 
1 had  imagined  her  to  be?  — But 
she  has  heard  that  the  devil  is 
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black;  and  having  a mind  to  make  may  she  despise  me  for  suffering 
one  of  me,  brays  together , in  the  her  to  do  so. 

mortar  of  her  wild  fancy , twenty  She  leftmeZote  and  mean  indeed ! 

chimney-sweepers,  in  order  to  And  the  impression  holds  with  her 
make  one  sootier  than  ordinary  — I could  tear  my  flesh,  that  I 
rise  out  of  the  dirty  mass.  gave  her  not  cause  — that  I 

But  what  a whirlwind  does  she  humbled  her  not  indeed; — or  that 
raise  in  my  soul,  by  her  proud  I staid  not  in  town  to  attend  her 
contempts  of  me!  Never,  never,  motions  instead  of  Lord  M.’s,  till  1 
was  mortal  man’s  pride  so  mor-  could  have  exalted  myself,  by 
titled ! How  does  she  sink  me,  giving  to  myself  a wife  superior  to 
even  in  my  own  eyes?  — “Her  all  trial,  to  all  temptation. 
heart  sincerely  repulses  me,  she  I will  venture  one  more  letter 
says,  for  my  meanness.”  — Yet  she  to  her,  however;  and  if  that  don’t 
intends  to  reap  the  benefit  of  what  do.  or  procure  me  an  answer,  then 
she  calls  so!  — Curse  upon  her  will  I endeavour  to  see  her,  let 
haughtiness,  and  her  meanness,  at  what  will  be  the  consequence.  If 
the  same  time!  — Her  haughtiness  she  get  out  of  my  way,  I will  do 
to  me,  and  her  meanness  to  her  some  noble  mischief  to  the  vixen 
own  relations ; more  unworthy  of; girl  whom  she  most  loves,  and 
kindred  with  her,  than  I can  be,  or  then  quit  the  kingdom  for  ever. 

I am  mean  indeed.  I And  now,  Jack,  since  thy  hand 


Yet  who  but  must  admire,  who 
but  must  adore  her?  0 that 
cursed,  cursed  house ! But  for  the  i 
women  of  that!  Then  their  damn’d 
potions!  But  for  those  had  her  un-  \ 
impaired  intellects,  and  the  majesty  j 
of  her  virtue,  saved  her,  as  once  it 
did  by  her  humble  eloquence,* 
another  time  by  her  terrifying 
menaces  against  her  own  life.** 
Yet  in  both  these  to  find  her 

f lower  over  me,  and  my  love  for 
ler,  and  to  hate,  to  despise,  and 
to  refuse  me!  — She  might  have 
done  this  with  some  show  of1 
justice,  had  the  last-intended 
violation  been  perpetrated:  — but 
to  go  away  conqueress  and  tri- 
umphant in  every  light!  Well 

* In  tlio  fire  scone,  Vol.II.  letter  cxxix. 
**  Vol.  III.  p.  270,  & Beq.  in  the  penknife  , 
scene. 


is  in  at  communicating  the  con- 
tents of  private  letters,  tell  her 
this , if  thou  wilt.  And  add  to  it, 
that  if  she  abandon  me,  GOD 
will:  and  what  then  will  be  the 
fate  of 

Her 

Lovelace. 

LETTER  XXXV. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

[In  answer  to  his  of  Aug.  4.  See  No.  xxx.] 
Monday,  Aug.  7. 

And  so  you  have  actually  de- 
livered to  the  fair  implacable , ex- 
tracts of  letters  written  in  the 
confidence  of  friendship!  Take 
care  — take  cafe,  Belford  — Ido 
indeed  love  you  better  than  I love 
any  man  in  the  world : but  this  is 
a very  delicate  point.  The  matter 
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is  grown  very  serious  to  me.  My  and  you,  and  every  one  else,  have 
heart  is  bent  upon  having  her.  taken  the  liberty  to  call  callous. 
And  have  her  1 will,  though  1 Give  notice  to  the  people  who 
marry  her  in  the  agonies  of  death,  live  back  and  edge,  and  on  either 
She  is  very  earnest,  you  say,  hand,  of  the  cursed  mother,  to  re- 
that  I will  not  offer  to  molest  her.  move  their  best  effects,  if  I am  re- 


That,  let  me  tell  her,  will  abso- 
lutely depend  upon  herself,  and 
the  answer  she  returns,  whether  by 
pen  and  ink,  or  the  contemptuous 
one  of  silence,  which  she  bestowed  I 
upon  my  last  four  to  her:  and  1 
will  write  it  in  such  humble,  and 
in  such  reasonable  terms,,  that  if 
she  be  not  a true  Ilarlowe,  she 
shall  forgive  me.  But  as  to  the ; 
executorship , which  she  is  for  con-  i 
ferring  upon  thee  — thou  shalt  not  j 
be  her  executor:  let  me  perish  if 
thou  shalt.  — Nor  shall  she  die. 
Nobody  shall  be  any  thing,  no- 
body shall  dare  to  be  any  thing,  to 
her,  but  1.  — Thy  happiness  is 
already  too  great,  to  be  admitted 
daily  to  her  presence;  to  look 
upon  her,  to  talk  to  her,  to  hear 
her  talk,  while  I am  forbid  to  come 
within  view  of  her  window.  — 
What  a reprobation  is  this,  of  the 
man  who  was  once  more  dear  to 
her  than  all  the  men  in  the  world! 
— and  now  to  be  able  to  look  down 
upon  me , while  her  exalted  head 
is  hid  from  me  among  the  stars, 
sometimes  with  scorn,  at  other 
times  with  pity,  I canuot  bear  it. 

This  I tell  thee,  that  if  I have 
not  success  in  my  effort  by  letter, 

I will  overcome  the  creeping  folly 
that  has  found  its  way  to  my  heart, 
or  I will  tear  it  out  in  her  presence, 
and  throw  it  at  hers,  that  she  may 
see  how  much  more  tender  than 
her  own  that  organ  is , which  she. 


jected:  for  the  first  vengeance  l 
shall  take,  will  be  to  set  fire  to 
that  den  of  serpents.  Nor  will 
there  be  any  fear  of  taking  them 
when  they  are  in  any  act  that  has 
the  relish  of  salvation  in  it,  as 
Shakespeare  says  — so  that  my 
revenge,  if  they  perish  in  the 
flames  1 shall  light  up,  will  be 
complete  as  to  them. 

LETTER  XXXVI. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  Miss  Clarissa  Ilarlowe. 

Monday,  Aug.  7. 

Litti.e  as  I have  reason  to  ex- 
pect either  your  patient  ear,  or 
forgiving  heart,  yet  cannot  I for- 
bear to  write  to  you  once  more  (as 
a more  pardonable  intrusion,  per- 
haps, than  a visit  would  be),  to 
beg  of  you  to  put  it  in  my  power 
to  atone,  as  far  as  it  is  possible 
to  atone,  for  the  injuries  I have 
done  you. 

Your  angelic  purity,  and  my 
awakened  conscience , are  stand- 
ing records  of  your  exalted  merit, 
and  of  my  detestable  baseness: 
but  your  forgiveness  will  lay  me 
under  an  eternal  obligation  to 
you.  — Forgive  me  then,  my  dear- 
est life,  my  earthly  good,  the 
visible  anchor  of  my  future  hope! 
— As  you  (who  believe  you  have 
something  to  be  forgiven  for)  hope 
for  pardon  yourself,  forgive  me, 
and  consent  to  meet  me,  upon 
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your  own  conditions,  and  in  whose 
company  you  please , at  the  holy 
altar,  and  to  give  yourself  a title 
to  the  most  repentant  and  affec- 
tionate heart  that  ever  beat  in  a 
human  bosom. 

But  perhaps  a time  of  probation 
may  be  required.  It  may  be  im- 
possible for  you,  as  well  from  in- 
disposition as  doubt , so  soon  to  re- 
ceive me  to  absolute  favour  as  my 
heart  wishes  to  be  received.  In 
this  case,  I will  submit  to  your 
pleasure;  and  there  shall  be  no 
penance  which  you  can  impose, 
thatl  will  not  cheerfully  undergo ; 
if  you  will  be  pleased  to  give  me 
hope,  that  after  my  expiation, 
suppose  of  months,  wherein  the 
regularity  of  my  future  life  and 
actions  shall  convince  you  of  my 
reformation,  you  will  at  last  be 
mine. 

Let  me  beg  the  favour,  then,  of 
a few  lines,  encouraging  me  in 
this  conditional  hope,  if  it  must 
not  be  a still  nearer  hope,  and  a 
more  generous  encouragement. 

If  you  refuse  me  this,  you  will 
make  me  desperate.  But  even 
then  I must , at  all  events , throw 
myself  at  your  feet,  that  1 may 
not  charge  myself  with  the  omis- 
sion of  any  earnest,  any  humble 
effort,  to  move  you  in  my  favour: 
for  in  you,  madam,  in  your  for- 
giveness, are  centered  my  hopes  as 
to  both  worlds:  since  to  be  repro- 
bated finally  by  you,  will  leave 
me  without  expectation  of  mercy 
from  above!  — For  I am  now 
awakened  enough  to  think,  that 
to  be  forgiven  by  injured  in- 
nocence is  necessary  to  the  divine 


pardon;  the  Almighty  putting  in- 
to the  power  of  such  ( as  is  reason- 
able to  believe)  the  wretch  who 
causelessly  and  capitally  offends 
them.  And  who  can  be  entitled 
to  this  power,  if  you  are  not? 

Your  cause,  madam,  in  a word, 
I look  upon  to  be  the  cause  of 
virtue , and,  as  such,  the  cause  of 
God.  And  may  I not  expect , that 
he  will  assert  it  in  the  perdition  of 
a man,  who  has  acted  by  a person 
of  the  most  spotless  purity,  as  I 
have  done,  if  you  by  rejecting  me, 
shew  that  I have  offended  beyond 
the  possibility  of  forgiveness  ! 

I do  most  solemnly  assure  you, 
that  no  temporal  or  worldly  views 
induce  me  to  this  earnest  address. 

I deserve  not  forgiveness  from  you. 
Nor  do  my  Lord  M.  and  his  sisters 
from  me.  I despise  them  from  my 
heart,  for  presuming  to  imagine, 
that  I will  be  controlled  by  the 
prospect  of  any  benefits  in  their 
power  to  confer.  There  is  not  a 
person  breathing,  but  yourself, 
who  shall  prescribe  to  me.  Yrour 
whole  conduct  , madam , has  been 
so  nobly  principled , and  your  re- 
sentments are  so  admirably  just, 
that  you  appear  to  me  even  in  a 
divine  light;  and  in  an  infinitely 
more  amiable  one  at  the  same 
time,  than  you  could  have  ap- 
peared in,  had  you  not  suffered 
the  barbarous  wrongs,  that  now 
fill  my  mind  with  anguish  and 
horror  at  my  own  recollected  vil- 
lainy to  the  most  excellent  of 
women. 

I repeal , that  all  I beg  for  the 
present,  is  a few  lines,  to  guide 
my  doubtful  steps:  and  (if  pos- 
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sible  for  you  so  far  to  condescend) 
to  encourage  me  to  hope;  that  if  I 
can  justify  my  present  vows  by 
my  future  conduct , I may  be  per- 
mitted the  honour  to  style  my- 
self 

Eternally  yours, 

R.  Lovelace. 

LETTER  XXXVII. 

Miss  Clarissa  Harlowo  to  Lord  M.  and  to 
the  Ladies  of  his  House. 

[In  reply  to  Miss  Montague's  of  Aug.  7. 

See  No.  xxxiii.j 

Tuesday.  Aug.  8. 

Excuse  me,  my  good  lord,  and 
my  ever-honoured  ladies,  from 
accepting  of  your  noble  quarterly 
bounty;  and  allow  me  to  return, 
with  all  grateful  acknowledge- 
ment, and  true  humility,  the  in- 
closed earnest  of  your  goodness 
to  me.  Indeed  I have  no  need  of 
the  one,  and  cannot  possibly  want 
the  other:  but,  nevertheless,  I 
have  such  a sense  of  your  gene- 
rous favour,  that  to  my  last  hour  I 
shall  have  pleasure  in  contemplat- 
ing upon  it , and  be  proud  of  the 
place  I hold  in  the  esteem  of  such 
venerable  persons,  to  whom  I once 
had  the  ambition  to  hope  to  be  re- 
lated. 

But  give  me  leave  to  express 
my  concern,  that  you  have  banish- 
ed your  nephew  from  your  pre- 
sence and  favour;  since  now  per- 
haps he  will  be  under  less  restraint 
than  ever;  and  since  I,  in  parti- 
cular, who  had  hoped  by  your  in- 
fluences to  remain  unmolested  for 
the  remainder  of  my  days,  may 

Clarissa.  IV. 
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be  again  subjected  to  his  perse- 
cutions. 

He  has  not,  my  good  lord , and 
my  dear  ladies , offended  against 
you , as  he  has  against  me;  and  yet 
you  could  all  veiy  generously  in- 
tercede for  him  with  me;  and  shall 
I be  very  improper , if  I desire  for 
my  own  peace  Bake ; for  the  sake 
of  other  poor  creatures  who  may 
be  still  injured  by  him,  if  he  be 
made  quite  desperate ; and  for  the 
sake  of  all  your  worthy  family, 
that  you  will  extend  to  him  that 
forgiveness  which  you  hoped  from 
me?  And  this  the  rather,  as  I pre- 
sume to  think,  that  his  daring  and 
impetuous  spirit  will  not  be  sub- 
dued by  violent  methods ; since  I 
have  no  doubt,  that  the  gratifying 
of  a present  passion  will  be  always 
more  prevalent  with  him,  than 
any  future  prospects,  however  un- 
warrantable the  one,  or  beneficial 
the  other. 

Your  resentments  on  my  ac- 
count are  extremely  generous , as 
your  goodness  to  me  is  truly 
noble:  but  I am  not  without  hope, 
that  he  will  be  properly  affected 
by  the  evils  he  has  made  me  suffer; 
and  that , when  I am  laid  low  and 
forgotten,  your  whole  honourable 
family  will  be  enabled  to  rejoice 
in  his  reformation;  and  see  many 
of  those  happy  years  together, 
which,  my  good  lord,  and  my  dear 
ladies,  you  so  kindly  wish  to 
Your  ever  grateful  and 
obliged 

Clarissa  Haklowe. 
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LETTER  XXXVIII. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Thursday  night,  Aug.  10. 

You  have  been  informed  by 
Tourville , how  much  Belton’s  ill- 
ness and  affairs  have  engaged  me, 
as  well  as  Mowbray  and  him,  since 
my  former.  I called  at  Smith’s 
on  Monday  in  my  way  to  Epsom. 

The  lady  was  gone  to  chapel: 
but  I had  the  satisfaction  to  near 
she  was  not  worse;  and  left  my 
compliments,  and  an  intimation 
that  I should  be  out  of  town  for 
three  or  four  days. 

I refer  myself  to  Tourville,  who 
will  let  you  know  the  difficulty  we 
had  to  drive  out  this  meet  mistress, 
and  frugal  manager,  with  her 
cubs,  and  to  give  the  poor  fel- 
low’s sister  possession  for  him  of 
his  own  house;  he  skulking  mean- 
while at  an  inn  at  Croydon,  too 
dispirited  to  appear  in  his  own 
cause. 

But  I must  observe,  that  we 
were  probably  but  just  in  time  to 
save  the  shattered  remains  of  his 
fortune  from  this  rapacious  wo- 
man , and  her  accomplices : for  as 
he  cannot  live  long,  and  she  thinks 
so,  we  found  she  had  certainly 
taken  measures  to  set  up  a mar- 
riage , and  keep  possession  of  all 
for  herself  and  her  sons. 

Tourville  will  tell  you  how  I 
was  forced  to  chastise  the  quon- 
dam hostler  in  hersight,  before  1 
could  drive  him  out  of  the  house. 
He  had  the  insolence  to  lay  hands 
on  me:  and  I made  him  take  but 
one  step  from  the  top  to  the  bot- 
tom of  a pair  of  stairs.  I thought  J 


his  neck  and  all  his  bones  had 
been  broken.  And  then,  he  being 
carried  out  neck  and  heels, 
Thomasine  thought  fit  to  walk 
out  after  him. 

Charming  consequences  of  keep- 
ing ; the  state  we  have  been  so 
fond  of  extolling!  — Whatever 
it  may  be  thought  of  in  strong 
health,  sickness  and  declining  spirit* 
in  the  keeper,  will  bring  him  to 
see  the  difference. 

She  should  soon  have  him , she 
told  a confidant,  in  the  space  of 
six  feet  by  five;  meaning  his  bed: 
and  then  she  would  let  nobody 
come  near  him  but  whom  she 
pleased.  The  hostler  fellow,  l 
suppose,  would  then  have  been  his 
physician:  his  will  ready  made  for 
him;  and  widows’  weeds  probably 
ready  provided ; who  knows,  but 
she  to  appear  in  them  in  his  own 
sight?  As  once  I knew  an  in- 
stance in  a wicked  wife , insuiting 
a husband  she  hated,  when  she 
thought  him  pastrecovery -.though 
it  gave  the  man  such  spirits , and 
such  a turn , that  he  got  over  it, 
and  lived  to  see  her  in  her  coffin, 
dressed  out  in  the  very  weeds  she 
had  insulted  him  in. 

So  much,  for  the  present,  for 
Belton,  and  his  Thomasine. 

* * * 

I begin  to  pity  thee  heartily, 
now  I see  thee  in  earnest,  in  the 
fruitless  love  thou  expressest  to 
this  angel  of  a woman;  and  the 
rather,  as,  say  what  thou  wilt,  it  is 
impossible  she  should  get  over  her 
illness,  and  her  friends’  impla- 
cableness, of  which  she  has  had 
1 fresh  instances. 
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I hope  thou  art  not  indeed  dis- 
pleased with  the  extracts  I have 
made  from  thy  letters  for  her.  The 
letting  her  know  the  justice  thou 
hast  done  to  her  virtue  in  them , is 
so  much  in  favour  of  thy  inge- 
nuousness (a  quality,  let  me  re- 
peat, that  gives  thee  a superiority 
over  common  libertines)  that  I 
think  in  my  heart  I was  right; 
though  to  any  other  woman , and 
to  one  who  had  not  known  the 
worst  of  thee  that  she  could  know, 
it  might  have  been  wrong. 

If  the  end  will  justify  the  means, 
it  is  plain , that  I have  done  well 
with  regard  to  ye  both;  since  I 
have  made  her  easier,  and  thee  ap- 
pear in  a better  light  to  her,  than 
otherwise  thouwouldst  have  done. 

But  if,  nevertheless,  thou  art  dis- 
satisfied with  my  having  obliged 
her  in  a point,  which  I acknow- 
ledge to  be  delicate,  let  us  canvass 
this  matter  at  our  first  meeting; 
and  then  I will  shew  thee  what  the 
extracts  were , and  what  connec- 
tions I gave  them  in  thy  favour. 

Butsurely  thou  dost  not  pretend 
to  say  whatl  shall,  or  shall  not  do, 
as  to  the  executorship ! 

I am  my  own  man , I hope.  I 
think  thou  shouldst  be  glad  to 
have  the  justification  of  her  me- 
mory left  to  one,  who,  at  the  same 
time , thou  may’st  be  assured,  will 
treat  thee , and  thy  actions , with 
all  the  lenity  the  case  will  admit. 

I cannot  help  expressing  my 
surprise  at  one  instance  of  thy 
self-partiality ; and  that  is , where 
thou  sayest,  she  had  need,  indeed, 
to  cry  out  for  mercy  herself  from 
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| her  friends , who  knows  not  how  to 
shew  any. 

Surely  thou  canst  not  think  the 
cases  alike  — for  she,  as  I under- 
stand , desires  but  a last  blessing, 
and  a last  forgiveness,  for  a fault 
in  a manner  involuntary , if  a fault 
at  all;  and  does  not  so  much  as 
hope  to  he,  received;  thou,  to  be  for- 
given premeditated  wrongs  (which, 
nevertheless,  she  forgives,  on  con- 
dition to  be  no  more  molested  by 
thee);  and  hopest  to  be  received 
into  favour,  and  to  make  the  finest 
jewel  in  the  world  thy  absolute 
| property  in  consequence  of  that 
forgiveness. 

I will  now  briefly  proceed  to  re- 
late what  has  passed  since  my 
last,  as  to  the  excellent  lady.  By 
the  account  I shall  give  thee,  thou 
wilt  see,  that  she  has  troubles 
enough  upon  her,  all  springing 
originally  from  thyself,  without 
needing  to  add  more  to  them  by 
new  vexations.  And  as  long  as 
thou  canst  exert  thyself  so  very 
cavalierly  at  3VL  Hall,  where  every 
one  is  thy  prisoner,  I see  not  but 
the  bravery  of  thy  spirit  may  be 
as  well  gratified  in  domineering 
there  over  half  a dozen  persons  of 
rank  and  distinction,  as  it  could 
be  over  an  helpless  orphan,  as  I 
may  call  this  lady,  since  she  has 
not  a single  friend  to  stand  by  her, 
if  I do  not;  and  who  will  think 
herself  happy,  if  she  can  refuge 
herself  from  thee,  and  from  all  the 
world,  in  the  arms  of  death. 

My  last  was  dated  on  Saturday. 

On  Sunday,  in  compliance  with 
her  doctor’s  advice,  she  took  a 
little  airing.  Mrs.  Lovick,  and 
6* 
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Mr.  Smith  and  his  wife , were  with  I 
her.  After  being  at  Highgate 
Chapel  at  divine  service,  she 
treated  them  with  a little  repast; 
and  in  the  afternoon  was  at  Is- 
lington Church , in  her  way  home ; 
returning  tolerably  cheerful. 

She  had  received  several  letters 
in  my  absence,  as  Mrs.  Lovick  ac- 
quainted me,  besides  yours.  Yours, 
it  seems,  much  distressed  her;  but 
she  ordered  the  messenger,  who 
pressed  for  an  answer,  to  be  told, 
that  it  did  not  require  an  imme- 
diate one. 

On  Wednesday,  she  received  a 
letter  from  her  uncle  Harlowe*, 
in  answer  to  one  she  had  written 
to  her  mother  on  Saturday  on  her 
knees.  It  must  be  a very  cruel 
one,  Mrs.  Lovick  says,  by  the  ef- 
fects it  had  upon  her:  for,  when 
she  received  it,  she  was  intending 
to  take  an  afternoon  airing  in  a 
coach,  but  was  thrown  into  so 
violent  a fit  of  hysterics  upon  it, 
that  she  was  forced  to  lie  down ; 
and  (being  not  recovered  by  it)  to 
go  to  bed  about  eight  o’clock. 

On  Thursday  morning  she  was 
up  very  early;  and  had  recourse 
to  the  scriptures  to  calm  her  mind, 
as  she  told  Mrs.  Lovick:  and, 
weak  as  she  was , would  go  in  a 
chair  to  Lincoln’s- inn  Chapel, 
about  eleven.  She  was  brought 
home  a little  better;  and  then  sat 
down  to  write  to  her  uncle.  But 
was  obliged  to  leave  off  several 
times  — to  struggle,  as  she  told 
Mrs.Lovick,  for  an  humble  temper. 
“My  heart,”  said  she  to  the  good 
woman,  “is  a proud  heart,  and 

• See  letter  xli. 


not  yet,  I find,  enough  mortified 
to  my  condition;  but,  do  ‘what  I 
can,  will  be  for  prescribing  re- 
senting things  to  my  pen.” 

I arrived  in  town  from  Belton’s 
this  Thursday  evening,  and  went 
directly  to  Smith’s.  She  was  too 
ill  to  receive  my  visit.  But  on 
sending  up  my  compliments , she 
sent  me  down  word,  that  she 
should  be  glad  to  see  me  in  the 
morning. 

Mrs.  Lovick  obliged  me  with 
the  copy  of  a meditation  collected 
by  the  lady  from  the  Scriptures. 
She  has  intitled  it,  Poor  mortals 
the  cause  of  their  own  misery ; so  in- 
titled,  I presume,  with  intention 
to  take  off  the  edge  of  her  repin- 
ings  at  hardships  so  dispropor- 
j tioned  to  her  fault,  were  her  fault 
even  as  great  as  she  is  inclined  to 
think  it.  We  may  see  by  this, 
j the  method  she  takes  to  fortify 
her  mind , and  to  which  she  owes, 
in  a great  measure,  the  magnani- 
mity with  which  she  bears  her  un- 
l deserved  persecutions. 

MEDITATION. 

POOR  MORTALS  THE  CAUSE  OF  THEIR 
OWN  MISERY. 

Say  not  thou , It  is  through  the 
Lord  that  I fell  away;  for  thou 
ouyhtest  not  to  do  the  thing  that  he 
hateth. 

Say  not  thou , He  hath  caused  me 
to  err ; for  he  hath  no  need  of  the  sin- 
ful man. 

He  himself  made  man  from  the 
beginning , and  left  him  in  the  hand 
of  his  own  counsel; 

I If  thou  wilt , to  keep  the  command- 
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menis,  and  to  perform  acceptable 
faithfulness. 

He  hath  set  fire  and  water  before 
thee:  stretch  forth  thine  hand  to 
whither  thou  wilt. 

He  hath  commanded  no  man  to  do 
wickedly ; neither  hath  he  given  any 
man  licence  to  sin. 

And  now , Lord , what  is  my  hope? 
TYuly  my  hope  is  only  in  thee. 

Deliver  me  from  all  my  offences: 
and  make  me  not  a rebuke  unto  the 
foolish. 

When  thou  with  rebuke  dost 
chasten  man  for  sin , thou  makest  his 
beauty  to  consume  atvay,  like  as  it 
were  a moth  fretting  a garment: 
even)  man  therefore  is  vanity. 

Turn  thee  unto  me,  and  have  mercy 
upon  me;  for  I am  desolate  and  af- 
flicted. 

The  troubles  of  my  heart  are  en- 
larged. O bring  thou  me  out  of  my 
distresses! 

* * * 

Mrs.  Smith  gave  me  the  follow- 
ing particulars  of  a conversation 
that  passed  between  herself  and 
a young  clergyman,  on  Tuesday 
afternoon,  who,  as  it  appears,  was 
employed  to  make  inquiries  about 
the  lady  by  her  friends. 

He  came  into  the  shop  in  a 
riding  habit,  and  asked  for  some 
Spanish  snuff;  and  finding  only 
Mrs.  Smith  there,  he  desired  to 
have  a little  talk  with  her  in  the 
back  shop. 

He  beat  about  the  bush  in  se- 
veral distant  questions,  and  at  last 
began  to  talk  more  directly  about 
Miss  Harlowe. 

He  said,  he  knew  her  before  her 
fall  [that  was  his  impudent  word] ; 


and  gave  the  substance  of  the  fol- 
lowing account  of  her,  as  1 col- 
lected it  from  Mrs.  Smith. 

“ She  was  then , he  said , the  ad- 
miration and  delight  of  every 
body : he  lamented , with  great  so- 
lemnity, her  backsliding ; another 
of  his  phrases.  Mrs.  Smith  said, 
he  was  a fine  scholar;  for  he  spoke 
several  things  she  understood  not ; 
and  either  in  Latin  or  Greek , she 
could  not  tell  which:  but  was  so 
good  as  to  give  her  the  English 
of  them  without  asking.  A fine 
thing,  she  said,  for  a scholar  to  be 
so  condescending! ” 

He  said , “ her  going  off  with  so 
vile  a rake  had  given  great  scandal 
and  offence  to  all  the  neighbouring 
ladies,  as  well  as  to  her  friends.” 
He  told  Mrs.  Smith,  “how  much 
she  used  to  be  followed  by  every 
one’s  eye , whenever  she  went  ab- 
road, or  to  church;  and  praised 
and  blessed  by  every  tongue,  as 
she  passed;  especially  by  the  poor: 
that  she  gave  the  fashion  to  the 
fashionable,  without  seeming  her- 
self to  intend  it,  or  to  know  she 
did : that,  however,  it  was  pleasant 
to  see  ladies  imitate  her  in  dress 
and  behaviour,  who,  being  unable 
to  come  up  to  her  in  grace  and 
ease,  exposed  but  their  own  affec- 
tation and  awkwardness,  at  the 
time  that  they  thought  themselves 
secure  of  a general  approbation, 
because  they  wore  the  same  things, 
and  put  them  on  in  the  same  man- 
ner , that  she  did , who  had  every 
body’s  admiration;  little  consider- 
ing, that  were  her  person  like 
theirs , or  if  she  had  had  their  de- 
fects , she  would  have  brought  up 
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a very  different  fashion;  for  that 
Nature  was  her  guide  in  every 
thing,  and  Ease  her  study;  which, 
joined  with  a mingled  dignity  and 
condescension  in  her  air  and  man- 
ner, whether  she  received  or  paid 
a compliment,  distinguished  her 
above  all  her  sex. 

“He  spoke  not,  he  said,  his 
own  sentiments  only  on  this  occa- 
sion , but  those  of  every  body : for 
that  the  praises  of  Miss  Clarissa 
Harlowe  were  such  a favourite 
topic,  that  a person  who  could 
not  speak  well  upon  any  other 
subject,  was  sure  to  speak  well 
upon  that;  because  he  could  say 
nothing  but  what  he  had  heard  re- 
peated and  applauded  twenty 
times  over.” 

Hence  it  was,  perhaps,  that 
this  novice  accounted  for  the  best 
things  he  said  himself;  though  I 
must  own  that  the  personal  know- 
ledge of  the  lady  which  I am  fa- 
voured with,  made  it  easy  to  me 
to  lick  into  shape  what  the  good 
woman  reported  to  me,  as  the 
character  given  her  by  the  young 
levite:  for  who,  even  now,  in  her 
decline  of  health,  sees  not  that 
all  these  attributes  belong  to  her? 

I suppose  he  has  not  been  long 
come  from  college,  and  now  thinks 
he  has  nothing  to  do , but  to  blaze 
away  for  a scholar  among  the 
ignorant ; as  such  young  fellows 
are  apt  to  think  those  who  cannot 
cap  verses  with  them , and  tell  us 
how  an  ancient  author  expressed 
himself  in  Latin  on  a subject, 
upon  which,  however,  they  may 
know  how,  as  well  as  that  author, 
to  express  themselves  in  English. 


Mrs.  Smith  was  so  taken  with 
him , that  she  would  fain  have  in- 
troduced him  to  the  lady,  not 
questioning  hut  it  would  be  very 
acceptable  to  her  to  see  one  who 
knew  her  and  her  friends  so  well: 
but  this  he  declined  for  several 
reasons,  as  he  called  them;  which 
he  gave.  One  was , that  persons 
of  his  cloth  should  be  very  cau- 
tious of  the  company  they  were  in, 
especially  where  sex  was  concern- 
ed, and  where  a woman  had  slurred 
her  reputation  — [I  wish  I had  been 
there  when  he  gave  himself  these 
airs].  Another,  that  he  was  de- 
sired to  inform  himself  of  her  pre- 
sent way  of  life,  and  who  her 
visitors  were;  for,  as  to  the  praises 
Mrs.  Smith  gave  the  lady,  he 
hinted,  that  she  seemed  to  be  a 
good-natured  woman,  and  might 
(though  for  the  lady’s  sake  he 
hoped  not)  be  too  partial  and 
short-sighted  to  be  trusted  to  ab- 
solutely , in  a concern  of  so  high  a 
nature,  as  he  intimated  the  task 
was  which  he  had  undertaken; 
nodding  out  words  of  doubtful  im- 
port; and  assuming  airs  of  great 
significance  (as  I could  gather) 
throughout  the  whole  conversa- 
tion. And  when  Mrs.  Smith  told 
him,  that  the  lady  was  in  a very 
bad  state  of  health,  he  gave  a 
careless  shrug  — She  may  be  very 
ill , says  he : ner  disappointments 
must  have  touched  her  to  the 
quick:  but  she  is  not  bad  enough, 
1 dare  say,  yet,  to  atoue  for  her 
very  great  lapse,  and  to  expect  to 
be  forgiven  by  those  whom  she 
has  so  much  disgraced. 

A starch’d , conceited  coxcomb ! 
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What  would  I give  he  had  fallen 
in  my  way ! 

He  departed,  highly  satisfied 
with  himself,  no  doubt,  and 
assured  of  Mrs.  Smith’s  great 
opinion  of  his  sagacity  and  learn- 
ing: but  bid  her  not  say  any  thing 
to  the  lady  about  him,  or  his  in- 
quiries. And  I , for  very  differ- 
ent reasons,  enjoined  the  same 
thing. 

I am  glad,  however,  for  her 
peace  of  mind’s  sake,  that  they 
begin  to  think  it  behoves  them  to 
inquire  about  her. 

LETTER  XXXIX. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Friday,  Aug.  11. 

Mr.  Belford  acquaints  his  friend 
with  the  generosity  of  Lord  M. 
and  the  ladies  of  his  family;  and 
icith  the  lady's  grateful  sentiments 
upon  the  occasion. 

He  says , that  in  hopes  to  avoid  the 
pain  of  seeing  him  [Mr.  Lovelace], 
she  intends  to  answer  his  letter  of 
the  7th , though  much  against  her 
inclination. 

“ She  took  great  notice,  says  Mr. 
Belford , of  that  passage  in  yours, 
which  makes  necessary  to  the 
divine  pardon,  the  forgiveness  of 
a person  causelessly  injured. 

“Her  grandfather,  I find,  has 
enabled  her , at  eighteen  years  of 
age,  to  make  her  will,  and  to 
devise  great  part  of  his  estate  to 
whom  she  pleases  of  the  family, 
and  the  rest  out  of  it  (if  she  die 
single)  at  her  own  discretion;  and 
this  to  create  respect  to  her;  as  he 


apprehended  that  she  would  be 
envied;  and  she  now  resolves 
to  set  about  making  her  will 
directly.” 

Mr.  Belford  insists  upon  the  pro- 
mise he  had  made  him , not  to 
molest  the  lady:  and  gives  him 
the  contents  of  her  answer  to  Lord 
M.  and  the  ladies  of  his  lordship's 
family , declining  their  generous 
offers.  See  Letter  xxxvii. 

LETTER  XL. 

Mis*  Cl.  Ilarlowe  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Friday,  Aug.  11. 

It  is  a cruel  alternative,  to  be 
either  forced  to  see  you,  or  to 
write  to  you.  But  a will  of  my 
own  has  been  long  denied  me: 
and  to  avoid  a greater  evil,  nay, 
now  I may  say,  the  greatest,  I 
write. 

Were  I capable  of  disguising 
or  concealing  my  real  sentiments, 
I might  safely,  I dare  say,  give 
you  the  remote  hope  you  request, 
and  yet  keep  all  my  resolutions. 
But  I must  tell  you,  sir,  (it  be- 
comes my  character  to  tell  you), 
that,  were  I to  live  more  years 
than  perhaps  I may  weeks , and 
there  were  not  another  man  in  the 
world,  I could  not,  I would  not 
be  yours. 

There  is  no  merit  in  performing 
a duty. 

Religion  enjoins  me,  not  only 
to  forgive  injuries,  but  to  return 
good  for  evil.  It  is  all  my  con- 
solation, and  I bless  God  for 
giving  me  that,  that  I am  now  in 
such  a state  of  mind  with  regard 
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to  you,  that  I can  cheerfully  obey 
its  dictates.  And  accordingly  I 
tell  you,  that,  wherever  you  go, 
I wish  you  happy.  And  in  this 
I mean  to  include  every  good 
wish. 

And  now  having,  with  great 
reluctance  I own,  complied  with 
one  of  your  compulsatory  alter- 
natives, I expect  the  fruits  of  it. 

Clarissa  Harlowe. 

LETTER  XLI. 

Mr.  John  Harlowe  to  Miss  Cl.  narlowe. 

[/«  answer  to  hers  to  her  mother.  See 
No.  xxxii.j 

Monday,  Aug.  7. 

POOR  UNGRATEFUL  HAUGHTY 
KINSWOMAN, 

Your  mother  neither  caring, 
nor  being  permitted  to  write , I am 
desired  to  set  pen  to  paper,  though 
I had  resolved  against  it. 

And  so  I am  to  tell  you , that 
your  letters,  joined  to  the  occa- 
sion of  them,  almost  break  the 
hearts  of  us  all. 

Were  we  sure  you  had  seen  your 
folly,  and  were  truly  penitent, 
and , at  the  same  time , that  you 
were  so  very  ill  as  you  pretend, 
I know  not  what  might  be  done 
for  you.  But  we  are  all  acquainted 
with  your  moving  ways,  when  you 
want  to  carry  a point. 

Unhappy  girl!  how  miserable 
have  you  made  us  all!  We,  who 
used  to  visit  with  so  much  plea- 
sure, now  cannot  endure  to  look 
upon  one  another. 

If  you  had  not  known , upon  an 
hundred  occasions , how  dear  you 
once  was  to  us,  you  might  judge 


of  it  now , were  you  to  know  how 
much  your  folly  has  unhinged  us 
all. 

Naughty,  naughty  girl!  You 
see  the  fruits  of  preferring  a rake 
and  libertine  to  a man  of  sobriety 
and  morals.  Against  full  warning, 
against  better  knowledge.  And 
such  a modest  creature  too,  as 
you  were!  How  could  you  think 
of  such  an  unworthy  preference ! 

Your  mother  can’t  ask,  and 
your  sister  knows  not  in  modesty 
how  to  ask;  and  so  / ask  you.  If 
you  have  any  reason  to  think 
yourself  with  child  by  this  vil- 
lain? — You  must  answer  this, 
and  answer  it  truly,  before  any 
thing  can  be  resolved  upon  about 
you.l 

You  may  well  be  touched  with 
a deep  remorse  for  your  misdeeds. 
Could  I ever  have  thought  that 
my  doating-piece,  as  every  one 
called  you,  would  have  done  thus? 
To  be  sure  I loved  you  too  well. 
But  that  is  over  now.  Yet,  though 
I will  not  pretend  to  answer  for 
any  body  but  myself,  for  my  own 
part  I say,  God  forgive  you ! And 
this  is  all  from 

Your  afflicted  uncle, 

John  Harlowe. 

The  following  Meditation  was 
stitched  to  the  bottom  of  this  letter , 
with  black  silk. 

MEDITATION. 

O that  thou  wouldst  hide  me  in  the 
grave!  That  thou  wouldst  keep  me 
secret , till  tlty  wrath  be  past! 

My  face  is  foul  with  weeping; 
and  on  my  eye-lid  is  the  shadow  of 
death, 
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My  friends  scorn  me;  but  mine 
eye  poureth  out  tears  unto  God. 

A dreadful  sound  is  in  my  ears:  in 
prosperity  the  destroyer  came  upon 
me ! 

I have  sinned  l What  shall  I do 
unto  thee , O thou  pi-eserver  of  men ! 
Why  hast  thou  set  me  as  a mark 
against  thee;  so  that  I am  a burthen 
to  myself  l 

When  I say , my  bed  shall  com- 
fort me:  my  couch  shall  ease  my 
complaint; 

Then  thou  scarest  me  with  dreams , 
and  terrifiest  me  through  visions; 

So  that  my  soul  chooseth  strang- 
ling, and  death  rather  than  life. 

I lothe  it ! I ivould  not  live  alway ! 
— Let  me  alone;  for  my  days  are 
vanity ! 

He  hath  made  me  a bye-word  of 
the  people;  and  aforetime  I was  as  a 
tabret. 

My  days  are  past , my  purposes 
are  broken  off , even  the  thoughts  of 
my  heart. 

When  I looked  for  good , then  evil 
came  unto  me;  and  when  I waited 
for  light,  then  came  darkness. 

And  where  now  is  my  hope  ? 

Yet  all  the  days  of  my  appointed 
time  will  I wait , till  my  change 
come. 

LETTER  XLn. 

Miss  Cl.  Harlowe  to  John  Harlowe,  Eaq. 

Thursday,  Aug.  10. 

HONOURED  SIR, 

It  was  an  act  of  charity  I begged : 
only  for  a last  blessing,  that  1 
might  die  in  peace.  I ask  not  to 
be  received  again,  as  my  severe 
sister  [0 ! that  I had  not  written  to 


her ! ] is  pleased  to  say,  is  my  view. 
Let  that  grace  be  denied  me  when 
I do. 

I could  not  look  forward  to  my 
last  scene  with  comfort,  without 
seeking,  at  least,  to  obtain  the 
blessing  I petitioned  for;  and  that 
with  a contrition  so  deep , that  I 
deserved  not,  were  it  known,  to 
be  tunied  over  from  the  tender 
nature  of  a mother,  to  the  up- 
braiding pen  of  an  uncle ! and  to 
be  wounded  by  a cruel  question, 
put  by  him  in  a shocking  man- 
ner; and  which  a little,  a 
very  little  time,  will  better  an- 
swer than  I can:  for  I am  not 
either  a hardened  or  shameless 
creature : if  I were , I should  not 
have  been  so  solicitous  to  obtain 
the  favour  I sued  for. 

And  permit  me  to  say,  that  I 
asked  it  as  well  for  my  father  and 
mother’ssake,  as  for  my  own;  for 
I am  sure,  they  at  least  will  be  un- 
easy , after  I am  gone , that  they 
refused  it  to  me. 

I should  still  be  glad  to  have 
theirs  and  yours , sir,  and  all  your 
blessings,  and  your  prayers : but 
denied  in  such  a manner,  I will 
not  presume  again  to  ask  it:  rely- 
ing entirely  on  the  Almighty’s  ; 
which  is  never  denied , when  sup- 
plicated for  with  such  true  peni- 
tence as  I hope  mine  is. 

God  preserve  my  dear  uncle, 
and  all  my  honoured  friends ! 
prays 

Your  unhappy 

Clarissa  Harlowe. 
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LETTER  XLITI. 

Miss  Howe  to  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe. 
Yarmouth,  Isle  of  Wight,  Monday,  Aug.  7. 

MT  DEAREST  CREATURE, 

I can  write  just  now  but  a few 
lines.  I cannot  tell  how  to  bear 
the  sound  of  that  Mr.  Belford  for 
your  executor,  cogent  as  your 
reasons  for  that  measure  are : and 
yet  I am  firmly  of  opinion,  that 
none  of  your  relations  should  be 
named  for  the  trust.  But  I dwell 
the  less  upon  this  subject,  as  I 
hope  (and  cannot  bear  to  appre- 
hend the  contrary)  that  you  will 
still  live  many , many  years. 

Mr.  Hickman,  indeed,  speaks 
very  handsomely  of  Mr.  Belford. 
But  he , poor  man ! has  not  much 
enetration.  — If  he  had,  he  would 
ardly  think  so  well  of  me  as  he 
does. 

I have  a particular  opportunity 
of  sending  this  by  a friend  of  my 
aunt  Harman’s;  who  is  ready  to 
set  out  for  London  (and  this  occa- 
sions my  hurry)  and  is  to  return 
immediately.  I expect  therefore 
by  him  a large  packet  from  you ; 
and  hope  and  long  for  news  of 
our  amended  health:  which 

eaven  grant  to  the  prayers  of 
Your  ever  affectionate 

Anna  Howe. 

LETTER  XLIY. 

Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe  to  Miss  Howe. 

Friday,  Aug.  11. 

I will  send  you  a large  packet, 
as  you  desire  and  expect ; since  I 
can  do  it  by  so  safe  a conveyance : 


but  not  all  that  is  come  to  my 
hand  — for  I must  own  that  my 
friends  are  very  severe ; too  severe 
for  any  body  who  loves  them  not, 
to  see  their  letters.  You,  my 
dear,  would  not  call  them  my 
friends , you  said,  long  ago ; but 
my  relations:  indeed  I cannot  call 
them  my  relations , I think ! — But 
I am  ill;  and  therefore  perhaps 
more  peevish  than  I should  be.  It 
is  difficult  to  go  out  of  ourselves 
to  give  a judgment  against  our- 
selves; and  yet,  oftentimes,  to 
pass  s.just  judgment,  we  ought. 

I thought  I should  alarm  you  in 
the  choice  of  my  executor.  But 
the  sad  necessity  I am  reduced  to 
must  excuse  me. 

I shall  not  repeat  any  thing  I 
have  said  before  on  that  subject: 
but  if  your  objections  will  not  be 
'answered  to  your  satisfaction  by 
the  papers  and  letters  1 shall  en- 
close, marked,  1,2, 3, 4 to  9, 1 must 
^hink  myself  in  another  instance 
unhappy : since  1 am  engaged  too 
far  (and  with  my  own  judgment 
too)  to  recede. 

As  Mr.  Belford  has  transcribed 
for  me,  in  confidence,  from  his 
friend’s  letters,  the  passages  which 
accompany  this,  I must  insist,  that 
yon  suffer  no  soul  but  yourself  to 
peruse  them ; and  that  you  return 
them  by  the  very  first  oppor- 
tunity; that  so  no  use  may  be 
made  of  them  that  may  do  hurt 
either  to  the  original  writer,  or  to 
the  communicator.  You  will  ob- 
serve I am  bound  by  promise  to 
this  care.  If  through  my  means 
any  mischief  should  arise,  be- 
tween this  humane  and  that  in- 
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human  libertine,  I should  think 
myself  utterly  inexcusable. 

I subjoin  a list  of  the  papers  or 
letters  I shall  inclose.  You  must 
return  them  all  when  perused.* 

I am  very  much  tired  and  fati- 
gued — with  — I don’t  know  what 
— with  writing,  I think  — but 
most  with  myself,  and  a situation 
I cannot  help  aspiring  to  get  out 
of,  and  above! 

O,  my  dear,  the  world  we  live  in 
i3  a sad,  a very  sad  world!  — 
"While  under  our  parents’  pro- 
tecting wings,  we  know  nothing 
at  all  of  it.  Book  learned  and  a 
scribbler,  and  looking  at  people  as 
I saw  them  as  visitors  or  visiting, 
I thought  I knew  a great  deal. 

* 1.  A letter  from  Miss  Mon- 
tague, dated Aug.  1. 

2.  A copy  of  my  answer  . Aug.  3. 

3.  Mr.  Belford’s  letter  to 
me,  which  will  shew  you 
what  my  request  was  to 
him,  and  his  compliance 
with  it;  and  the  desired 
extracts  from  bis  friend's 

letters Aug. 3, 4. 

4.  A copy  of  my  answer, 
with  thanks ; and  re- 
questing him  to  under- 
take the  executorship  . Aug.  4. 

5.  Mr.  Belford’s  acceptance 

of  the  trust Aug.  4. 

6.  Miss  Montague’s  letter, 
with  a generous  offer 
from  Lord  M.  and  the 
ladies  of  that  family  . . Aug.  7. 

7.  Mr.  Lovelace's  to  me  . Aug.  7. 

8.  Copy  of  mine  to  Miss 
Montague , in  answer  to 

hers  of  the  day  before  . Aug.  8. 

9.  Copy  of  my  answer  to 

Mr.  Lovelace  ....  Aug.  11. 

You  will  see  by  these  several  letters 
written  and  received  in  so  little  a space 
of  time  (to  say  nothing  of  what  I have 
received  and  written  which  I cannot  shew’ 
you)  how  little  opportunity  or  leisure  I 
can  have  for  writing  my  own  story. 


Pitiable  ignorance!  — Alas!  I 
knew  nothing  at  all. 

With  zealous  wishes  for  your 
happiness,  and  the  happiness  of 
every  one  dear  to  you,  I am,  and 
will  ever  be, 

Your  gratefully  affectionate, 

Cl.  Hablowe. 

LETTER  XLV. 

Mr.  Antony  Harlowe  to  MissCl.IIarlowe. 

[In  reply  to  hers  to  her  unde  Harlowe,  of 
Thursday,  Au/j,  10. 

UNHAPPY  GIRL,  Aug.  12. 

As  your  uncle  Harlowe  chooses 
not  to  answer  your  pert  letter  to 
him;  and  as  mine  written  to  you 
before,  * was  written  as  if  it  were 
in  the  spirit  of  prophecy,  as  you 
have  found  to  your  sorrow;  and 
as  you  are  now  making  yourself 
worse  than  you  are  in  your  health, 
and  better  than  you  are  in  your 
penitence,  as  we  are  very  well  as- 
sured, in  order  to  move  compas- 
sion ; which  you  do  not  deserve, 
having  had  so  much  warning:  for 
all  these  reasons,  I take  up  my  pen 
once  more ; though  I had  told  your 
brother , at  his  going  to  Edinburgh , 
that  I would  not  write  to  you, 
even  were  you  to  write  to  me, 
without  letting  him  know.  So  in- 
deed had  we  all;  for  he  prognosti- 
cated what  would  happen , as  to 
your  applying  to  us,  when  you 
knew  not  now  to  help  it. 

Brother  John  has  hurt  your 
niceness,  it  seems,' by  asking  you 
a plain  question,  which  your  mo- 
ther’s heart  is  too  full  of  grief  to 
let  her  ask;  and  modesty  will  not 

• See  Vol.  I.  p.  147,  & seq. 
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let  your  sister  ask,  though  but  the 
consequence  of  your  actions  — 
and  yet  it  must  be  answered,  be- 
fore you’ll  obtain  from  your  father 
and  mother,  and  us,  the  notice 
you  hope  for,  I can  tell  you 
that 

You  lived  several  guilty  weeks 
with  one  of  the  vilest  fellows  that 
ever  drew  breath,  at  bed,  as  well 
as  board,  no  doubt  (for  is  not  his 
character  known?)  and  pray 
don’t  be  ashamed  to  be  asked 
after  what  may  naturally  come  of 
such  free  living.  This  modesty, 
indeed,  would  have  become  you 
for  eighteen  years  of  your  life  — 
ou’ll  be  pleased  to  mark  that  — 
ut  makes  no  good  figure  com- 
pared with  your  behaviour  since 
the  beginning  of  April  last.  So 
pray  don’t  take  it  up,  and  wipe 
our  mouth  upon  it,  as  if  nothing 
ad  happened. 

But,  may-be,  I likewise  am  too 
shocking  to  your  niceness ! — 0, 
girl,  girl ! your  modesty  had  bet- 
ter been  shewn  at  the  right  time 
and  place ! Every  body  but  you 
believed  what  the  rake  was.  But 
you  would  believe  nothing  bad  of 
him  — what  think  you  now? 

Your  folly  has  ruined  all  our 
peace.  And  who  knows  where  it 
may  yet  end?  — Your  poor  father 
but  yesterday  shewed  me  this 
text;  with  bitter  grief  he  shewed 
it  me,  poor  man:  and  do  you  lay  it 
to  your  heart : 

“A  father  waketh  for  his  daugh- 
ter, when  no  man  knoweth;  and 
the  care  of  her  taketh  away  his 
sleep  — When  she  is  young,  lest 
she  pass  away  the  flower  of  her 


age  [and  you  know  what  proposals 
were  made  to  you  at  different  time «]  .* 
and,  being  married,  lest  she 
should  be  hated : in  her  virginity, 
lest  she  should  be  defiled,  and 
otten  with  child  in  her  father’s 
Ouse  [I  don't  make  the  words , mind 
that]:  and,  having  an  husband,  lest 
she  should  misbehave  herself.” 
[And  what  follows?]  “Keep  a sure 
watch  over  a shameless  daughter 
[yet  no  watch  could  hold  you!]  lest 
she  make  thee  a laughing-stock  to 
thine  enemies  [os  you  have  made  us 
all  to  this  cursed  Lovelace] , and  a 
bye-word  in  the  city,  and  a re- 
proach among  the  people,  and 
make  thee  ashamed  before  the 
multitude.”  Eccles.  xlii.  9, 10,  tire. 

Now  will  you  wish  you  had  not 
written  pertly.  Your  sister’s  se- 
verities! — Never,  girl,  say  that  is 
severe , that  is  deserved.  You  know 
the  meaning  of  words.  Nobody 
better.  Would  to  the  Lord  you 
had  acted  up  but  to  one  half  of 
what  you  know ! Then  had  we  not 
been  disappointed  and  grieved, 
as  we  all  nave  been:  and  nobody 
more  than  him  who  was 

Your  loving  uncle, 

Antonv  Harlowe. 

This  will  be  with  you  to-mor- 
row. Perhaps  you  may  be 
suffered  to  have  some  part  of 
your  estate,  after  you  have 
smarted  a little  more.  Your 
pertly  answered  uncle  John, 
who  is  your  trustee,  will  not 
have  you  be  destitute.  But 
we  hope  all  is  not  true  that  we 
hear  of  you. — Only  take  care, 

1 advise  you,  that  bad  as  you  * 
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have  acted,  you  act  not  still] 
worse , if  it  be  possible  to  act 
worse.  Improve  upon  the  hint. 

LETTER  XL VI. 

Miss  Cl.  Harlowe  to  Ant.  Harlowe,  Esq. 

honoured  sia,  Sunday,  Aug.  13. 

I am  very  sorry  for  my  pert 
letter  to  my  uncle  Harlowe.  Yet  I 
did  notintend  it  to  be  pert.  People 
new  to  misfortune  may  be  too 
easily  moved  to  impatience. 

The  fall  of  a regular  person,  no 
doubt,  is  dreadful  and  inex- 
cusable. It  is  like  the  sin  of  apo- 
stacy.  Would  to  heaven,  however, 
that  I had  had  the  circumstances 
of  mine  enquired  into ! 

If,  sir,  I make  myself  worse 
thanlam  in  my  health,  and  better 
than  I am  in  my  penitence,  it  is 
fit  I should  be  punished  for  my 
double  dissimulation:  and  you 

have  the  pleasure  of  being  one  of 
my  punishers.  My  sincerity  in 
both  respects,  will,  however,  be 
best  justified  by  the  event.  To 
that  I refer.  — May  heaven  give ; 
you  always  as  much  comfort  in  re- 1 
fleeting  upon  the  reprobation  I 
have  met  with,  as  you  seem  to 
have  pleasure  in  mortifying  a 
poor  creature,  extremely  mortified ; 
and  that  from  a right  sense,  as  she 
presumes  to  hope,  of  her  own 
fault ! 

What  you  have  heard  of  me  I 
cannot  tell.  When  the  nearest  and 
dearest  relations  give  up  an  un- 
happy wretch,  it  is  not  to  be  won- 
dered at,  that  those  who  are  not 
related  to  her  are  ready  to  take 
up  and  propagate  slanders  against 


her.  Yeti  think  I may  defy  ca- 
lumny itself,  and  (excepting  the 
fatal,  though  involuntary  step  of 
April  10,)  wrap  myself  in  my  own 
innocence,  ana  be  easy.  I thank 
you,  sir,  nevertheless,  for  your 
caution , mean  it  what  it  will. 

As  to  the  question  required  of 
me  to  answer,  and  which  is  al- 
lowed to  be  too  shocking  either  for 
a mother  to  put  to  a daughter,  or 
a sister  to  a sister;  and  which, 
however,  you  say  I must  answer; 
— 0 sir ! — And  must  I answer? — 
This  then  be  my  answer:  — “A 
little  time,  a much  less  time  than  is 
imagined,  will  afford  a more  satis- 
factory answer  to  my  whole  fa- 
mily, and  even  to  my  brother  and 
sister , than  I can  give  in  words.” 

Nevertheless,  be  pleased  to  letit 
be  remembered  that  I did  not  peti- 
tion for  a restoration  to  favour.  I 
could  not  hope  for  that.  Nor  yet 
to  be  put  in  possession  of  any  part 
of  my  own  estate.  Nor  even  for 
means  of  necessary  subsistence 
from  the  produce  of  that  estate  — 
but  only  for  a blessing,  fora  last 
blessing! 

And  this  I will  further  add , be- 
cause it  is  true , that  I have  no  wil- 
ful crime  to  charge  against  my- 
self: no  free  living  at  bed  and  at 
board,  as  you  phrase  it! 

Why,  why , sir , were  not  other 
enquiries  made  of  me,  as  well  as 
this  shocking  one?  — Enquiries 
that  modesty  would  have  per- 
mitted a mother  or  a sister  to 
make ; and  which,  if  I may  be  ex- 
cused to  say  so,  would  have  been 
still  less  improper,  and  more  cha- 
ritable, to  have  been  made  by 


94 


THE  HlSTORV  OP 


uncles  (were  the  mother  forbidden , 
or  the  sister  not  inclined , to  make 
them)  than  those  they  have  made. 

Although  my  humble  appli- 
cation has  brought  upon  me  so 
much  severe  reproach,  1 repent 
not  that  I have  written  to  my  mo- 
ther (although  I cannot  but  wish 
that  I had  ■ not  written  to  my 
sister);  because  I have  satisfied  a 
dutiful  consciousness  by  it,  how- 
ever unanswered  by  the  wished- 
for success.  Nevertheless,  I can- 
not help  saying,  that  mine  is  in- 
deed a hard  fate,  that  I cannot 
beg'  pardon  for  my  capital  error, 
without  doing  it  in  such  terms,  as 
shall  be  an  aggravation  of  the 
offence. 

But  I had  best  leave  off,  lest,  as 
my  full  mind,  I find,  is  rising  to  my 
pen , I have  other  pardons  to  beg 
as  I multiply  lines,  where  none  at 
all  will  be  given. 

God  Almighty  bless,  preserve, 
and  comfort  my  dear  sorrowing 
and  grievously  offended  father 
and  mother!  — and  continue  in 
honour,  favour,  and  merit,  my 
happy  sister!  May  God  forgive 
my  brother,  and  protect  him  from 
the  violence  of  his  own  temper,  as 
well  as  from  the  destroyer  of  his 
sister’s  honour!  — And  may  you, 
my  dear  uncle,  and  your  no  less 
now  than  ever  dear  brother,  my 
second  papa,  as  he  used  to  bid  me 
call  him , be  blessed  and  happy  in 
them,  and  in  each  other!  — And, 
in  order  to  this,  may  you  all 
speedily  banish  from  your  remem- 
brance for  ever 

The  unhappy 
Clarissa  Harlows. 


LETTER  XLVII. 

Mrs.  Norton  to  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe. 

Monday,  Aug.  14. 

All  your  friends  here,  my  dear 
young  lady,  now  seem  set  upon 
proposing  to  you  to  go  to  one  of 
the  plantations.  This,  I believe, 
is  owing  to  some  misrepresenta- 
tions of  Mr.  Brand;  from  whom 
they  have  received  a letter. 

I wish , with  all  my  heart , that 
you  could,  consistently  with  your 
own  notions  of  honour,  yield  to 
the  pressing  request  of  all  Mr. 
Lovelace’s  family  in  his  behalf. 
This , I think , would  stop  every 
mouth,  and,  >n  time,  reconcile 
every  body  to  you.  For  your  own 
friends  will  not  believe  that  he  is 
in  earnest  to  marry  you;  and  the 
hatred  between  the  families  is 
such,  that  they  will  not  con* 
descend  to  inform  themselves  bet- 
ter; nor  would  believe  him, , if  we 
were  ever  so  solemnly  to  avow 
that  he  is. 

I should  be  very  glad  to  have  in 
readiness,  upon  occasion,  some 
brief  particulars  of  your  sad  story 
under  your  own  hand.  But  let  me 
tell  you,  at  the  same  time,  that  no 
misrepresentations,  nor  even  your 
own  confession,  shall  lessen  my 
opinion  either  of  your  piety,  or  of 
our  prudence  in  essential  points ; 
ecausel  know  it  was  always  your 
humble  way  to  make  light  faults 
heavy  against  yourself:  and  well 
might  you,  my  dearest  young 
lady,  aggravate  your  own  failings, 
who  ever  had  so  few;  and  those 
few  so  slight,  that  your  ingenuous- 
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xaess  has  turned  most  of  them  into 
excellencies. 

Nevertheless,  let  me  advise  you, 
my  dear  Miss  Clary,  to  discoun- 
tenance any  visits,  which,  with 
the  censorious,  may  affect  your 
character.  As  that  has  not  hitherto 
suffered  by  your  wilful  default , I 
hope  you  will  not, in  a desponding 
negligence,  (satisfying  yourself 
with  a consciousness  of  your  own 
innocence)  permit  it  to  suffer.  Dif- 
ficult situations,  you  know,  my 
dear  young  lady,  are  the  tests  not 
only  of  prudence , but  of  virtue. 

I think,  I must  own  to  you,  that, 
since  Mr.  Brand’s  letter  has  been 
received,  1 have  a renewed  pro- 
hibition to  attend  you.  However, 
if  you  will  give  me  leave,  that 
shall  not  detain  me  from  you. 
Nor  would  I stay  for  that  leave,  if 
I were  not  in  hopes,  that  in  this 
critical  situation  I may  be  able  to 
do  you  service  here. 

I have  often  had  messages  and 
inquiries  after  your  health  from 
the  truly  reverend  Dr.  Lewen, 
who  has  always  expressed,  and 
still  expresses  infinite  concern  for 
you.  He  entirely  disapproves  of 
the  measures  of  the  family  with 
regard  to  you.  He  is  too  much  in- 
disposed to  go  abroad.  But,  were 
he  in  good  health,  he  would  not, 
as  I understand,  visit  at  Harlowe- 
Place;  having  some  time  since 
been  unhandsomely  treated  by 
your  brother,  on  his  offering  to 
mediate  for  you  with  your  family. 
* * * 

I am  just  now  informed,  that 
your  cousin  Morden  is  arrived  in 
England.  He  is  at  Canterbury,  it 


seems,  looking  after  some  con- 
cerns he  has  there ; and  is  soon  ex- 
pected in  these  parts.  Who  knows 
what  may  arise  from  his  arrival? 
— God  be  with  you , my  dearest 
Miss  Clary,  and  be  your  comforter 
and  sustainer.  And  never  fear  but 
he  will ; for  1 am  sure , 1 am  very 
sure,  that  you  put  your  whole  trust 
in  him. 

And  what,  after  all,  is  this 
world,  on  which  we  so  much  de- 
pend for  durable  good,  poor  crea- 
tures that  we  are ! — When  all  the 
joys  of  it,  and  (what  is  a balancing 
comfort)  all  the  troubles  of  it,  are 
but  momentary,  and  vanish  like  a 
morning  dream ! 

And  be  this  remembered,  my 
dearest  young  lady,  that  worldly 
joys  claim  no  kindred  with  the 
joys  we  are  bid  to  aspire  after. 
These  latter  we  must  be  fitted  for 
by  affliction  and  disappointment. 
You  are  therefore  in  the  direct 
road  to  glory,  however  thorny  the 
path  you  are  in.  And  I had  almost 
said  that  it  depends  upon  your- 
self, by  your  patience,  and  by 
your  resignedness  to  the  dispen- 
sation (God  enabling  you,  who 
never  fails  the  true  penitent , and 
sincere  invoker),  to  be  an  heir  of  a 
blessed  immortality. 

But  this  glory,  I humbly  pray, 
that  you  may  not  be  permitted  to 
enter  into,  ripe  as  you  are  so  soon 
likely  to  be  for  it,  till  with  your 
gentle  hand  (a  pleasure  I have 
so  often , as  you  know , promised 
to  myself)  you  have  closed  the 
eyes  of 

Your  maternally  affectionate 
Judith  Norton. 
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LETTER  XL VIII. 

Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe  to  Mrs.  Norton. 

Thursday,  Aug.  17. 

What  Mr.  Brand,  or  any  body, 
can  have  written  or  said  to  my 
prejudice,  I cannot  imagine;  and 
yet  some  evil  reports  have  gone 
out  against  me ; as  I find  by  some 
hints , in  a very  severe  letter  writ- 
ten to  me  by  my  uncle  Antony. 
Such  a letter  as  I believe  never 
was  written  to  any  poor  creature, 
who  by  ill  health  of  body,  as  well 
as  mind,  was  before  tottering  on 
the  brink  of  the  grave.  But  my 
friends  may  possibly  be  better 
justified  than  the  reporters  — for 
who  knows  what  they  may  have 
heard? 

You  give  me  a kind  caution, 
which  seems  to  imply  more  than 
you  express,  when  you  advise  me 
against  countenancing  visitors 
that  may  discredit  me.  You 
should,  in  so  tender  a point,  my 
dear  Mrs.  Norton,  have  spoken 
tjuite  out.  Surely,  I have  had 
afflictions  enough  to  strengthen 
my  mind , and  to  enable  it  to  bear 
the  worst  that  can  now  happen. 
But  I will  not  puzzle  myself  by 
conjectural  evils;  as  I might  per- 
haps do,  if!  had  not  enough  that 
were  certain.  I shall  hear  all, 
when  it  is  thought  proper  that  I 
should.  Meantime,  let  me  say, 
for  your  satisfaction , that  I know 
not  that  I have  any  thing  criminal 
or  disreputable  to  answer  for, 
either  in  word  or  deed,  since  the 
fatal  10th  of  April  last. 

You  desire  an  account  of  what 
passes  between  me  and  my  friends ; 


and  also  particulars,  or  brief  heads 
of  my  saa  story,  in  order  to  serve 
me  as  occasions  shall  offer.  My 
dear  good  Mrs.  Norton,  you  shall 
have  a whole  packet  of  papers, 
which  I have  sent  to  my  Miss 
Howe,  when  she  returns  them; 
and  you  shall  have  likewise  an- 
other packet  (and  that  with  this 
letter)  which  I cannot  at  present 
think  of  sending  to  that  dear 
friend,  for  the  sake  of  my  own 
relations;  whom,  without  seeing 
that  packet , she  is  but  too  ready 
to  censure  heavily.  From  these 
you  will  be  able  to  collect  a great 
deal  of  my  story.  But  for  what  is 
previous  to  these  papers,  and 
which  more  particularly  relates  to 
what  I have  suffered  from  Mr. 
Lovelace,  you  must  have  patience ; 
for  at  present  I have  neither  head 
nor  heart  for  such  subjects.  The 
papers  I send  you  with  this , will 
be  those  mentioned  in  thejtmar- 
gin.*  You  must  restore  them  to 
me  as  soon  as  perused ; and  upon 
your  honour  make  no  use  of  them, 
or  of  any  intelligence  you  have 

* 1.  A copy  of  mine  to 
my  sister,  begging 
off  my  father’s  male- 
diction   dated  July  21. 

2.  My  sister's  answer  . dated  July  27. 

3.  Copy  of  my  second 

letter  to  my  sister  . dated  July  29. 

4.  My  sister’s  answer  . dated  Aug.  3. 

5.  Copy  of  my  letter  to 

my  mother  . . . dated  Aug.  5. 

6.  My  uncle  Harlowe’s 

letter dated  Aug-  7. 

7.  Copy  of  my  answer 

to  it dated  the  10th. 

8.  Letter  from  my 

uncle  Antony  . . dated  the  12th. 

And,  lastly,  the  copy 

of  my  answer  to  it  . dated  the  ISth. 
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from  me,  but  by  my  previous  con- 
sent. 

These  communications  you 
must  not,  my  good  Mrs.  Norton, 
look  upon  as  appeals  against  my 
relations.  On  the  contrary,  I am 
heartily  sorry,  that  they  have  in- 
curred the  displeasure  of  so  excel- 
lent a divine  as  Dr.  Lewen.  But 
you  desire  to  have  every  thing 
before  you;  and,  I think  you 
ought;  for  who  knows,  as  you  say, 
but  you  may  be  applied  to  at  last 
to  administer  comfort  from  their 
conceding  hearts , to  one  that 
wants  it:  and  who,  sometimes, 
judging  by  what  she  knows  of 
her  own  heart,  thinks  herself  en- 
titled to  it. 

I know  that  I have  a most  in- 
dulgent and  sweet-tempered  mo- 
ther; but  having  to  deal  with  vio- 
lent spirits , she  has  too  often  for- 
feited that  peace  of  mind  which 
she  so  much  prefers,  by  her  over 
concern  to  preserve  it. 

I am  sure  she  would  not  have 
turned  me  over  for  an  answer  to  a 
letter  written  with  so  contrite  and 
fervent  a spirit,  as  was  mine  to 
her,  to  a masculine  spirit,  had  she 
been  left  to  herself. 

But,  my  dear  Mrs.  Norton, 
might  not,  think  you,  the  revered 
lady  have  favoured  me  with  one 
private  line?  If  not,  might  not  you 
have  writtemby  her  order,  or  con- 
nivance, one  softening,  one  mo- 
therly line,  when  she  saw  her  poor 
girl,  whom  once  she  dearly  loved, 
borne  so  hard  upon? 

0 no, she  might  not!  — Because 
her  heart,  to  De  sure,  is  in  their 
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measures!  — And  if  she  think 
them  right , perhaps  they  must  he 
right!  — At  least  knowing  only 
what  they  know,  they  must!  — 
And  yet  they  might  know  all,  if 
they  would!  — And  possibly,  in 
their  own  good  time , they  think 
to  make  proper  inquiry.  — My 
application  was  made  to  them  but 
lately.  — Yet  how  deeply  will  it 
afflict  them,  if  their  time  should  be 
out  of  time ! 

When  you  have  before  you  the 
letters  I have  sent  to  Miss  Howe, 
you  will  see  that  Lord  M.  and  the 
ladies  of  his  family,  j ealous  as  they 
are  of  the  honour  of  their  house  (to 
express  myself  in  their  language), 
think  better  of  me  than  my  own 
relations  do.  You  will  see  an  in- 
stance of  their  generosity  to  me, 
which,  at  the  time,  extremely 
affected  me,  and  indeed  still  affects 
me.  Unhappy  man ! gay , incon- 
siderate, and  cruel!  What  has 
been  his  gain,  bv  making  unhappy 
a creature  who  hoped  tomakehim 
happy!  and  who  was  determined 
to  deserve  the  love  of  all  to  whom 
he  is  related ! — Poor  man ! — But 
you  will  mistake  a compassionate 
and  placable  nature  for  love!  — 
He  took  care , great  care , that  I 
should  rein  in  betimes  any  passion 
that  I might  have  had  for  him,  had 
he  known  how  to  be  but  comm  only 
grateful  or  generous!  — But  the 
Almighty  knows  what  is  best  for 
his  poor  creatures. 

Some  of  the  letters  in  the  same 
acket  will  also  let  you  into  the 
nowledge  of  a strange  step  which 
I have  taken  (strange  you  will 
think  it) ; and , at  the  same  time, 
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give  you  my  reasons  for  taking 
it.* 

It  must  be  expected , that  situa- 
tions uncommonly  difficult,  will 
make  necessary  some  extraordi- 
nary steps , which , but  for  those 
situations,  would  be  hardly  ex- 
cusable. It  will  be  very  happy 
indeed,  and  somewhat  wonderful, 
if  all  the  measures  I have  been 
driven  to  take  should  be  right.  A 
pure  intention , void  of  all  unduti- 
ful  resentment,  is  what  must  be 
my  consolation,  whatever  others 
may  think  of  those  measures,  when 
they  come  to  know  them:  which 
however,  will  hardly  be,  till  it  is 
out  of  my  power  to  justify  them, 
or  to  answer  for  myself. 

I am  glad  to  hear  of  my  cousin 
Mordens  safe  arrival.  I should 
wish  to  see  him  methinks;  but  1 
am  afraid,  that  he  will  sail  withthe 
stream,  as  it  must  be  expected 
that  he  will  hear  what  they  have 
to  say  first.  — But  what  I most 
fear,  is,  that  he  will  take  upon 
himself  to  avenge  me  — rather 
than  he  should  do  so,  I would 
have  him  look  upon  me  as  a 
creature  utterly  unworthy  his 
concern;  at  least  of  his  vindictive 
concern. 

How  soothing  to  the  wounded 
heart  of  your  Clarissa,  how  balmy, 
are  the  assurances  of  your  con- 
tinued love  and  favour;  — love 
me,  my  dear  mammaNorton,  con- 
tinue to  love  me , to  the  end!  — 1 
now  think  that  I may,  without 
presumption,  promise  to  deserve 
your  love  to  the  end.  And  when 

* She  means  tliat  of  making  Mr.  Bel- 
ford  her  executor. 


I am  gone , cherish  my  memory  in 
your  worthy  heart ; for  in  so  doing 
you  will  cherish  the  memory  of 
one  who  loves  and  honours  you 
more  than  she  can  express. 

But  when  I am  no  more,  get 
over,  I charge  you,  as  soon  as  you 
can,  the  smarting  pangs  of  grief 
that  will  attend  a recent  loss ; and 
let  all  be  early  turned  into  that 
sweetly  melancholy  regard  to 
memory,  which,  engaging  us  to 
forget  all  faults,  and  to  remember 
nothing  but  what  was  thought 
amiable,  gives  more  pleasure  than 
pain  to  survivors  — especially  if 
they  can  comfort  themselves  with 
the  humble  hope , that  the  divine 
mercy  has  taken  the  dear  departed 
to  itself. 

And  what  is  the  space  of  time  to 
look  backward  upon , between  an 
early  departure,  and  the  longest 
survivance ! — And  what  the  con- 
solation attending  the  sweet  hope 
of  meeting  again,  never  more  to 
be  separated,  never  more  to  be 
pained,  grieved,  or  aspersed ; but 
mutually  blessing,  and  being 
blessed,  to  all  eternity? 

In  the  contemplation  of  this 
happy  state,  in  which  I hope , iu 
God’s  good  time,  to  rejoice  with 
you,  my  beloved  Mrs.  Norton,  and 
also  with  my  dear  relations,  all 
reconciled  to,  and  blessing  the 
child  against  whom  they  are  now 
so  much  incensed , I conclude  my- 
self 

Your  ever  dutiful  and 

affectionate 
Clarissa  Hablowe. 
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LETTER  XLIX. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Saturday,  Aug.  12. 

I dok’t  know  what  the  devil  ails 
me;  but  I never  was  so  much  in- 
disposed in  my  life.  At  first,  I 
thought  some  of  my  blessed  rela- 
tions here  had  got  a dose  ad- 1 
ministered  to  me , in  order  to  get 
the  whole  house  to  themselves. 
But , as  I am  the  hopes  of  the  fa- 
mily, I believe  they  would  not  be 
so  wicked. 

I must  lay  down  my  pen.  I can- 
not write  with  any  spirit  at  all. 
What  a plague  can  be  the  matter 
with  me! 

* * # 

Lord  M.  paid  me  just  now  a 
cursed  gloomy  visit,,  to  ask  how  I 
do  after  bleeding.  His  sisters  both 
drove  away  yesterday,  God  be 
thanked.  But  they  asked  not  my 
leave;  and  hardly  bid  me  good 
bye.  My  lord  was  more  tender, 
and  more  dutiful  than  I expected. 
Men  are  less  unforgiving  than 
women.  I have  reason  to  say  so,  j 
I am  sure.  For  besides  implacable 
Miss  Harlowe , and  the  old  ladies, 
the  two  Montague  apes  han’t  been 
near  me  yet. 

* * * 

Neither  eat,  drink,  nor  sleep ! — j 
A piteous  case,  Jack!  if  I should 
die  like  a fool  now,  people  would 
say  Miss  Marlowe  had  broken  my 
heart.  — That  she  vexes  me  to  the 
heart,  is  certain. 

Confounded  squeamish ! I would 
fain  write  it  off.  But  must  lay 
down  my  pen  again.  It  won’t  do. 


| Poor  Lovelace!  — what  a devil 
! ails  thee? 

* * * 

Well,  but  now  let’s  try  for’t  — 
Hoy  — Hoy  — Hoy!  Confound 
me  for  a gaping  puppy,  how  I 
yawn ! — Where  shall  I begin?  at 
thy  executorship  — thou  shalt 
have  a double  office  of  it:  for  I 
really  think  thou  may’st  send  me 
a coffin  and  a shroud.  I shall  be 
ready  for  them  by  the  time  they 
can  come  down. 

What  a little  fool  is  this  Miss 
Harlowe!  I warrant  she’ll  now 
repent  that  she  refused  me.  Such 
a lovely  young  widow  — what  a 
charming  widow  would  she  have 
made!  How  would  she  have 
adorned  the  weeds!  To  be  a widow 
in  the  first  twelve  months  is  one  of 
the  greatest  felicities  that  can 
befal  a fine  woman.  Such  pretty 
employment  in  new  dismals , when 
she  had  hardly  worn  round  her 
blazing  joy  fuls!  Such  lights  and 
such  shades!  how  would  they  set 
off  one  another,  and  be  adorned  by 
the  wearer ! — 

Go  to  the  devil!  — I will  write! 
— Can  I do  any  thing  else? 

They  would  not  have  me  write, 
Belford.  — I must  be  ill  indeed, 
when  I can’t  write.  — 

* * * 

But  thou  seemest  nettled,  Jack ! 
Is  it  because  I was  stung?  Itisnot 
for  two  friends,  any  more  than 
for  man  and  wife,  to  be  out  of 

Eatienceatonetime.  — What  must 
e the  consequence  if  they  are? — 
I am  in  no  fightingmood  just  now : 
but  as  patient  and  passive  as  the 
chickens  that  are  brought  me  in 
7* 
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broth  — for  I am  come  to  that 
already. 

But  I can  tell  thee , for  all  this, 
be  thy  own  man , if  thou  wilt,  as  to 
the  executorship , I will  never 
differ  thee  to  expose  my  letters. 
They  are  too  ingenuous  by  half  to 
be  seen.  And  1 absolutely  insist 
upon  it,  that,  on  receipt  of  this, 
thou  burn  them  all. 

I will  never  forgive  thee  that 
impudent  and  unfriendly  reflec- 
tion, of  my  cavaliering  it  here  over 
half  a dozen  persons  of  distinction : 
remember,  too,  thy  words  poor 
helpless  orphan  — these  reflections 
are  too  serious,  and  thou  art  also 
too  serious,  for  me  to  let  these 
things  go  off  as  jesting;  notwith- 
standing the  Roman  style*  is  pre- 
served; and  indeed  but  just  pre- 
served. But  by  my  soul,  Jack,  if 
I had  not  been  taken  thus  egregi- 
ously  crop-sick,  I would  have  been 
up  with  thee,  and  the  lady  too, 
before  now. 

But  write  on,  however:  and  send 
me  copies,  if  thou  canst,  of  all  that 
passes  between  our  Charlotte  and 
Miss  Harlowe.  I’ll  take  no  notice 
of  what  thou  communicatest  of 
that  sort:  I like  not  the  people  here 
the  woVse  for  their  generous  offer 
to  the  lady.  But  you  see  she  is  as 
proud  as  implacable.  There’s  no 
obliging  her.  She’d  rather  sell 
her  clothes,  than  be  beholden  to 
any  body,  although  she  would 
oblige  by  permitting  the  obliga- 
tion. 


* For  what  these  gentlemen  mean 
by  the  Roman  stylo,  see  vol.  I.  p.  134,  in 
the  note. , 


Oh  Lord!  Oh  Lord!  — Mortal 
ill  — Adieu,  Jack! 

* * * 

I was  forced  to  leave  off,  I was 
so  ill,  at  this  place.  And  what  dost 
think!  Why  Lord  M.  brought  the 
parson  of  the  parish  to  pray  by 
me ; for  his  chaplain  is  at  Oxford. 
I was  laid  down  in  my  night-gown 
over  my  waistcoat,  and  in  a doze : 
and,  when  I opened  my  eyes,  who 
should  I see  but  the  parson,  kneel- 
ing on  one  side  the  bed;  Lord  M. 
on  the  other;  Mrs.  Gremewhohad 
been  sent  for  to  tend  me , as  they 
call  it,  at  the  feet!  God  be 
thanked,  my  lord,  said  I,  in  an 
ecstasy ! — Where’s  miss  — for  I 
supposed  they  were  going  to 
marry  me. 

They  thought  me  delirious , at 
first;  and  prayed  louder  and 
louder. 

This  roused  me:  off  the  bed  I 
started:  slid  my  feet  into  my 
slippers;  put  my  hand  in  my 
waistcoat  pocket,  pulled  out  thy 
letter  with  my  beloved’s  medita- 
tion in  it:  my  lord,  Dr.  Wright, 
Mrs.  Greme,you  have  thought  me 
a very  wicked  fellow : but,  see!  I 
can  read  you  as  good  as  you  can 
read  me. 

They  stared  at  one  another.  I 
gaped,  and  read,  Poor  mo-or-tals 
the  cau-a-ause  of  their  own — their 
own  mis-ser-ry. 

It  is  as  suitable  to  my  case,  as  to 
the  lady’s,  as  thou’lt  observe,  if 
thou  readest  it  again.*  At  the 
passage  where  it  is  said,  that  when 
a man  is  chastened  for  sin , his  beauty 
consumes  away , I stept  to  the 
* See  p.  84,  85. 
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glass:  a poor  figure,  by  Jupiter, 
cried  I ! — And  they  all  praised 
and  admired  me;  lifted  up  their 
hands  and  their  eyes;  and  the 
doctor  said,  He  always  thought  it 
impossible,  that  a man  of  my  sense 
could  be  so  wild  as  the  world  said 
I was.  My  lord  chuckled  for  joy ; j 
congratulated  me;  and,  thank  mvj 
dear  Miss  Harlowe,  I got  high 
reputation  among  good , bad  and 
indifferent.  In  snort,  I have! 
established  myself  for  ever  with' 
all  here.  — But,  0 Belford , even  i 
this  will  not  do!  — I must  leave  off  l 
again. 

* * * 

A visit  from  the  Montague 
sisters,  led  in  by  the  hobbling  peer, 
to  congratulate  mv  amendment 
and  reformation  both  in  one. 
What  a lucky  event  this  illness 
with  this  meditation  in  my  pocket;  I 
for  we  were  all  to  pieces  before ! 
Thus,  when  a boy,  have  1 joined 
with  a crowd  coming  out  of  church, 
and  have  been  thought  to  have 
been  there  myself. 

I am  incensed  at  the  insolence  of 
the  young  Levite.  Thou  wilt 
highly  oblige  me,  if  thou’lt  find 
him  out,  and  send  me  his  ears  in 
the  next  letter. 

My  beloved  mistakes  me , if  she 
thinks  I proposed  her  writing  to 
me , as  an  alternative  that  should 
dispense  with  my  attendance  upon 
her.  That  it  shall  not  do,  nor  did 
I intend  it  should,  unless  she  had 
pleased  me  better  in  the  contents 
of  her  letter  than  she  has  done. 
Bid  her  read  again.  I gave  no 
such  hopes.  1 would  have  been 
with  her  in  spite  of  you  both,  by; 


to.-morrow,  at  farthest,  had  I not 
been  laid  by  the  heels  thus , like  a 
helpless  miscreant. 

But  I grow  better  and  better 
every  hour,  I say : the  doctor  says 
not:  but  I am  sure  I know  best: 
and  I will  soon  be  in  London, 
depend  on’t.  But  say  nothing  of 
this  to  my  dear,  cruel,  and  im- 
placable Miss  Harlowe. 

A-dieu-u,  Ja-a-ack  — What  a 
gaping  puppy  (Yaw-n!  yaw-n! 
yaw-n! !) 

Thy 

Lovelace. 

, LETTER  L. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Monday,  Aug.  14. 

I am  extremely  concerned  for 
thy  illness.  I should  be  very  sorry 
to  lose  thee.  Yet  if  thou  diest  so 
soon,  1 could  wish,  from  my  soul, 
it  had  been  before  the  beginning 
of  last  April : and  this  as  well  for 
thy  sake,  as  for  the  sake  of  the 
most  excellent  woman  in  the 
world:  for  then  thou  wouldst  not 
have  had  the  most  crying  sin  of 
thy  life  to  answer  for. 

I was  told  on  Saturday  thou 
wert  very  much  out  of  order;  and 
this  made  me  forbear  writing  till 
I heard  further.  Harry,  on  his 
return  from  thee,  confirmed  the 
bad  way  thou  art  in.  But  I hope 
Lord  M.  in  his  unmerited  tender- 
ness for  thee,  thinks  the  worst  of 
thee.  What  can  it  be,  Bob?  A 
violent  fever,  they  say;  but  at- 
tended with  odd  and  severe  symp- 
toms. 

I will  not  trouble  thee,  in  the 
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way  thou  art  in , with  what  passes 
here  with  Miss  Harlowe.  1 wish 
thy  repentance  as  swift  as  thy  ill- 
ness; and  as  efficacious,  if  thou 
diest;  for  it  is  else  to  be  feared, 
that  she  and  you  will  never  meet  in 
one  place. 

I told  her  how  ill  you  are.  Poor 
man ! said  she,  dangerously  ill,  say 
you? 

Dangerously  indeed,  madam!  So 
Lord  M.  sends  me  word. 

God  be  merciful  to  him , if  he 
die!  — said  the  admirable  crea- 
ture. — Then,  after  a pause,  Poor 
wretch ! — May  he  meet  with  the 
mercy  he  has  not  shewn ! 

1 send  this  by  a special  mes- 
senger; fori  am  impatient  to  hear 
how  it  goes  with  thee.  — If  I have 
receivea  thy  last  letter,  what  me- 
lancholy reflections  will  that  last, 
so  full  of  shocking  levity,  give  to 
Thy  true  friend, 

John  Belfobd. 

LETTER  LI. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Tuesday,  Aug.  15. 

Thank  thee,  Jack;  most  heartily 
I thank  thee , for  the  sober  con- 
clusion of  thy  last!  — I have  a 
good  mind,  for  the  sake  of  it,  to 
forgive  thy  till  now  absolutely  un- 
pardonable extracts. 

But  dost  think  I will  lose  such 
an  angel,  such  a forgiving  angel  as 
this?  — By  my  soul,  I will  not!  — 
To  pray  for  mercy  for  such  an  un- 
grateful miscreant!  — How  she 
wounds  me,  how  she  cuts  me  to  the 
soul,  by  her  exalted  generosity! — 
But  sue  must  have  mercy  upon 


me  first!  — Then  will  she  teach 
me  a reliance  for  the  sake  of 
which  her  prayer  for  me  will  be 
answered. 

But  hasten , hasten  to  me  parti- 
culars of  her  health , of  her  employ- 
ments, of  her  conversation. 

I am  sick  only  of  love ! — O that 
l could  have  called  her  mine ! — 
It  would  then  have  been  worth 
while  to  be  sick!  — To  have  sent 
for  her  down  to  me  from  town; 
and  to  have  had  her,  with  healing 
in  her  dove-like  wings , flying  to 
my  comfort;  her  duty  and  her 
choice  to  pray  forme,  and  to  bid 
me  live  for  her  sake!  — OJack! 
What  an  angel  have  I — 

But  1 have  not  lost  her!  — I will 
not  lose  her!  I am  almost  well; 
should  be  quite  well  but  for  these 
prescribing  rascals,  who,  to  do 
credit  to  tneir  skill,  will  make  the 
disease  of  importance.  — And  I 
will  make  her  mine!  — And  be 
sick  again,  to  entitle  myself  to  her 
dutiful  tenderness,  and  pious  as 
well  as  personal  concern! 

God  for  ever  bless  her! — Hasten, 
hasten  particulars  of  her ! — lam 
sick  of  love ! Such  generous  good- 
ness! — By  all  that’s  great  and 
good,  I will  not  lose  her! — So  tell 
her!  — She  says,  that  she  could 
not  pity  me  if  she  thought  of  being 
mine!  This,  according  to  Miss 
Howe’s  transcriptions  to  Char- 
lotte. — But  bid  her  hate  me , and 
have  me : and  my  behaviour  to  her 
shall  soon  turn  that  hate  to  love! 
— For , body  and  mind , I will  be 
wholly  hers. 
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LETTER  LIT. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Thursday,  Aug.  17. 

I am  sincerely  rejoiced  to  hear 
that  thou  art  already  so  much 
amended  as  thy  servant  tells  me 
thou  art.  Thy  letter  looks  as  if 
thy  morals  were  mending  with  thy 
health.  This  was  a letter  I could 
shew,  as  I did , to  the  lady. 

She  is  very  ill  (cursed  letters 
received  from  her  implacable 
family !)  so  I could  not  have  much 
conversation  with  her,  in  thy  fa- 
vour, upon  it.  — But,  what  passed 
will  make  thee  more  and  more 
adore  her. 

She  was  very  attentive  to  me, 
as  I read  it;  and,  when  I had  done, 
Poor  man!  said  she,  what  a letter 
is  this!  He  had  timely  instances 
that  my  temper  was  not  ungener- 
ous, if  generosity  could  have  ob- 
liged him!  But  his  remorse,  and 
that  for  his  own  sake,  is  all  the 
punishment  1 wish  him.  — Yet  I 
mustbe  more  reserved,  if  you  write 
to  him  every  thing  I say ! 

I extolled  her  unbounded  good- 
ness— how  could  I help  it,  though 
to  her  face ! 

No  goodness  in  it,  she  said  — it 
was  a frame  of  mind  she  had  en- 
deavoured after  for  her  own  sake. 
She  suffered  too  much  in  want  of 
mercy,  not  to  wish  it  to  a penitent 
heart.  He  seems  to  be  penitent, 
said  she,  and  it  is  not  for  me  to 
judge  beyond  appearances.  — If 
lie  be  not,  he  deceives  himself 
more  than  any  body  else. 

She  was  so  ill , that  this  was  all 
that  passed  on  the  occasion. 


What  a fine  subject  for  tragedy 
would  the  injuries  of  this  lady, 
and  her  behaviour  under  them, 
both  with  regard  to  her  implacable 
friends,  and  to  her  persecutor, 
make!  with  a grand  objection  as 
to  the  morals  nevertheless*;  for 
here  virtue  is  punished:  except 
indeed  we  look  forward  to  the  re- 
wards of  hereafter,  which  morally 
she  must  be  sure  of,  or  who  can? 
Yet,  after  all,  I know  not,  so  sad 
a fellow  art  thou,  and  so  vile  an 
h usband  mightest  thou  have  made, 
whether  her  virtue  is  not  rewarded 
in  missing  thee:  for  things  the 
most  grievous  to  human  nature, 
when  they  happen , as  this  charm- 
ing creature  once  observed,  are 
often  the  happiest  for  us  in  the 
event. 

I have  frequently  thought,  in 
my  attendance  on  this  lady,  that 
if  Belton’s  admired  author,  Nic. 
Rowe,  had  had  such  a character 
before  him , he  would  have  drawn 
another  sort  of  a penitent  than  he 
has  done , or  given  his  play  which 
he  calls  the  Fair  Penitent , a fitter 
title.  Miss  Harlowe  is  a penitent 

* Mr.  Belford's  objection,  that  virtue 
ought  not  to  suffer  in  a tragedy,  is  not 
well  considered:  Monimia  in  the  Orphan, 
Bolvidera  in  Venice  Preserved , Athenais 
in  Theodosius,  Cordelia  in  Shakespeare’s 
King  Lear,  Desdemona  in  Othello,  Ham- 
let (to  name  no  more)  are  instances,  that 
a tragedy  could  hardly  be  justly  called  a 
tragedy,  if  virtue  did  not  temporarily 
suffer,  and  vice  for  a while  triumph.  But 
he  recovers  himself  in  the  same  para- 
graph; and  leads  us  to  look  np  to  the 
future  for  the  reward  of  virtue,  and  for 
the  punishment  of  guilt:  and  observes 
not  amiss,  when  he  says,  he  knows  not 
but  that  the  virtue  of  such  a woman  as 
Clarissa  is  rewarded  in  missing  such  a 
man  as  Lovelace. 
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indeed ! I think  if  I am  not  guilty 
of  a contradiction  in  terms , a pe- 
nitent without  afault;  her  parents’ 
conduct  towards  her  from  the  first 
considered. 

The  whole  story  of  the  other  is 
a pack  of  d — ned  stuff.  Lo- 
thax-io , ’tis  true , seems  such  an- 
other wicked  ungenerous  varlet 
as  thou  knowest  who : the  author 
knew  how  to  draw  a rake ; but  not 
to  paint  a penitent.  Calista  is  a 
desiring  luscious  wench,  and  her 
penitence  is  nothing  else  but  rage, 
insolence,  and  scorn.  Her  pas- 
sions are  all  storm  and  tumult;  no- 
thing of  the  finer  passions  of  the 
sex,  which,  if  naturally  drawn, 
will  distinguish  themselves  from 
the  mascuune  passions , by  a soft- 
ness that  will  even  shine  through 
rage  and  despair.  Her  character 
is  made  up  of  deceit  and  disguise. 
She  has  no  virtue;  is  all  pride; 
and  her  devil  is  as  much  within  her, 
as  without  her. 

How  then  can  the  fall  of  such  a 
one  create  a proper  distress , when 
all  the  circumstances  of  it  are  con- 
sidered? For  does  she  not  brazen 
out  her  crime,  even  after  detec- 
tion? Knowing  her  own  guilt,  she 
calls  for  Altamont’s  vengeance  on 
his  best  friend , as  if  he  had  tra- 
duced her;  yields  to  marry  Alta- 
mont,  though  criminal  with  an- 
other; and  actually  beds  that 
whining  puppy,  when  she  had 
given  up  herself,  body  and  soul, 
to  Lothario;  who,  nevertheless, 
refused  to  marry  her. 

Her  penitence,  when  begun,  she 
justly  styles  the phrensy  of  her  soul; ' 
and,  as  I said,  after  having,  as 


long  as  she  could,  most  audaci- 
ously brazened  out  her  crime,  and 
done  all  the  mischief  she  could 
do  (occasioning  the  death  of  Lo- 
thario, of  her  father,  and  others) 
she  stabs  herself. 

And  can  this  be  an  act  of  peni- 
tence? 

But,  indeed,  our  poets  hardly 
know  how  to  create  a distress  with- 
out horror,  murder,  and  suicide; 
and  must  shock  your  soul,  to  bring 
tears  from  your  eyes. 

AUamont  indeed,  who  is  an 
amorous  blockhead,  a credulous 
cuckold,  and  (though  painted  as  a 
brave  fellow,  and  a soldier)  a mere 
Tom  Essence,  and  a quarreller 
with  his  best  friend,  dies  like  a 
fool  (as  we  are  led  to  suppose  at 
the  conclusion  of  the  play)  with- 
out either  sword  or  pop-gun,  of 
mere  grief  and  nonsense , for  one 
of  the  vilest  of  her  sex:  but  the 
fair  penitent,  as  she  is  called,  pe- 
rishes by  her  own  hand;  and, 
having  no  title  by  her  past  crimes 
to  laudable  pity,  forfeits  all  claims 
to  true  penitence,  and,  in  all  pro- 
bability, to  future  mercy. 

But  here  is  Miss  Clarissa  Hab- 
lowe,  a virtuous,  noble,  wise,  and 
pious  young  lady;  who  being  ill 
used  by  her  friends , and  unhap- 
pily ensnared  by  a vile  libertine, 
whom  she  believes  to  be  a man  of 
honour,  is  in  a manner  forced  to 
throw  herself  upon  his  protection. 
And  he,  in  order  to  obtain  her 
confidence,  never  scruples  the 
deepest  and  most  solemn  protesta- 
tions of  honour. 

After  a series  of  plots  and  con- 
trivances , all  baffled  by  her  virtue 
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and  vigilance,  he  basely  has  re- 
course to  the  vilest  of  arts , and  to 
rob  her  of  her  honour,  is  forced 
first  to  rob  her  of  her  senses. 

Unable  to  bring  her,  notwith- 
standing, to  his  ungenerous  views 
of  cohabitation,  she  over-awes  him 
in  the  very  entrance  of  a fresh  act 
of  premeditated  guilt,  in  presence 
of  the  most  abandoned  of  women 
assembled  to  assist  his  devilish 
purpose;  triumphs  over  them  all, 
by  virtue  only  of  her  innocence, 
and  escapes  from  the  vile  hands 
he  had  put  her  into. 

She  nobly,  not  franticly,  re- 
sents : refuses  to  see , or  to  marry 
the  wretch;  who,  repenting  his 
usage  of  so  divine  a creature, 
would  fain  move  her  to  forgive  his 
baseness , and  make  him  her  hus- 
band : and  this,  though  persecuted 
by  all  her  friends ; and  abandoned 
to  the  deepest  distress , being  ob- 
liged, from  ample  fortunes,  to 
make  away  with  her  apparel  for 
subsistence;  surrounded  also  by  I 
strangers , and  forced  (in  want  of ' 
others)  to  make  a friend  of  the  i 
friend  of  her  seducer. 

Though  longing  for  death , and 
making  all  proper  preparations' 
for  it,  convinced  that  grief  and  ill 
usage  have  broken  her  noble  heart, 
she  abhors  the  impious  thought 
of  shortening  her  allotted  period ; 
and  as  much  a stranger  to  revenge 
as  despair,  is  able  to  forgive  the 
author  of  her  ruin ; wishes  his  re- 

{jentance,  and  that  she  may  be  the 
ast  victim  to  his  barbarous  per- 
fidy: and  is  solicitous  for  nothing 
so  much  in  this  life,  as  to  prevent 


vindictive  mischief  to  and  from  the 
man  who  used  her  so  basely. 

This  is  penitence!  This  is 
piety!  and  hence  a distress  na- 
turally arises , that  must  worthily  ' 
affect  every  heart. 

Whatever  the  ill-usage  of  this 
excellent  woman  is  from  her  re- 
lations, she  breaks  not  out  into  ex- 
cesses. She  strives , on  the  con- 
trary, to  find  reason  to  justify 
them  at  her  own  expense;  and 
seems  more  concerned  for  their 
cruelty  to  her  for  their  sakes  here- 
after, when  she  shall  be  no  more, 
than  for  her  own : for,  as  to  her- 
self, she  is  sure,  she  says,  God  will 
forgive  her,  though  no  one  on 
earth  will. 

On  every  extraordinary  provo- 
cation she  has  recourse  to  the 
scriptures , and  endeavours  to  re- 
gulate her  vehemence  by  sacred 
precedents.  “ Better  people , she 
says',  have  been  more  afflicted 
than  she,  grievous  as  she  some- 
times thinks  her  afflictions:  and 
shall  she  not  bear  what  less  faulty 
persons  have  borne?”  Onthevery 
occasion  I have  mentioned  (some 
new  instances  of  implacableness 
from  her  friends)  the  inclosed  me- 
ditation will  shew,  how  mildly, 
and  yet  how  forcibly  she  com- 
plains. See  if  thou,  in  the  wicked 
levity  of  thy  heart,  canst  apply  it 
to  thy  case  as  thou  didst  the  other. 

If  thou  canst  not,  give  way  to  thy 
conscience,  and  that  will  make 
the  properest  application. 

MEDITATION. 

How  long  will  ye  vex  my  soul,  and 
break  me  in  pieces  with  words! 
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Be  it  indeed  that  I have  erred , my 
error  remaineth  with  myself. 

To  her  that  is  afflicted, pity  should 
be  shewn  from  her  friends. 

But  she  that  is  ready  to  slip  with 
her  feet , is  as  a lamp  despised  in  the 
thought  of  them  that  are  at  ease. 

There  is  a shame  which  bringeth 
sin , and  there  is  a shame  which 
bringeth  glory  and  grace. 

Have  pity  upon  me,  have  pity  upon 
me,  O ye  my  friends ! for  the  hand 
of  God  hath  touched  me. 

If  your  soul  were  in  my  souTs 
stead,  I also  could  speak  as  ye  do : 
I could  heap  up  words  against 
you 

But  I would  strengthen  you  with 
my  mouth,  and  the  moving  of  my  lips 
should  assuage  your  grief. 

Why  will  ye  break  a leaf  driven 
to  and  fro?  Why  will  ye  pursue 
the  dry  stubble?  Why  will  ye  write 
bitter  words  against  me,  and  make 
me  possess  the  iniquities  of  my  youth? 

Mercy  is  seasonable  in  the  time  of 
affliction,  as  clouds  of  rain  in  the 
time  of  drought. 

Are  not  my  days  few  ? Cease  then, 
and  let  me  alone,  that  I may  take 
comfort  a little — before  I go  whence 
1 shall  not  return;  even  to  the  land 
of  darkness,  and  shadow  of  death! 

Let  me  add , that  the  excellent 
lady  is  informed , by  a letter  from 
Mrs.  Norton,  that  Colonel  Morden 
is  just  arrived  in  England.  He  is 
now  the  only  person  she  wishes  to 
see. 

I expressed  some  jealousy  upon 
it,  lest  he  should  have  place  given 
over  me  in  the  executorship.  She 
Baid , that  she  had  no  thoughts  to 


do  so  now:  because  such  a trust, 
were  he  to  accept  of  it  (which  she 
doubted)  might,  from  the  nature 
of  some  of  the  papers,  which  in 
that  case  would  necessarily  pass 
through  his  hands , occasion  mis- 
chief between  my  friend  and  him, 
that  would  be  vvorse  than  death 
for  her  to  think  of. 

Poor  Belton  I hear  is  at  death’s 
door.  A messenger  is  just  come 
from  him , who  tells  me , he  cannot 
die  till  he  sees  me.  I hope  the 
poor  fellow  will  not  go  off  yet: 
since  neither  his  affairs  in  this 
world , nor  for  the  other  are  in 
tolerable  order.  I cannot  avoid 
going  to  the  poor  man.  Yet  am 
unwilling  to  stir,  till  1 have  an  as- 
surance from  you , that  you  will 
not  disturb  the  lady:  for  I know 
he  will  be  very  loth  to  part  with 
me,  when  he  gets  me  to  him. 

Tourville  tells  me  how  fast  thou 
mendest:  let  me  conjure  thee  not 
to  think  of  molesting  this  incom- 
parable woman.  For  thy  own 
sake  I request  this  as  well  as  for 
hers,  and  for  the  sake  of  thy  given 
promise : for  should  she  die  within 
a few  weeks , as  I fear  she  will , it 
will  be  said,  and  perhaps  too 
justly,  that  thy  visit  has  hastened 
her  end. 

In  hopes  thou  wilt  not,  I wish 
thy  perfect  recovery:  else  that 
thou  inayst  relapse,  and  be  con- 
fined to  thy  bed. 
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LETTER  LI1I. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe. 

madam,  Sat.  morn.  Aug.  19. 

iTHiNKmyself  obliged  inhonour 
to  acquaint  you , that  I am  afraid 
Mr.  Lovelace  will  try  his  fate  by 
an  interview  with  you. 

I wish  to  heaven  you  could  pre- 
vail upon  yourself  to  receive  his 
visit.  Ail  that  is  respectful , even 
to  veneration,  and  all  that  is  pe- 
nitent, will  you  see  in  his  be- 
haviour, if  you  can  admit  of  it. 
Hut  as  I am  obliged  to  set  out  di- 
rectly for  Epsom , (to  perform , as 
I apprehend , the  last  frieudly  of- 
fices for  poor  Mr.  Belton,  whom 
you  once  saw)  and  as  I think  it 
more  likely  that  Mr.  Lovelace  will 
not  be  prevailed  upon  than  that 
lie  will , I thought  fit  to  give  you 
this  intimation , lest,  if  he  should 
come,  you  should  be  too  much  sur- 
prised. 

He  flatters  himself,  that  you 
are  not  so  ill  as  1 represent  you  to 
be.  When  he  sees  you,  he  will  be 
convinced  that  the  most  obliging 
things  he  can  do,  will  be  as  proper 
to  be  done  for  the  sake  of  his  own 
future  peace  of  mind , as  for  your 
health-sake;  and,  I dare  say,  in 
fear  of  hurting  the  latter,  he  will 
forbear  the  thoughts  of  any  further 
intrusion;  at  least,  while  you  are 
so  much  indisposed:  so  that  one, 
half-hour s shock,  if  it  will  be  a 
shock  to  see  the  unhappy  man 
(but  just  got  up  himself  from  a 
dangerous  fever)  will  be  all  you 
will  have  occasion  to  stand. 

I beg  you  will  not  too  much 
hurry  and  discompose  yourself.  It 


is  impossible  he  can  be  in  town  till 
Monday  at  soonest.  And  if  he 
resolves  to  come , I hope  to  be  at 
Mr.  Smith’s  before  him. 

I am,  Madam,  with  the  pro- 
foundest  veneration, 

Your  most  faithful  and  most 
obedient  servant, 

J.  Beleobd. 

LETTER  LIV. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

[/n  answer  tu  his  ufAug.  17.  See  Letter  lit.] 
Sunday,  Aug.  20. 

What  an  unmerciful  fellow  art 
thou!  A man  has  no  need  of  a 
conscience,  who  has  such  an  im- 
pertinent monitor.  But  if  Nic. 
liowe  wrote  a play  that  answers 
not  his  title,  ami  to  be  reflected 
upon  for  that?  — I have  sinned; 
I repent;  I would  repair  — she 
forgives  my  sins;  she  accepts  my 
repentance;  but  she  won’t  let  me 
repair  — what  wouldst  thou  have 
me  to  do? 

But  get  thee  gone  to  Belton , as 
soon  as  thou  canst.  Yet  whether 
thou  goest  or  not,  up  I must  go, 
and  see  what  I can  do  with  the 
sweet  oddity  myself.  The  moment 
these  prescribing  varlets  will  let 
me,  depend  upon  it,  1 go.  Nay, 
Lord  M.  thinks  she  ought  to  per- 
mit me  one  interview.  His  opinion 
has  great  authority  with  me  — 
when  it  squares  with  my  own : and 
I have  assured  him,  and  my  two 
cousins,  that  I will  behave  with 
all  the  decency  and  respect  that 
man  can  behave  with  to  the  per- 
son whom  he  most  respects.  And 
so  I will.  Of  this,  if  thou  choosest 
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not  to  go  to  Belton  mean  time, 
thou  shalt  be  witness. 

Colonel  Morden,  thou  hast 
heard  me  say,  is  a man  of  honour 
and  bravery : but  Colonel  Morden 
^ias  had  his  girls,  as  well  as  you 
and  I.  And  indeed , either  openly 
or  secretly,  who  has  not?  The 
devil  always  baits  with  a pretty 
wench,  when  he  angles  for  a man, 
be  his  age , rank , or  degree , what 
it  will. 

I have  often  heard  my  beloved 
speak  of  the  Colonel  with  great 
distinction  and  esteem.  I wish 
he  could  make  matters  a little 
easier,  for  her  mind’s  sake,  be- 
tween the  rest  of  the  implacables 
and  herself. 

Methinks  I am  sorry  for  honest 
Belton.  But  a man  cannot  be  ill, 
or  vapourish , but  thou  liftest  up 
thy  shriek- owl  note,  and  killest 
him  immediately.  None  but  a 
fellow,  who  is  fit  for  a drummer 
in  death’s  forlorn-hope,  could 
take  so  much  delight,  as  thou  dost, 
in  beating  a dead  march  with  thy 
goose-quills. 

Whereas,  didst  thou  but  know 
thine  own  talents,  thou  art  formed 
to  give  mirth  by  thy  very  appear- 
ance; and  wouldst  make  abetter 
figure  by  half,  leading  up  thy  bro- 
ther-bears at  Hockley  in  the  Hole, 
to  the  music  of  a Scots  bag  pipe. 
Methinks  I see  thy  clumsy  sides 
shaking(and  shakingthe  sides  of  all 
beholders)  in  these  very  attitudes : | 
thy  fat  head  archly  beating  time 
on  thy  porterly  shoulders,  right j 
and  left  b;y  turns,  as  I once  beheld 
thee  practising  to  the  hornpipe  at 
Preston.  Thou  rememberest  the 


frolic , as  I have  done  an  hundred 
times ; for  I never  before  saw  thee 
appear  so  much  in  character. 

But  I know  what  I shall  get  by 
this  — only  that  notable  obser- 
vation repeated , that  thy  outside 
is  the  worst  of  thee , and  mine  the 
best  of  me.  And  so  let  it  be.  No- 
thing thou  writest  of  this  sort  can  I 
take  amiss. 

But  I shall  call  thee  seriously  to 
account,  when  I see  thee , for  the 
extracts  thou  hast  given  the  lady 
from  my  letters , notwithstanding 
what  I said  in  my  last;  especially 
if  she  continue  to  refuse  me.  An 
hundred  times  have  I myself  known 
a woman  deny,  yet  comply  at 
last:  but,  by  these  extracts , thou 
hast,  I doubt,  made  her  bar  up 
the  door  of  her  heart,  as  she  used 
to  do  her  chamber-door,  against 
me.  — This  therefore  is  a dis- 
loyalty that  friendship  cannot 
bear,  nor  honour  allow  me  to  for- 
give. 

LETTER  LV. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

London,  Ang.  21,  Monday. 

I believe  I am  bound  to  curse 
thee,  Jack.  Nevertheless  I won’t 
anticipate,  but  proceed  to  write 
thee  a longer  letter,  than  thou 
hast  had  from  me  for  some  time 
past.  So  here  goes. 

That  thou  rnightest  have  as 
little  notice  as  possible  of  the  time 
I was  resolved  to  be  in  town , I set 
out  in  my  lord’s  chariot  and  six 
yesterday,  as  soon  as  I had  dis- 
patched my  letter  to  thee,  and 
arrived  in  town  last  night : for  I 
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knew  I could  have  no  dependence 
on  thy  friendship  where  Miss  Har- 
lowe’s  humour  was  concerned. 

I had  no  other  place  so  ready, 
and  so  was  forced  to  go  to  my  old 
lodgings,  where  also  my  ward- 
robe is;  and  there  I poured  out 
millions  of  curses  upon  the  whole 
crew,  and  refused  to  see  cither 
Sally  or  Polly;  and  this  not  only 
for  suffering  the  lady  to  escape, 
but  for  the  villainous  arrest,  and 
for  their  detestable  insolence  to 
her  at  the  officer’s  house. 

I dressed  myself  in  a never-worn 
suit,  which  I had  intended  for  one 
of  my  wedding  suits;  and  liked 
myself  so  well,  that  I began  to 
think  with  thee  that  my  outside 
■was  the  best  of  me. 

I took  a chair  to  Smith’s,  my 
heart  bounding  in  almost  audible 
thumps  to  my  throat,  with  the  as- 
sured expectation  of  seeing  my 
beloved.  I clasped  my  fingers  as 
I was  danced  along:  I charged  my 
eyes  to  languish  and  sparkle  by 
turns : I talked  to  my  knees , tell- 
ing them  how  they  must  bend; 
and , in  the  language  of  a charm- 
ing describer,  acted  my  part  in 
fancy,  as  well  as  spoke  it  to  my- 
self: 

Tenderly  kneeling,  thus  will  I complain : 
Thus  court  her  pity,  and  thus  plead  my 
pain; 

Thus  sigh  for  fancy’d  frowns,  if  frowns 
should  rise ; 

And  thus  meet  favour  in  her  softening 
eyes. 

In  this  manner  entertained  I 
myself,  till  I arrived  at  Smith’s: 
and  there  the  fellows  set  down 
their  gay  burden.  Off  went  their 
hats ; Will  ready  at  hand  in  a new 


livery;  up  went  the  head;  out 
rushed  my  honour;  the  woman  be- 
hind the  compter  all  in  flutters; 
respect  and  fear  giving  due  so- 
lemnity to  her  features ; and  her 
knees,  1 doubt  not,  knocking 
against  the  inside  of  her  wainscot 
fence. 

Your  servant,  madam — Will, 
let  the  fellows  motfe  to  some  dis- 
tance , and  wait. 

You  have  a young  lady  lodges 
here;  Miss  Harlowe,  madam:  is 
she  above? 

Sir,  sir,  an’  please  your  honour 
[the  woman  is  struck  with  my 
figure,  thought  1J ! Miss  Harlowe, 
sir!  There  is,  indeed,  such  a 
young  lady  lodges  here  ■ — But, 


but  — 

But  what,  madam?  — I must 
see  her.  — One  pair  of  stairs ! is  it 
| not?  — Don’t  trouble  yourself  — 
I shall  find  her  apartment.  And 
was  making  towards  the  stairs.  . 

Sir,  sir,  the  lady,  the  lady  is 
not  at  home  — she  is  abroad — she 
is  in  the  country  — 

In  the  country ! not  at  home ! — 
Impossible.  You  will  not  pass 
this  story  upon  me,  good  woman. 
I must  see  her.  I have  business  of 
life  and  death  with  her. 

Indeed,  sir,  the  lady  is  not  at 
home!  Indeed,  sir,  she  is  a- 
broad ! — 

She  then  rung  a bell;  John, 
cried  she , pray  step  down ! — In- 
deed, sir,  the  lady  is  not  at 
home. 

Down  came  John,  the  good  man 
| of  the  house , when  I expected  one 
of  his  journeymen , by  her  saucy 
i familiarity. 
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My  dear,  said  she,  the  gen- 
tleman will  not  believe  Miss  Har- 
lowe  is  abroad. 

John  bowed  to  my  fine  clothes: 
Your  servant,  sir  — indeed  the 
lady  is  abroad.  She  went  out  of 
town  this  morning  by  six  o’clock 
— into  the  country  — By  the  doc- 
tor’s advice. 

Still  1 would  not  believe  either 
John  or  his  wife.  I am  sure , said 
I , she  cannot  be  abroad , I heard 
she  was  very  ill  — she  is  not  able 
to  go  out  in  a coach.  Do  you  know 
Mr.  Belford,  friend? 

Yes,  sir;  I have  the  honour  to 
know  ’Squire  Belford.  He  is  gone 
into  the  country  to  visit  a sick 
friend;  he  went  on  Saturday, 
sir. 

This  had  also  been  told  from 
thy  lodgings  to  Will , whom  I sent 
to  desire  to  see  thee  on  my  first 
coming  to  town. 

• Well,  and  Mr.  Belford  wrote 
me  word  that  she  was  exceeding 
ill.  How  then  can  she  be  gone 
out? 

0,  sir,  she  is  very  ill;  very  ill, 
indeed — she  could  hardly  walk 
to  the  coach. 

Belford,  thought  I,  himself 
knew  nothing  of  the  time  of  my 
coming:  neither  can  he  have  re- 
ceived my  letter  of  yesterday : and 
so  ill,  ’tis  impossible  she  should 
go  out. 

Where  is  her  servant?  Call  her 
servant  to  me. 

Her  servant,  sir,  is  her  nurse: 
she  has  no  other.  And  she  is  gone 
with  her. 

Well,  friend,  I must  not  be- 
lieve you.  You’ll  excuse  me;  but; 


I must  go  up  stairs  myself.  And 
was  stepping  up. 

John  hereupon  put  on  a serious, 
and  a less  respectful  face  — Sir, 
this  house  is  mine ; and  — 

And  what,  friend?  not  doubt- 
ing then  but  she  was  above.  I 
must  and  will  see  her.  I have 
authority  for  it.  I am  a justice  of 
peace.  I have  a search-warrant. 

And  up  I went;  they  following 
me,  muttering,  and  in  a plaguy 
flutter. 

The  first  door  I came  too  was 
locked.  I tapped  at  it. 

The  lady,  sir,  has  the  key  of 
her  own  apartment. 

On  the  inside  I question  not, 
my  honest  friend ; tapping  again. 
And  being  assured,  if  she  heard 
my  voice , that  her  timorous  and 
soft  temper  would  make  her  betray 
herself  by  some  flutters,  to  my 
listening  ear,  I said  aloud,  I am 
confident  Miss  Harlowe  is  here: 
dearest  madam,  open  the  door: 
admit  me,  but  for  one  moment  to 
your  presence. 

But  neither  answer  nor  flutter- 
ing saluted  my  ear ; and  the  people 
being  very  quiet,  I led  on  to  the 
next  apartment;  and  the  key  being 
on  the  outside,  I opened  it,  ana 
looked  all  round  it , and  into  the 
closet. 

The  man  said  he  never  saw  so 
uncivil  a gentleman  in  his  life. 

Hark  tnee,  friend,  said  l;  let 
me  advise  thee  to  be  a little  de- 
cent; or  I shall  teach  thee  a les- 
son thou  never  learnedst  in  all  thy 
life. 

Sir,  said  he , ’tis  not  like  a gen- 
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tleman,  to  affront  a man  in  his 
own  house. 

Then  pr’ythee  man,  replied  I, 
don’t  crow  upon  thine  own  dung- 
hill. 

1 stepped  back  to  the  locked 
door:  My  dear  Miss  Harlowe,  I 
beg  of  you  to  open  the  door,  or 
I’ll  break  it  open ; — pushing  hard 
against  it , that  it  cracked  again. 

The  man  looked  pale;  and 
trembling  with  his  fright,  made  a 
plaguy  long  face;  and  called  to 
one  of  his  boddice-makers  above, 
Joseph , come  down  qniqkly. 

Joseph  came  down,  a lion’s- 
face  grinning  fellow;  thick  and 
short,  and  bushy-headed  like  an 
old  oak-pollard.  Then  did  master 
John  put  on  a sturdier  look.  But 
I only  hummed  a tune , traversed 
all  the  other  apartments , sounded 
the  passages  with  my  knuckles,  to 
find  whether  there  were  private 
doors,  and  walked  up  the  next 
air  of  stairs  singing  all  the  way ; 
ohn  and  Joseph,  and  Mrs.  Smith, 
following  me  trembling. 

I looked  round  me  there , and 
went  into  two  open-door  bed- 
chambers; searched  the  closets, 
the  passages,  and  peeped  through 
the  key-hole  of  another:  No  Miss 
Harlowe,  by  Jupiter!  What  shall 
I do ! — What  shall  I do ! as  the 
girls  say. — Now  will  she  be  grieved 
that  she  is  out  of  the  way. 

I said  this  on  purpose  to  find 
outwhetherthese  people  knew  the 
lady’s  story:  and  had  the  answer 
I expected  from  Mrs.  Smith  — 1 
believe  not,  sir. 

Why  so,  Mrs.  Smith?  Do  you 
know  who  lam? 


I can  guess,  sir. 

Whom  do  you  guess  me  to  be? 

Your  name  is  Mr.  Lovelace,  sir, 
I make  no  doubt. 

The  very  same.  But  how  came 
you  to  guess  so  well , dame  Smith ! 
You  never  saw  me  before  — did 
you? 

Here,  Jack,  I laid  out  for  a 
compliment,  and  missed  it. 

’Tis  easy  to  guess,  sir;  for 
there  cannot  be  two  such  gen- 
tlemen as  you. 

Well  said,  dame  Smith  — but 
mean  you  good  or  bad?  — Hand- 
some was  the  least  I thought  she 
would  have  said. 

I leave  you  to  guess , sir. 

Condemned , thought  I , by  my- 
self, on  this  appeal. 

Why , father  Smith , thy  wife  is 

a wit,  man? Did’st  thou  ever 

find  that  out  before? — But  where 
is  widow  Lovick,  dame  Smith? 
My  cousin  John  Belford  says  she 
is  a very  good  woman.  Is  she 
within?  Or  is  she  gone  with  Miss 
Harlowe  too? 

She  will  be  within  by-and-by, 
sir.  She  is  not  with  the  lady. 

Well,  but  iny  good,  dear  Mrs. 
Smith,  whither  is  the  lady  gone? 
And  when  will  she  return? 

1 can’t  tell,  sir. 

Don’t  tell  fibs,  dame  Smith; 
don’t  tell  fibs,  chucking  her  under 
the  chin:  which  made  John’s  upper 
lip,  with  chin  shortened,  rise  to 
his  nose.  — I am  sure  you  know ! 
— But  here’s  another  pair  of  stairs  : 
let  us  see;  who  lives  up  there?  But 
hold , here’s  another  room  locked 
up , tapping  at  the  door  — Who’s 
at  home?  cried  I. 
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That’s  Mrs.  Lovick’s  apartment, 
she  is  gone  out,  and  has  the  key 
with  her. 

Widow  Lovick ! tapping  again, 

I believe  you  are  at  home:  pray 
open  the  door. 

John  and  Joseph  muttered  and 
whispered  together. 

No  whispering,  honest  friends : 
’t.is  not  manners  to  whisper.  Jo- 
seph, what  said  John  to  thee? 

John,  sir!  disdainfully  repeated 
the  good  woman. 

I beg  pardon,  Mrs.  Smith:  but 
you  see  the  force  of  example.  Had 
you  shewed  your  honest  man  more 
respect,  I should.  Let  me  give 
you  a piece  of  advice  — Women 
who  treat  their  husbands  irreve- 
rently, teach  strangers  to  use 
them  with  contempt.  There, 
honest  master  John ; why  dost  not 
pull  off  thy  hat  to  me?  — 0,  so 
thou  wouldst,  if  thou  hadstiton: 
but  thou  never  wearest  thy  hat  in 
thy  wife’s  presence,  I believe; 
dost  thou? 

None  of  your  fleers  and  your 
jeers,  sir,  cried  John,  I wish  every 
married  pair  lived  as  happily  as 
we  do. 

I wish  so  too,  honest  friend. 
But  I’ll  be  hanged  if  thou  hast  any 
children. 

Why  so,  sir? 

Hast  thou? — Answer  me,  man? 
Hast  thou,  or  not? 

Perhaps  not,  sir.  But  what  of 
that? 

What  of  that?  — Why  I’ll  tell 
thee:  the  man  who  has  no  children 
by  his  wife,  must  put  up  with  plain 
John.  Hadst  thou  a child  or  two, 
thou’dst  be  called  Mr.  Smith,  with  | 


a curtsey,  or  a smile  at  least,  at 
every  word. 

You  are  very  pleasant,  sir,  re- 
plied my  dame.  1 fancy,  if  either 
my  husband  or  I had  as  much  to 
answer  for  as  I know  whom,  we 
should  not  be  so  merry. 

Why  then,  dame  Smith,  so 
much  the  worse  for  those  who 
were  obliged  to  keep  you  com- 
pany. But  I am  not  merry  — I 
am  sad!  — Hey  ho!  — Where 
shall  I find  my  dear  Miss  Ilar- 
lowe? 

My  beloved  Miss  Harlowe ! [call- 
ing at  the  foot  of  the  third  pair  of 
stairs]  if  you  are  above,  for 
Heaven’s  sake  answer  me.  1 am 
coming  up. 

Sir,  said  the  good  man,  I wish 
you’d  walk  down.  The  servants’ 
rooms,  and  the  working  rooms, 
are  up  those  stairs,  and  another 
pair ; and  nobody’s  there  that  you 
want. 

Shall  I go  up  and  see  if  Miss 
Harlowe  be  there,  Mrs.  Smith? 

You  may,  sir,  if  you  please. 

Then  I won’t  go ; for,  if  she  was, 
you  would  not  be  so  obliging. 

I am  ashamed  to  give  you  all 
this  attendance : you  are  the  poli- 
test traders  I ever  knew.  Honest 
Joseph,  slapping  him  upon  the 
shoulder  on  a sudden,  which  made 
him  jump,  didst  ever  grin  for  a 
wager,  man?  For  the  rascal 
seemed  not  displeased  with  me; 
and,  cracking  his  flat  face  from 
ear  to  ear,  with  a distended  mouth, 
shewed  his  teeth,  as  broad  and  as 
black  as  his  thumb  nails.  — But 
don’t  I hinder  thee?  What  canst 
| earn  a day,  man? 


;Ie 


CLARISSA  HARLOW E. 


113 


Half  a crown,  I can  earn  a day ! 
with  an  air  of  pride  and  petulance, 
at  being  startled. 

There,  then,  is  a day’s  wages 
for  thee.  But  thou  needest  not 
attend  me  farther. 

Come,  Mrs.  Smith,  come  John, 
(Master  Smith,  I should  say)  let’s 
walk  down,  and  give  me  an  ac- 
count where  the  lady  is  gone,  and 
when  she  will  return. 

So  down  stairs  led  I John  and 
Joseph  (though  I had  discharged 
the  latter)  ana  my  dame  following 
me,  to  shew  their  complaisance  to 
a stranger. 

I re-entered  one  of  the  first 
floor  rooms.  I have  a great  mind 
to  be  your  lodger:  forlneversaw 
such  obliging  folks  in  my  life. 
What  rooms  have  you  to  let? 

None  at  all,  sir. 

1 am  sorry  for  that.  But  whose 
is  this  ? 

Mine,8ir,  chuffily  said  John. 

Thine,  man?  why  then  I will 
take  it  of  thee.  This,  and  a bed- 
chamber, and  a garret  for  one  ser- 
vant, will  content  me.  I will  give 
thee  thine  own  price,  and  half-'a 
guinea  a day  over,  for  those  con- 
veniencies. 

For  ten  guineas  a day,  sir  — 

Hold,  John!  (master  Smith  I| 
should  say)  — Before  thou  speak- 
est,  consider  — I won’t  be  af- 
fronted, man. 

Sir,  I wish  you’d  walk  down, 
said  the  good  woman.  Really,  sir, 
you  take  — 

Great  liberties,  I hope  you 
would  not  say,  Mrs.  Smith. 

Indeed,  sir,  I was  going  to  say 
something  like  it. 


Well,  then,  I am  glad  I pre- 
vented you ; for  such  words  better 
become  my  mouth  than  yours. 
But  I must  lodge  with  you  till  the 
lady  returns.  I believe  I must. 
However,  you  may  be  wanted  in 
the  shop;  so  we’ll  talk  that  over 
there. 

Down  I went,  they  paying  dili- 
gent attendance  on  my  steps. 

When  I came  into  the  shop, 
seeing  no  chair  or  stool,  I went 
behind  the  compter,  and  sat  down 
under  an  arched  kind  of  canopy 
of  carved  work,  which  these  proud 
traders,  emulating  the  royal  niche- 
fillers,  often  give  themselves,  while 
a joint-stool,  perhaps,  serves  those 
by  whom  they  get  their  bread: 
such  is  the  dignity  of  trade  in  this 
mercantile  nation! 

I looked  about  me,  and  above 
me,  and  told  them,  I was  very 
proud  of  my  seat;  asking,  if  John 
were  ever  permitted  to  fill  this  su- 
perb niche? 

Perhaps  he  was,  he  said,  very 
surlily. 

That  is  it,  that  makes  thee  look 
so  like  a statue,  man. 

John  looked  plaguy  glum  upon 
me.  But  his  man  Joseph,  and  nry 
man  Will  turned  round  with  their 
backs  to  us,  to  hide  their  grinning, 
with  each  his  fist  in  his  mouth. 

I asked,  what  it  was  they  sold? 

Powder,  and  wash-balls,  and 
snuff,  they  said ; and  gloves  and 
stockings. 

0,  come,  I’ll  be  your  customer. 
Will,  do  I want  wash-balls? 

Yes,  and  please  your  honour, 
you  can  dispense  with  one  or 
two. 
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Give  him  half  a dozen,  dame 
Smith. 

She  told  me  she  must  come 
where  I was  to  serve  them.  Pray, 
sir,  walk  from  behind  the  compter. 

Indeed,  but  I won’t.  The  shop 
shall  be  mine.  Where  are  they,  if 
a customer  should  come  in? 

She  pointed  over  my  head,  with 
a purse-mouth,  as  if  she  would  not 
have  simpered,  could  she  have 
helped  it.  I reached  down  the 
glass , and  gave  Will  six.  There 
— put  ’em  up,  sirrah. 

He  did,  grinuiug  with  his  teeth 
out  before ; which  touching  my 
conscience,  as  the  loss  of  them  was 
owing  to  me ; Joseph,  said  I,  come 
hither.  Come  hither,  man,  when 
I bid  thee. 

He  stalked  towards  me,  his 
hands  behind  him,  half  willing, 
and  half  unwilling. 

I suddenly  wrapped  my  arm 
round  his  neck.  Will,  thy  pen- 
knife, this  moment.  D — n the  fel- 
low, where’s  thy  penknife? 

O,  Lord!  said  the  pollard- 
headed dog , struggling  to  get  his 
head  loose  from  under  my  arm, 
while  my  other  hand  was  muzzling 
about  his  cursed  chaps,  as  if  1 
would  take  his  teeth  out. 

I will  pay  thee  a good  price, 
man:  don’t  struggle  thus!  the 
penknife,  Will! 

OLord,  cried  Joseph,  struggling 
still  more  and  more.  And  out 
comes  Will’s  pruning  knife;  for 
the  rascal  is  a gardener  in  the 
country.  I have  only  this,  sir. 

The  best  in  the  world  to  lance  a 
gum.  D — n the  fellow,  why  dost 
struggle  thus? 


Master  and  Mistress  Smith, 
being  afraid,  I suppose,  that  I 
had  a design  upon  Joseph’s  throat, 
because  he  was  their  champion 
(and  this,  indeed,  made  me  take 
the  more  notice  of  him),  coming 
towards  me  with  countenances 
tragi-comical,  I let  him  go. 

I only  wanted,  said  I,  to  take 
out  two  or  three  of  this  rascal’s 
broad  teeth,  to  put  them  into  my 
servant’s  jaws  — and  I would  have 
paid  him  his  price  for  them.  I 
would,  by  my  soul,  Joseph. 

Joseph  shook  his  ears;  and  with 
both  hands  stroaked down,  smooth 
as  it  would  lie,  his  bushy  hair: 
and  looked  at  me,  as  if  he  knew 
not  whether  he  should  laugh  or  be 
angry:  but,  after  a stupid  stare 
or  two,  stalked  off  to  the  other 
end  of  the  shop,  nodding  his  head 
at  me  as  he  went,  still  stroaking 
down  his  hair ; and  took  his  stand 
by  his  master , facing  about , and 
muttering  that  I was  plaguy 
strong  in  the  arms,  and  he  thought 
would  have  throttled  him.  Then 
folding  his  arms,  and  shaking  bis 
bristled  head,  added,  ’twas  well  I 
was  a gentleman,  or  he  would  not 
have  taken  such  an  affront. 

I demanded  where  their  rappee 
was?  the  good  woman  pointed  to 
the  place,  and  I took  up  a scollop- 
shell  of  it,  refusing  to  let  her 
weigh  it,  and  filled  my  box.  And 
now,  Mrs.  Smith,  said  I,  where 
are  your  gloves? 

She  shewed  me;  and  I chose 
four  pair  of  them,  and  set  Joseph, 
who  looked  as  if  he  wanted  to  be 
taken  notice  of  again;  :to  open  the 
I fingers. 
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A female  customer,  who  had 
been  gaping  at  the  door,  came  in 
for  some  Scots  snuff;  and  I would 
serve  her.  The  wench  was  plaguy 
homely;  and  I told  her  so ; or  else, ! 
I said,  1 would  have  treated  her. 
She  in  anger  [no  woman  is  homely 
in  her  own  opinionj  threw  down 
her  penny;  and  I put  it  in  my 
pocket. 

Just  then,  turning  my  eye  to  the 
door,  I saw  a pretty,  genteel  Lady, ! 
with  a footman  after  ner,  peeping 
in  with  a What’s  the  matter,  gooa  | 
folks?  to  the  starers:  and  I ran  to 
her  from  behind  the  compter,  and, 
as  she  was  making  off,  took  her 
hand,  and  drew  her  into  the  shop, 
begging  that  she  would  be  my 
customer;  for  that  I had  but  just 
begun  trade. 

What  do  you  sell,  sir?  said  she, 
smiling ; but  a little  surprised. 

Tapes,  ribbands,  silk -laces, 
jjins,  and  needles;  for  I am  a 

Sedlar!  powder,  patches,  wash- 
alls,  stockings,  garters,  snuffs, 
and  pin-cushious  — don’t  we, 
goody  Smith? 

So  in  I gently  drew  her  to  the 
compter,  running  behind  it  my- 
self, with  an  air  of  great  diligence 
and  ^obligingness.  I have  excel- 
lent'gloves  and  wash-balls,  ma- 
dam; rappee,  Scots,  Portugal, 
and  all  sorts  of  snuff. 

Well,  said  she,  in  a very  good 
humour,  I’ll  encourage  a young 
beginner  for  once.  Here,  Andrew, 
[to  her  footman]  you  want  a pair 
of  gloves;  don’t  you? 

I took  down  a parcel  of  gloves,  l 
which  Mrs.  Smith  pointed  to,  and  | 


came  round  to  the  fellow  to  fit 
them  on  myself. 

No  matter  for  opening  them, 
said  I : thv  fingers,  friend,  are  as 
stiff  as  drum -sticks.  Push!  — 
Thou’rt  an  awkward  dog!  1 won- 
der such  a pretty  lady  will  be  fol- 
lowed by  such  a clumsy  varlet. 

The  fellow  had  no  strength  for 
laughing:  and  Joseph  was  might- 
ily pleased,  in  hopes,  I suppose,  I 
would  borrow  a few  of  Andrew’s 
teeth,  to  keep  him  in  countenance  : 
and,  father  and  mother  Smith,  like 
all  the  world,  as  the  jest  was  turn- 
ed from  themselves,  seemed  di- 
verted with  the  humour. 

The  fellow  said,  the  gloves  were 
too  little. 

Thrust,  and  be  d— n’d  to  thee, 
said  I:  why,  fellow,  thou  hast  not 
the  strength  of  a cat. 

Sir,  sir,  said  he,  laughing,  I 
shall  hurt  your  honour’s  side. 

D — n thee,  thrust  I say. 

He  did ; and  burst  out  the  sides 
of  the  glove. 

Will,  said  I,  where’s  thy  prun- 
ing knife?  By  my  soul,  friend,  I 
had  a good  mind  to  pare  thy 
cursed  paws.  But  come,  here’s  a 
larger  pair , try  them,  when  thou 

fettest  home;  and  let  thy  sweet- 
eart,  if  thou  hast  one,  mend  the 
other,  so  take  both. 

The  lady  laughed  at  the  hu- 
mour; as  did  my  fellow  and  Mrs. 
Smith,  and  Joseph:  even  John 
laughed , though  ne  seemed , by 
the  force  put  upon  his  coun- 
tenance, to  be  but  half  pleased 
with  me  neither. 

Madam,  said  I,  and  stepped  be- 
hind the  compter,  bowing  over  it, 
8* 
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now  I hope  you  will  buy  some- 
thing for  yourself.  Nobody  shall 
use  you  better,  nor  sell  you 
cheaper. 

Come,  said  she,  give  me  six- 
penny worth  of  Portugal  snuff. 

They  shewed  me  where  it  was, 
and  I served  her : and  said,  when 
she  would  have  paid  me,  I took 
nothing  at  my  opening.  } 

If  I treated  her  footman,  she 
told  me,  I should  not  treat  her. 

Well,  with  all  my  heart,  said  I : 
’tis  not  for  us  tradesmen  to  be 
saucy  — is  it,  Mrs.  Smith? 

I put  her  six -pence  in  my 
pocket;  and  seizing  her  hand, 
took  notice  to  her  of  the  crowd 
that  had  gathered  about  the  door,  I 
and  besought  her  to  walk  into  the 
back-shop  with  me. 

She  struggled  her  hand  out  of 
mine,  and  would  stay  no  longer, 

I bowed,  and  bid  her  kindly 
welcome,  and  thanked  her,  and 
hoped  I should  have  her  custom 
another  time. 

She  went  away  smiling;  and 
Andrew  after  her ; who  made  me 
a fine  bow. 

I began  to  be  out  of  coun- 
tenance at  the  crowd , which 
thickened  apace;  and  bid  Will 
order  the  chair  to  the  door. 

Well,  Mrs.  Smith,  with  a grave 
air,  I am  heartily  sorry  Miss  Har- ! 
lowe  is  abroad.  You  don’t  tell  me 
where  she  is? 

Indeed,  sir,  I cannot. 

You  will  not,  you  mean.  — She 
could  have  no  notion  of  my 
coming.  I came  to  town  but  last 
night.  I have  been  very  ill.  She 
has  almost  broken  my  heart  by 


her  cruelty.  You  know  my  story, 
I doubt  not.  Tell  her,  I must  go 
out  of  town  to-morrow  morning. 
But  I will  send  my  servant,  to 
know  if  she  will  favour  me  with 
one  half-hour’s  conversation ; for 
as  soon  as  I get  down,  I shall  set 
out  for  Dover,  in  my  way  to 
France,  if  I have  not  a counter- 
mand from  her  who  has  the  sole 
disposal  of  my  fate. 

And  so,  flinging  down  a Portu- 

§al  Six-and-tnirty,  I took  Mr. 

mith  by  the  hand,  telling  him,  I 
was  sorry  we  had  not  more  time  to 
be  better  acquainted ; and  bidding 
farewell  to  honest  Joseph  (who 
pursed  up  his  mouth  as  I passed 
by  him,  as  if  he  thought  his  teeth 
still  in  jeopardy)  and  Mrs.  Smith 
adieu,  and  to  recommend  me  to 
her  fair  lodger,  hummed  an  air, 
and  the  chair  being  come , whipt 
into  it;  the  people  about  the  door 
seeming  to  be  in  good  humour 
with  me ; one  crying,  A pleasant 
gentleman,  I warrant  him ! And 
away  I was  carried  to  White’s  ac- 
cording to  direction. 

As  soon  as  I came ' thither , I 
ordered  Will  to  go  and  change 
his  clothes,  and  to  disguise  him- 
self by  putting  on  his  black  wig, 
and  keeping  his  mouth  shut;>and 
then  to  dodge  about  Smith’s,  to 
inform  himself  of  the  lady’s  mo- 
tions. 

* * * 

I give  thee  this  impudent  ac- 
count of  myself,  that  thou  mayeBt 
rave  at  me,  and  call  me  hardened, 
and  what  thou  wilt.  For,  in  the 
first  place,  I,  who  had  been  so 
lately  ill,  was  glad  I was  alive; 
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and  then  I was  so  balked  by  my  talk  of  taking  his  teeth  out  of  his 
charmer’s  unexpected  absence,  head , without  doing  him  the  least 
and  so  ruffled  by  that,  and  by  the  hurt;  they  will  all,  at  my  next 
bluff  treatment  of  father  John,  visit,  be  much  more  easy  and  plea- 
tbat  I had  no  other  way  to  avoid  santwith  me  than  Andrew’s  gloves 
being  out  of  humour  with  all  I met  were  to  him;  and  we  shall  be  as 
with.  Moreover,  1 was  rejoiced  to  thoroughly  acquainted , as  if  we 
find , by  the  lady’s  absence , and  had  known  one  another  a twelve- 
by  her  going  out  at  six  in  the  month. 

morning,  that  it  was  impossible  When  I returned  to  our  mo- 
she  should  be  so  ill  as  thou  repre-  ther’s , I again  cursed  her,  and  all 
sentest  her  to  be;  and  this  gave  our  nymphs  together,  and  still  re- 
me  still  higher  spirits.  Then  1 fused  to  see  either  Sally  or  Polly, 
know  the  sex  always  love  cheerful  I raved  at  the  horrid  arrest;  and 
and  humourous  fellows.  The  dear  told  the  old  dragon,  that  it  was 
creature  herself  used  to  be  pleased  owing  to  her  ana  hers,  that  the 
with  my  gay  temper  and  lively  fairest  virtue  in  the  world  was 
manner;  and  had  she  been  told,  ruined;  my  reputation  for  ever 
that  I was  blubbering  for  her  in  blasted ; and  that  I was  not  mar- 
the  back-shop,  she  would  have  ried , and  happy  in  the  love  of  the 
despised  me  still  more  than  she  most  excellent  of  her  sex. 
does.  She,  to  pacify  me,  said,  she 

Furthermore,  I was  sensible,  would  shew  me  a new  face  that 
that  the  people  of  the  house  must  would  please  me;  since  I would 
needs  have  a terrible  notion  of  me,  not  see  Sally  who  was  dying  for 
as  a savage , bloody-minded , ob-  grief. 

durate  fellow;  a perfect  woman-)  Where  is  this  new  face?  cried 
eater;  and,  no  doubt,  expected  to  I:  let  me  see  her,  though  I shall 
see  me  with  the  claws  of  a lion, ; never  see  any  face  with  pleasure 
and  the  fangs  of  a tiger;  and  it  but  Miss  Harlowe’s. 
was  but  policy  to  shew  them,  what  She  won’t  come  down , replied 
a harmless  pleasant  fellow  1 am,  she.  She  will  not  be  at  the  word 
in  order  to  familiarize  the  John’s  of  command  yet.  She  is  but  just 
and  the  Joseph’s  to  me.  For  it  was ‘in  the  trammels;  and  must  be 
evident  to  me,  by  the  good  wo-  waited  upon,  I’ll  assure  you;  and 
man’s  calling  them  down,  that  courted  much  besides, 
she  thought  me  a dangerous  man.  Aye!  said  I,  that  looks  well. 
Whereas  now,  John  and  I have  Lead  me  to  her  the  instant, 
shaken  hands  together,  and  dame  I followed  her  up:  and  who 
Smith  having  seen  that  I have  the  should  she  be , but  that  little  toad 
face , and  hands , and  looks  of  a ! Sally  I 

man,  and  walk  upright,  and  prate, ! 0 curse  you,  said  I,  for  a devil ! 

and  laugh,  and  joke,  like  other  Is  it  you?  Is  yours  the  new  face? 
people;  and  Joseph,  that  I can,  0 my  dear,  dear  Mr.  Lovelace ! 
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cried  she,  I am  glad  any  thing 
will  bring  you  to  me!  — And  so 
the  little  oeast  threw  herself  about 
my  neck,  and  there  clung  like  a 
cat.  Come,  Baid  she,  what  will  you 
give  me,  and  I’ll  be  virtuous  for  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  and  mimic 
your  Clarissa  to  the  life? 

1 was  Belforded  all  over.  I could 
not  bear  such  an  insult  upon  the 
dear  creature  (for  I have  a soft 
and  generous  nature  in  the  main, 
whatever  thou  thinkest:')  and 
cursed  her  most  devoutly  for 
taking  my  beloved’s  name  in  her 
mouth  in  such  a way.  But  the 
little  devil  was  not  to  be  balked; 
but  fell  a crying,  sobbing,  pray- 
ing, begging,  exclaiming,  faint- 
ing, that  I never  saw  my  lovely 
girl  so  well  aped.  Indeed  I was 
almost  taken  in;  fori  could  have 
fancied  I had  her  before  me  once 
more. 

O this  sex!  this  artful  sex! 
There’s  no  minding  them.  Atfirst, 
indeed,  their  grief  and  their  con- 
cern may  be  real:  but  give  way  to 
the  hurricane,  and  it  will  soon  die 
away  in  soft  murmurs,  trilling 
upon  your  ears  like  the  notes  of  a 
well-tuned  viol.  And,  by  Sally, 
one  sees,  that  art  will  generally  so 
well  supply  the  place  of  nature, 
that  you  shall  not  easily  know  the 
difference.  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe 
indeed  is  the  only  woman  in  the 
world  I believe  that  can  say,  in  the 
words  of  her  favourite  Job,  (for 
I can  quote  a text  as  well  as  she) 
but  it  is  not  so  with  me. 

They  were  very  inquisitive 
about  my  fair-one.  They  told  me, 
that  you  seldom  came  near  them ; 


that , when  you  did , you  put  on 
plaguy  grave  airs;  would  hardly 
stay  five  minutes;  and  did  nothing 
but  praise  Miss  Harlowe,  and  la- 
ment her  hard  fate.  In  short,  that 
you  despised  them;  was  full  of 
sentences;  and  they  doubted  not, 
in  a little  while,  would  be  a lost 
man,  and  marry. 

A pretty  character  for  thee , is 
it  not?  Thou  art  in  a blessed  way ; 
yet  hast  nothing  to  do  but  to  go 
on  in  it ; and  then  what  a work  hast 
thou  to  go  through ! If  thou 
turnest  back,  these  sorceresses 
will  be  like  the  Czar’s  Cossacks  [at 
Pultowa,  I think  it  was]  who  were 
planted  with  ready  primed  and 
cocked  pieces,  behind  the  re- 
gulars, in  order  to  shoot  them 
dead,  if  they  did  not  push  on,  and 
conquer;  and  then  wilt  thou  be 
most  lamentably  despised  by  every 
harlot  thou  hast  made  — And , O 
Jack,  how  formidable,  in  that 
case,  will  be  the  number  of  thy 
enemies! 

I intend  to  regulate  my  motions 
by  Will’s  intelligence ; for  see  this 
dear  creature  Imustand  will.  Yeti 
have  promised  Lord  M.  to  be  down 
in  two  or  three  days , at  farthest ; 
for  he  is  grown  plaguy  fond  of  me 
since  1 was  ill. 

I am  in  hopes , that  the  word  I 
left,  that  I am  to  go  out  of  town 
to-morrow  morning , will  soon 
bring  the  lady  back  again. 

Meantime  I thought  I would 
write  to  divert  thee,  while  thou 
art  pf  such  importance  about  the 
dying;  and  as  thy  servant,  it 
seems,  comes  backward  and  for- 
ward every  day,  perhaps  I may 


CLARISSA  HARLOWE. 


119 


send  thee  another  letter  to-mor- 
row, with  the  particulars  of  the 
interview  between  the  dear  crea- 
ture and  me , after  which  my  soul 
thirsteth. 

LETTER  LVI. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Tuesday,  Aug.  22. 

I must  write  on,  to  divert  my- 
self : for  I can  get  no  rest ; no  re- 
freshing rest.  I awaked  just  now 
in  a cursed  fright.  IIow  a man 
may  be  affected  by  dreams ! 

“Methought  I had  an  interview 
with  my  beloved.  1 found  her  all 
goodness , condescension,  and  for- 
giveness. She  suffered  herself  to 
be  overcome  in  my  favour  by  the 
joint  intercessions  of  Lord  M.,Lady 
Sarah,  Lady  Betty,  aud  my  two 
cousins  Montague,  who  waited 
upon  her  in  deep  mourning;  the 
ladies  with  long  trains  sweeping 
after  them;  Lord  M.  in  a long 
black  mantle  trailing  after  him. 
They  told  her  they  came  in  these 
robes  to  express  their  sorrow  for 
my  sins  against  her,  and  to  im- 
plore her  to  forgive  me. 

“ I myself,  I thought,  was  upon 
my  knees,  with  a sword  in  my 
hand,  offering  either  to  put  it  up 
iu  the  scabbard,  or  to  thrust  it 
into  my  heart,  as  she  should  com- 
mand the  one  or  the  other. 

“At  that  moment  her  cousin 
Morden,  I thought,  all  of  a sud- 
den , flashed  in  through  a window, 
with  his  drawn  sword  — Die, 
Lovelace!  said  he;  this  instant 
die,  and  be  damned,  if  in  earnest 


thou  repairest  not  by  marriage  my 
cousin’s  wrongs ! 

“I  was  rising  to  resent  this  in- 
sult, I thought,  when  Lord  M.  ran 
between  us  with  his  great  black 
mantle,  and  threw  it  over  my 
face : and  instantly , my  charmer, 
with  that  sweet  voice  which  has  so 
often  played  upon  my  ravished 
ears,  wrapped  her  arms  round 
me , muffled  as  I was  in  my  lord’s 
mantle : 0 , spare,  spare  my  Love- 
lace! And  spare,  0 Lovelace, 
my  beloved  cousin  Morden!  Let 
me  not  have  my  distresses  aug- 
mented by  the  fall  of  either  or 
both  of  those  who  are  so  dear  to 
me! 

“At  this,  charmed  with  her 
sweet  mediation , I thought  I 
would  have  clasped  her  in  my 
arms:  when  immediately  the  most 
angelic  form  I had  ever  beheld, 
all  clad  in  transparent  white,  de- 
scended in  a cloud , which  open- 
ing, discovered  a firmament  above 
it,  crowded  with  golden  cherubs, 
and  glittering  seraphs,  all  ad- 
dressing her  with , Welcome , wel- 
come, welcome!  and  encircling 
my  charmer,  ascended  with  her 
to  the  region  of  seraphims;  and 
instantly,  the  opened  cloud  clos- 
ing, 1 lost  sight  of  her,  and  of  the 
bright  form  together,  and  found 
wrapped  in  my  arms  her  azure 
robe  (all  stuck  thick  with  stars  of 
embossed  silver)  which  I had 
caught  hold  of  in  hopes  of  detain- 
ing her;  but  was  all  that  was  left 
me  of  my  beloved  Clarissa.  And 
then , (horrid  to  relate !)  the  floor 
sinking  under  me,  as  the  firma- 
ment had  opened  for  her,  I dropt 
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into  a hole  more  frightful  than 
that  of  Elden;  and,  tumbling 
over  and  over  down  it,  without 
view  of  a bottom,  I awaked  in  a 
panic , and  was  as  effectually  dis- 
ordered for  half  an  hour,  as  if  my 
dream  had  been  a reality.” 

Wilt  thou  forgive  me  troubling 
thee  with  such  visionary  stuff? 
Thou  wilt  see  by  it,  only,  that, 
sleeping  or  waking,  my  Clarissa 
is  always  present  with  me. 

But  here  this  moment  is  Will 
come  running  hither  to  tell  me, 
that  his  lady  actually  returned  to 
her  lodgings  last  night  between 
eleven  and  twelve;  and  is  now 
there!  though  very  ill. 

I hasten  to  her.  But  that  I may 
not  add  to  her  indisposition,  by 
any  rough  or  boisterous  behaviour, 
I will  be  as  soft  and  as  gentle  as 
the  dove  herself  in  my  addresses 
to  her. 

That  I do  love  her,  O all  yo  host  of 
heaven , 

Bo  witness  — That  she  is  dear  to  me; 
Dearer  than  day,  to  one  whom  sight  must 
leave ; 

Dearer  than  life  to  one  who  fears  to  die. 

The  chair  is  come.  I fly  to  my 
beloved. 


LETTER  LV1I. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Curse  upon  my  stars!  — Dis- 
appointed again!  It  was  about 
eight  when  1 arrived  at  Smith’s  — 
The  woman  was  in  the  shop. 

So , old  acquaintance , now  do 
you  now?  I know  my  love  is  above. 
— Let  her  be  acquainted  that  I am 
here,  waiting  for  admission  to  her, 


presence,  and  can  lake  no  denial. 
Tell  her,  that  1 will  approach  her 
with  the  most  respectful  duty,  and 
in  whose  company  she  pleases: 
and  I will  not  touch  the  hem  of  her 
garment,  without  her  leave. 

Indeed,  sir,  you  are  mistaken. 
The  lady  is  not  in  this  house , nor 
near  it. 

I’ll  see  that.  — Will ! beckoning 
him  to  me,  and  whispering,  see 
if  thou  canst  any  way  find  out 
(without  losing  sight  of  the  door, 
lest  she  should  be  below  stairs)  if 
she  be  in  the  neighbourhood,  if 
not  within. 

Will  bowed,  and  went  off.  Up 
went  I,  without  further  ceremony, 
attended  now  only  by  the  good 
woman. 

I went  into  each  apartment , ex- 
cept that  which  was  locked  before, 
and  was  now  also  locked;  and  I 
called  to  my  Clarissa  in  the  voice 
of  love;  but  by  the  still  silence 
was  convinced  she  was  not  there. 
Yet,  on  the  strength  of  my  in- 
telligence, I doubted  not  but  she 
was  in  the  house. 

I then  went  up  two  pair  of  stairs, 
and  looked  round  the  first  room: 
but  no  Miss  Harlowe. 

And  who,  pray,  is  in  this  room? 
stopping  at  the  door  of  another. 

A widow  gentlewoman , sir.  — 
Mrs.  Lovick. 

0 my  dear  Mrs.  Lovick ! said  I. 

I am  intimately  acquainted  with 
Mrs.  Lovick’s  character,  from  my 
cousin  John  Belford.  I must  see 
Mrs.  Lovick  by  all  means.  Good 
Mrs.  Lovick,  open  the  door. 

She  did. 

Your  servant,  madam.  Be  so 
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good  as  to  excuse  me.  — You 
have  heard  my  story.  You  are  an 
admirer  of  the  most  excellent 
woman  in  the  world.  Dear  Mrs. 
Lovick,  tell  me  what  is  become  of 
her? 

The  poor  lady,  sir,  went  out! 
yesterday,  on  purpose  to  avoid 
you. 

How  so?  She  knew  not  that  I 
would  be  here. 

She  was  afraid  you  would  come 
when  she  heard  you  were  re- 
covered from  your  illness.  Ah ! sir, 
%vhat  pity  it  is  that  so  fine  a gen- 
tleman should  make  such  ill  re- 
turns for  God’s  goodness  to  him ! 

You  are  an  excellent  woman, 
Mrs.  Lovick:  1 know  that,  by  my 
cousin  John  Belford’s  account  of 
you:  and  Miss  Clarissa Harlo we  is 
an  angel. 

Miss  Harlowe  is  indeed  an  angel, 
replied  she : and  soon  will  be  com- 
pany for  angels. 

No  jesting  with  such  a woman 
as  this,  Jack. 

Tell  me  of  a truth,  good  Mrs. 
Lovick.  where  I may  see  this  dear 
lady.  Upon  my  soul,  I will  neither 
fright  nor  offend  her.  1 will  only 
beg  of  her  to  hear  me  speak  for 
one  half-quarter  of  an  hour;  and, 
if  she  wilt  have  it  so,  1 will  never 
trouble  her  more. 

Sir,  said  the  widow,  it  would  be 
death  for  her  to  see  you.  She  was 
at  home  last  night;  I’ll  tell  you 
truth:  but  fitter  to  be  in  bed  all. 
day.  She  came  home,  she  said,  to 
die:  and  if  she  could  not  avoid 
your  visit,  she  was  unable  to  fly 
from  you ; and  believed  she  should 
die  in  your  presence. 


And  yet  go  out  again  this  morn- 
ing early!  How  can  that  be, 
widow? 

Why,  sir,  she  rested  not  two 
hours , for  fear  of  you.  Her  fear 
gave  her  strength,  which  she’ll 
suffer  for,  when  that  fear  is  over. 
And  finding  herself,  the  more  she 
thought  of  your  visit,  the  less  able 
to  stay  to  receive  it,  she  took  chair, 
and  is  gone  nobody  knows  whither. 
But,  I believe , she  intended  to  be 
carried  to  the  water-side,  in  order 
to  take  boat;  for  she  cannot  bear 
a coach.  It  extremely  incommoded 
her  yesterday. 

But  before  we  talk  any  further, 
said  I,  if  she  be  gone  abroad , you 
can  have  no  objection  to  my  look- 
ing into  every  apartment  above 
and  below ; because  I am  told  she 
is  actually  in  the  house. 

Indeed,  sir,  she  is  not.  You  may 
satisfy  yourself,  if  you  please; 
but  Mrs.  Smith  and  I waited  on 
her  to  her  chair.  We  were  forced 
to  support  her,  she  was  so  weak. 
She  said,  Whither  can  I go,  Mrs. 
Lovick?  whither  can  I go,  Mrs. 
Smith?  — Cruel,  cruel  man!  — 
Tell  him  I called  him  so,  if  he 
come  again!  God  give  him  that 
peace  which  he  denies  me ! 

Sweet  creature!  cried  I,  and 
looked  down,  and  took  out  my 
handkerchief. 

The  widow  wept.  I wish,  said 
she,  I had  never  known  so  excel- 
j lent  a lady,  and  so  great  a sufferer! 
I love  her  as  my  own  child ! 

Mrs.  Smith  wept. 

I then  gave  over  the  hope  of 
seeing  her  for  this  time.  I was  ex- 
tremely chagrined  at  my  disap- 
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pointment,  and  at  the  account 
they  gave  of  her  ill  health. 

Would  to  heaven,  said  I,  she 
would  put  it  in  my  power  to  repair 
her  wrongs!  I have  been  an  un- 
grateful wretch  to  her.  I need  not 
tell  you , Mrs.  Lovick , how  much 
I have  injured  her,  nor  how  much 
she  suffers  by  her  relations’  im- 
placableness. ’Tis  that,  Mrs. 
Lovick,  ’tis  that  implacableness, 
Mrs.  Smith,  that  cuts  her  to  the 
heart.  Her  family  is  the  most  im- 
placable family  on  earth ; and  the 
dear  creature,  in  refusing  to  see 
me,  and  to  be  reconciled  to  me, 
shews  her  relationship  to  them  a 
little  too  plainly. 

0,  sir,  said  the  widow,  notone 
syllable  of  what  you  say  belongs 
to  this  lady.  I never  saw  so  sweet 
a creature:  so  edifying  a piety! 
and  one  of  so  forgiving  a temper: 
she  is  always  accusing  herself,  and 
excusing  her  relations.  And , as 
to  you,  sir,  she  forgives  you:  she 
wishes  you  well,  and  happier  than 
you  will  let  her  be.  Why  will  you 
not,  sir,  why  will  you  not  let  her 
die  in  peace?  ’Tis  all  she  wishes 
for.  You  don’t  look  like  a hard- 
hearted gentleman!  — How  can 
you  thus  hunt  and  persecute  a 
poor  lady,  whom  none  of  her  rela- 
tions will  look  upon ! it  makes  my 
heart  bleed  for  her. 

And  then  she  wept  again.  Mrs.  | 
Smith  wept  also.  My  seat  grew 
uneasy  to  me.  I shifted  to  an-! 
other  several  times;  and  what 
Mrs.  Lovick  farther  said , and 
shewed  me,  made  me  still  more 
uneasy. 

Bad  as  the  poor  lady  was  last 


night,  said  she,  she  transcribed 
into  her  book  a meditation  on 
your  persecuting  her  thus.  I have 
a copy  of  it.  If  1 thought  it  would 
have  any  effect,  I would  read  it  to 
you. 

Let  me  read  it  myself,  Mrs. 
Lovick. 

She  gave  it  to  me.  It  has  an 
Harlowe-spirited  title:  and  from 
a forgiving  spirit,  intolerable.  I 
desired  to  take  it  with  me.  She 
consented,  on  condition  that  I 
shewed  it  to  ’Squire  Belford.  So 
here,  Mr.  ’Squire  Belford,  thou 
may’st  read  it  if  thou  wilt. 

OK  BEIKG  HUNTED  AFTER  BY  THE 
ENEMY  OF  MY  SOUL. 

Monday,  Aug.  21. 

Deliver  me , O Lord,  from  the  evil 
man, 

Preserve  me  from  the  violent  man , 
Who  imagines  mischief  in  his  heart. 

He  hath  sharpened  his  tongue  like 
a serpent.  Adders'  poison  is  under 
his  lips. 

Keep  me,  O Lord , from  the  hands 
of  the  wicked.  Preserve  me  from  the 
violent  man  who  has  purposed  to 
overthrow  my  goings. 

He  hath  hid  a snare  for  me.  He 
hath  spread  a net  by  the  way-side. 
He  hath  set  gins  for  me  in  the  way 
wherein  1 walked. 

Keep  me  from  the  snares  which  he 
hath  laid  for  me,  and  the  gins  of  this 
worker  of  iniquity. 

The  enemy  hath  persecuted  my  soul. 
He  hath  smitten  my  life  down  to  the 
ground.  He  hath  made  me  dwell  in 
darkness,  as  those  that  have  been  long 
dead. 
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Therefore  is  my  spirit  overwhelmed 
within  me.  My  heart  within  me  is 
desolate. 

Hide  not  thy  face  from  me  in  the 
day  when  lam  in  trouble. 

For  my  days  are  consumed  like 
smoke;  and  my  bones  are  burnt  as 
the  hearth. 

My  heart  is  smitten  and  withered 
like  grass ; so  that  I forget  to  eat  my 
bread. 

By  reason  of  the  voice  of  my 
groaning , my  bones  cleave  to  my 
skin. 

I am  like  a pelican  of  the  wilder- 
ness. I am  like  an  owl  of  the  desert. 

I watch , and  am  as  a sparrow 
alone  upon  the  housetop.  1 have 
eaten  ashes  like  bread:  and  mingled 
my  drink  with  weeping: 

Because  of  thine  indignation , and 
thy  wrath;  for  thou  hast  lifted  me  up , 
and  cast  me  down. 

My  days  are  like  a shadow  that 
declineth,  and  I am  withered  like 
grass. 

Grant  not , O Lord , the  desires  of 
the  wicked:  further  not  his  devices, 
lest  he  exalt  himself. 

Why  now,  Mrs.  Lovick,  said  I, 
when  I had  read  this  meditation, 
as  she  called  it,  I think  I am  very 
severely  treated  by  the  lady,  if 
she  mean  me  in  all  this.  For  how 
is  it  that  I am  the  enemy  of  her  soul , 
when  I love  her  both  soul  and 
body? 

She  says,  that  I am  a violent 
man , and  a wicked  man.  — That  I 
have  been  so,  I own : but  I repent, 
and  only  wish  to  have  it  in  my 
power  to  repair  the  injuries  1 have 
done  her. 


The  gin , the  snare,  the  net, me  an 
matrimony , I suppose  — but  is  it 
a crime  in  me  to  wish  to  marry 
her?  Would  any  other  woman 
think  it  so?  and  choose  to  become 
a pelican  in  the  wilderness,  or  a 
lonely  sparrow  on  the  house-top, 
rather  than  to  have  a mate  that 
would  chirp  about  her  all  day  and 
all  night. 

She  says,  she  has  eaten  ashes  like 
bread  — a sad  mistake,  to  be  sure ! 
— and  mingled  her  drink  with  weep- 
ing — sweet  maudlin  soul ! should 
1 say  of  any  body  confessing  this, 
but  Miss  Harlowe. 

She  concludes  with  praying, 
that  the  desires  of  the  wicked  (mean- 
ing poor  me,  1 doubt)  may  not  be 
granted;  that  my  devices  may  not  be 
furthered , lest  I exalt  myself.  I 
should  undoubtedly  exalt  myself, 
aud  with  reason,  could  I have  the 
honour  and  the  blessing  of  such  a 
wife.  And  if  my  desires  have  so 
honourable  an  end,  I know  not 
why  I should  be  called  wicked, 
and  why  I should  not  be  allowed 
to  hope,  that  my  honest  devices 
may  be  furthered,  that  I may  exalt 
myself. 

But  here , Mrs.  Lovick , let  me 
ask,  as  something  is  undoubtedly 
meant  by  the  lonely  sparrow  on  the 
house-top , is  not  the  dear  creature 
at  this  very  instant  (tell  me  truly) 
concealed  in  Mrs.  Smith’s  cock- 
loft? — What  say  you,  Mrs. 
Lovick?  What  say  you,  Mrs. 
Smith,  to  this? 

They  assured  me  to  the  con- 
trary; and  that  she  was  actually 
abroad,  and  they  knew  not  where. 

Thou  seest,  Jack,  that  I would 
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fain  have  diverted  the  chagrin 
given  me,  not  only  by  the  women’s 
talk,  but  by  this  collection  of 
scripture  texts  drawn  up  in  array 
against  me.  Several  other  whimsi- 
cal and  light  things  I said  [all  1 
had  for  it !J  with  the  same  view:! 
but  the  widow  would  not  let  me 
come  off  so.  She  stuck  to  me;j 
and  gave  me,  as  I told  thee,  a good 
deal  of  uneasiness,  by  her  sensible 
and  serious  expostulations.  Mrs. 
Smith  put  in  now-and-then;  and 
the  two  Jack-pudden  fellows,  John 
and  Joseph , not  being  present , I 
had  no  provocation  to  turn  the 
conversation  into  a farce ; and,  at 
last,  they  both  joined  warmly  to 
endeavour  to  prevail  upon  me  to 
give  up  all  thoughts  of  seeing  the 
lady.  But  I could  not  hear  of  j 
that.  On  the  contrary,  I besought; 
Mrs.  Smith  to  let  me  have  one  of 
her  rooms  but  till  I could  see  her; 
and  were  it  but  for  one , two , or 
three  days,  I would  pay  a year’s 
rent  for  it;  and  quit  it  at  the  mo- 
ment the  interview  was  over.  But 
they  desired  to  be  excused;  and 
were  sure  the  lady  would  not  come 
to  the  house  till  1 was  gone,  were 
it  for  a month. 

This  pleased  me:  for  I found 
they  did  not  think  her  so  very  ill 
as  they  would  have  me  believe  her 
to  be : but  1 took  no  notice  of  the 
slip,  because  I would  not  guard 
them  against  more  of  the  like. 

In  short,  I told  them,  I must  and 
would  see  her:  but  that  it  should 
be  with  all  the  respect  and  vene- 
ration that  heart  could  pay  to  ex- 
cellence like  hers:  and  that  I 
would  go  round  to  all  the  churches 


in  London  and  Westminster,  where 
there  were  prayers  or  service, 
from  sun-rise  to  sun-set,  and  haunt 
their  house  like  a ghost,  till  I had 
the  opportunity  my  soul  panted 

This  I bid  them  tell  her.  And 
thus  ended  our  serious  conversa- 
tion. 

I took  leave  of  them , and  went 
down;  and  stepping  into  my  chair, 
caused  myself  to  be  carried  to 
Lincoln’s  Inn ; and  walked  in  the 
gardens  till  chapel  was  opened; 
and  then  I went  in  and  stayed 
prayers,  in  hopes  of  seeing  the 
dear  creature  enter:  but  to  no 
purpose ; and  yet  I prayed  most 
devoutly  that  she  might  be  con- 
ducted thither,  either  by  my  good 
angel  or  her  own.  And  indeed  I 
burn  more  than  ever  with  im- 
patience to  be  once  more  permit- 
ted to  kneel  at  the  feet  of  this 
adorable  woman.  And  had  I met 
her,  or  espied  her  in  the  chapel,  it 
is  my  firm  belief,  that  I should  not 
have  been  able  (though  it  had 
been  in  the  midst  of  the  sacred  of- 
fice , and  in  the  presence  of  thou- 
sands) to  have  forborne  prostra- 
tion to  her,  and  even  clamorous 
supplication  for  her  forgiveness:  a 
Christian  act;  the  exercise  of  it 
therefore  worthy  of  the  place. 

After  service  was  over  I stept 
| into  my  chair  again,  and  once 
more  was  carried  to  Smith’s,  in 
hopes  I might  have  surprised  her 
there:  but  no  such  happiness  for 
thy  friend.  I stayed  in  the  back- 
shop  an  hour  and  an  half  by  my 
watch:  and  again  underwent  a 
good  deal  of  preachment  from  the 
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women.  John  was  mainly  civil  to 
me  now ; won  over  a little  by  my 
serious  talk,  and  the  honour  I pro- 
fessed for  the  lady.  They  all  | 
three  wished  matters  could  bei 
made  up  between  us : but  still  in- 
sisted that  she  could  never  get 
over  her  illness,  and  that  her  heart 
was  broken.  A cue,  I suppose, 
they  had  from  you. 

While  I was  there , a letter  was 
brought  by  a particular  hand. 
They  seemed  very  solicitous  to 
hide  it  from  me ; which  made  me 
suspect  it  was  for  her.  I desired 
to  be  suffered  to  cast  an  eye  upon 
the  seal,  and  the  superscription: 
promising  to  give  it  back  to  them 
unopened. 

Looking  upon  it , I told  them  I 
knew  the  hand  and  seal.  It  was 
from  her  sister.*  And  I hoped 
it  would  bring  her  news  that  she 
would  be  pleased  with. 

».  They  joined  most  heartily  in 
the  same  hope:  and  giving  the 
letter  to  them  again,  I civilly  took 
my  leave,  and  went  away. 

But  I will  be  there  again  pre- 
sently; for  I fancy  my  courteous 
behaviour  to  these  women  will,  on 
their  report  of  it,  procure  me  the 
favour  I so  earnestly  covet.  And ; 
so  I will  leave  my  letter  unsealed, 
to  tell  thee  the  event  of  my  next 
visit  at  Smith’s. 

* * * 

Thy  servant  just  calling  I send 
thee  this:  and  will  soon  follow  it 
by  another.  Meantime,  I long  to 
hear  how  poor  Belton  is:  to  whom 
my  best  wishes. 


* See  Letter  lxviii. 


LETTER  LVin. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Tuesday,  Aug.  22. 

I have  been  under  such  concern 
for  the  poor  man,  whose  exit  I 
almost  hourly  expect,  and  at  the 
shocking  scenes  his  illness  and  his 
agonies  exhibit,  that  I have  been 
only  able  to  make  memoranda  of 
the  melancholy  passages,  from 
which  to  draw  up  a more  perfect 
account , for  the  instruction  of  us 
all,  when  the  writing  appetite 
shall  return. 

* * * 

It  is  returned ! Indignation  has 
revived  it,  on  receipt  of  thy  letters 
of  Sunday  and  yesterday,  by 
which  I have  reason  to  reproach 
thee  in  very  serious  terms  that 
thou  hast  not  kept  thy  honour 
with  me:  and  if  thy  breach  of  it  be 
attended  with  such  effects,  as  I 
fear,  it  will  be,  I shall  let  thee 
know  more  of  my  mind  on  this 
head. 

If  thou  would’st  be  thought  in 
earnest  in  thy  wishes  to  move  the 
poor  lady  in  thy  favour , thy  ludi- 
crous behaviour  at  Smith’s,  when 
it  comes  to  be  represented  to  her, 
will  have  a very  consistent  ap- 
pearance, will  it  not?  — It  will, 
indeed,  confirm  her  in  her  opinion, 
that  the  <7rai?e  is  more  to  be  wished 
for,  by  one  of  her  serious  and 
pious  turn,  than  a husband  inca- 
pable either  of  reflection  or  re- 
morse; just  recovered  as  thou  art 
from  a dangerous,  at  least  a sharp 
illness. 

I am  extremely  concerned  for 
the  poor  unprotected  lady.  She 
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was  so  excessively  low  and  weak 
on  Saturday , that  I could  not  be 
admitted  to  her  speech : and  to  be 
driven  out  of  her  lodgings , when 
it  was  fitter  for  her  to  oe  in  bed,  is 
such  a piece  of  cruelty,  as  he  only 
could  be  guilty  of,  who  could  act 
as  thou  hast  done,  by  such  an 
angel. 

Canst  thou  thyself  say , on  re- 
flection, that  it  has  not  the  look  of 
a wicked  and  hardened  sportive- 
ness in  thee,  for  the  sake  of  a 
wanton  humour  only  (since  it  can 
answer  no  end  that  thouproposest 
to  thyself,  but  the  direct  contrary) 
to  hunt  from  place  to  place  a poor 
lady,  who  like  a harmless  deer, 
that  has  already  a barbed  shaft  in 
her  breast,  seeks  only  a refuge 
from  thee  in  the  shades  of  death  ? 

But  I will  leave  this  matter  upon 
thy  own  conscience,  to  paint  thee 
such  a scene  from  my  memoranda, 
as  thou  perhaps  wilt  be  moved  by 
more  effectually  than  by  any 
other : because  it  is  such  a one,  as 
thou  thyself  must  one  day  be  a 
principal  actor  in,  and,  as  I 
thought,  hadst  very  lately  in  ap- 
prehension; and  is  the  last  scene 
of  one  of  thy  most  intimate  friends, 
who  has  been,  for  the  four  past 
days,  labouring  in  the  agonies  of 
death.  For,  Lovelace,  let  this 
truth,  this  undoubted  truth,  be 
engraven  on  thy  memory,  in  all 
thy  gaieties,  that  the  life  we  are 
so  fond  of  is  hardly  life;  a mere 
breathing  space  only;  and  that, 
at  the  end  ot  its  longest  date, 

Thou  must  die  as  well  as 

BELTON. 


Thou  knowest  by  Tourville 
what  we  had  done  as  to  the  poor 
man’s  worldly  affairs;  and  that  we 
had  got  his  unhappy  sister  to  come 
and  live  with  him  (little  did  we 
think  him  so  very  near  his  end:) 
and  so  1 will  proceed  to  tell  thee, 
that  when  I arrived  at  his  house 
on  Saturday  night,  I found  him 
excessively  ill : but  just  raised  and 
in  his  elbow-chair,  held  up  by  his 
nurse  and  Mowbray  (the  roughest 
and  most  untouched  creature  that 
ever  entered  a sick  man’s  cham- 
ber) ; while  the  maid  servants  were 
trying  to  make  that  bed  easier  for 
him  which  he  was  to  return  to ; his 
mind  ten  times  uneasier  than  that 
could  be,  and  the  true  cause  that 
the  down  was  no  softer  to  him. 

He  bad  so  much  longed  to  see 
me,  as  I was  told  by  his  sister 
(whom  1 sent  for  down  to  inquire 
bow  he  was),  that  they  all  rejoiced 
when  I entered : here , said  Mow-, 
bray,  here,  Tom,  is  honest  Jack 
Belford! 

Where,  where?  said  the  poor 
man. 

1 hear  his  voice,  cried  Mow- 
bray : he  is  coming  up  stairs. 

In  a transport  of  joy,  he  would 
have  raised  himself  at  my  entrance, 
but  had  liked  to  have  pitched  out 
of  the  chair:  and  when  recovered 
called  me  his  best  friend!  his 
kindest  friend ! but  burst  out  into 
a flood  of  tears:  0,  Jack ! O,  Bel- 
ford! said  he,  see  the  way  I am  in! 
See  how  weak ! So  much , and  so 
soon  reduced!  do  you  know  me! 
do  you  know  your  poor  friend 
Belton? 

You  are  not  so  much  altered, 
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my  dear  Belton,  as  you  think  you 
are.  But  I see  you  are  weak; 
very  weak  — and  I am  sorry 
for  it. 

Weak , weak , indeed,  my  dear- 
est Belford , said  he , and  weaker 
in  mind  if  possible,  than  in  body; 
and  wept  bitterly  — or  I should 
not  thus  unman  myself.  I , who 
never  feared  any  thing,  to  be  forced 
to  shew  myself  puch  a nursling!  — 
I am  quite  ashamed  of  myself!  — 
But  don’t  despise  me;  dear  Bel- 
ford, don't  despise  me,  1 beseech 
thee. 

I ever  honoured  a man  that 
could  weep  for  the  distresses  of 
others ; and  ever  shall,  said  I ; and 
such  a one  cannot  be  insensible  of 

his  own. 

However,  I could  not  help  being 
visibly  moved  at  the  poor  fellow’s 
emotion. 

Now,  said  the  brutal  Mowbray, 
do  I think  thee  insufferable,  Jack. 
Our  poor  friend  is  already  a peg 
too  low;  and  here  thou  art  letting 
him  down  lower  and  lower  still. 
This  soothing  of  him  in  his  de- 
jected moments,  and  joining  thy 
womanish  tears  with  his  is  not  the 
way;  1 am  sure  it  is  not.  If  our 
Lovelace  were  here  he’d  tell  thee 
so. 

Thou  art  an  impenetrable  crea- 
ture, replied  I ; unfit  to  be  present 
at  a scene,  the  terrors  of  which 
thou  wilt  not  be  able  to  feel  till 
thou  feelest  them  in  thyself ; and 
then,  if  thou  hast  time  for  feeling , 
my  life  for  thine,  thou  behavest  as 
pitifully,  as  those  thou  thinkest 
most  pitiful. 

Then  turning  to  the  poor  sick 


man , Tears , my  dear  Belton,  are 
no  signs  of  an  unmanly,  but,con- 
trarily,  of  a humane  nature,  they 
ease  the  overcharged  heart,  which 
would  burst  but  for  that  kindly 
and  natural'relief. 

Give  sorrow  words  (says  Shakespearo) 

— The  grief  that  does  not  speak , 

Whispers  the  o'er-fruugltl  heart,  and  bids 
il  break. 

I know,  my  dear  Belton,  thou 
usedst  to  take  pleasure  in  repeti- 
tions from  the  poets;  but  thou 
must  be  tasteless  of  their  beauties 
now : yet  be  not  discountenanced 
by  this  uncouth  and  unreflecting 
Mowbray,  for,  as  Juvenal  says, 
Tears  are  the  prerogative  of  man- 
hood. 

’Tis,  at  least,  seasonably  said, 
my  dear  Belford.  It  is  kind  to 
keep  me  in  countenance  for  this 
womanish  weakness , as  Mowbray 
has  been  upbraidingly  calling  it, 
ever  since  he  has  been  with  me: 
and  in  so  doing  (whatever  I might 
have  thought  in  such  high  health 
as  he  enjoys)  has  convinced  me, 
that  bottle  friends  feel  nothing 
but  what  moves  in  that  little 
circle. 

Well,  well, proceed  in  your  own 
way,  Jack.  I love  my  friend  Bel- 
ton as  well  as  you  can  do ; yet  for 
the  blood  of  me,  I cannot  but 
think , that  soothing  a man’s 
weakness  is  increasing  it. 

If  it  be  a weakness , to  be 
touched  at  great  and  concerning 
events,  in  which  our  humanity  is 
concerned,  said  I,  thou  mayest  be 
right. 

I have  seen  many  a man,  said 
the  rough  creature,  going  up  Hol- 
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bom-Hill,  that  has  behaved  more 
like  a man  than  either  of  you. 

Ay,  but  Mowbray,  replied  the 
poor  man,  those  wretches  have 
not  had  their  minds  enervated  by 
such  infirmities  of  body  as  I have 
long  laboured  under.  Thou  art  a 
shocking  fellow,  and  ever  wert  — 
but  to  be  able  to  remember  no- 
thing in  these  moments,  but  what 
reproaches  me,  and  to  know  that 
I cannot  hold  it  long,  and  what 
may  then  be  my  lot,  if  — but  inter- 
rupting himself,  and  turning  to 
me,  Give  me  thy  pity,  Jack  ; ’tis 
balm  to  my  wounded  soul ; and  let 
Mowbray  sit  indifferent  enough 
to  the  pangs  of  a dying  friend , to 
laugh  at  us  both. 

The  hardened  fellow  then  re- 
tired with  the  air  of  a Lovelace, 
only  more  stupid;  yawning  and 
stretching,  instead  of  humming  a 
tune,  as  thou  didst  at  Smith’s. 

1 assisted  to  get  the  poor  man 
into  bed.  He  was  so  weak  and 
low,  that  he  could  not  bear  the  fa- 
tigue and  fainted  away;  and  I 
verily  thought  was  quite  gone. 
But  recovering,  and  his  doctor 
coming,  and  advising  to  keep  him 
quiet,  I retired  and  joined  Mow- 
bray in  the  garden;  who  took 
more  delight  to  talk  of  the  living 
Lovelace  and  his  levities,  than  of 
the  dying  Belton  and  his  repen- 
tance. 

I just  saw  him  again  on  Satur- 
day night  before  I went  to  bed ; 
which  I did  early ; for  I was  sur- 
feited with  Mowbray’s  frothy  in- 
sensibility, and  could  not  bear 
him. 

It  is  such  a horrid  thing  to  think 


of,  that  a man  who  had  lived  in 
such  strict  terms  of  — what  shall 
1 call  it?  with  another;  the  proof 
does  not  come  out  so,  as  to  say, 
friendship ; who  had  pretended  so 
much  love  for  him;  could  not 
bear  to  be  out  of  his  company; 
would  ride  an  hundred  miles  an 
end  to  enjoy  it;  and  would  fight 
for  him,  be  the  cause  right  or 
wrong:  yet  now  could  be  so  little 
moved  to  see  him  in  such  misery 
of  body  and  mind,  as  to  be  able  to 
rebuke  him,  and  rather  ridicule 
than  pity  him,  because  he  was 
more  affected  by  what  he  felt, 
than  he  had  seen  a malefactor 
(hardened  perhaps  by  liquor,  and 
not  softened  by  previous  sickness) 
on  his  going  to  execution. 

This  strongly  reminded  me  of 
what  the  divine  Miss  Harlowe 
once  said  to  me,  talking  of  friend- 
ship, and  what  my  friendship  to 
you  required  of  me:  ‘Depend  upon 
it,  Mr.  Belford,’  said  she,  ‘that 
one  day  you  will  be  convinced, 
that  what  you  call  friendship  is 
chaff  and  stubble;  and  that  no- 
thing is  worthy  of  that  sacred 
name, 

“that  has  not  virtue  fob  its 

BASE." 

Sunday  morning  I was  called 
up  at  six  o’clock,  at  the  poor 
man’s  earnest  request,  and  found 
him  in  a terrible  agony.  0,  Jack! 
Jack ! said  he,  looking  wildly  as 
if  he  had  seen  a spectre  — Come 
nearer  me!  reaching  out  both 
arms — Come  nearer  me ! — Dear, 
dear  Belford,  save  me!  Then 
clasping  my  arm  with  both  his 
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handB,  and  rearing  up  his  head  to- 
wards me,  his  eyes  strangely  roll- 
ing, Save  me!  dearBelford,  save 
me!  repeated  he. 

I put  my  other  arm  about  him 

— Save  you  from  what , my  dear 
Belton!  said  I.  Save  you  from 
what?  Nothing  shall  hurt  you. 
What  must  I save  you  from? 

Recovering  from  his  terror,  he 
sunk  down  again.  0 save  me 
from  myself!  said  he.  Save  me 
from  my  own  reflections.  0 dear 
Jack!  what  a thing  it  is  to  die; 
and  not  to  have  one  comfortable 
reflection  to  revolve!  What  would 
I give  for  one  year  of  my  past 
life?  — only  one  year  — and  to 
have  the  same  sense  of  things  that 
I now  have? 

I tried  to  comfort  him  as  well  as 
I could:  but  free-livers  to  free- 
livers  are  sorry  death-bed  com- 
forters. 

He  broke  in  upon  me ; 0 , my 
dear  Belford,  said  he,  I am  told 
(and  have  heard  you  ridiculed  for 
it)  that  the  excellent  Miss  Har- 
lowe  has  wrought  a conversion  in 
you.  May  it  be  so!  You  are  a 
man  of  sense:  0 may  it  be  so! 
Now  is  your  time ! Now,  that  you 
are  in  full  vigour  of  mind  and  body ! 

— But  your  poor  Belton,  alas! 
your  poor  Belton  kept  his  vices 
till  they  left  him  — and  see  the 
miserable  effects  in  debility  of; 
mind  and  despondency!  Were 
Mowbray  here,  and  were  he  to 
laugh  at  me,  I would  own,  that  this 
is  the  cause  of  my  despair  — that 
God’s  justice  cannot  let  his  mercy 
operate  for  my  comfort:  for,  oh! 
I have  been  very,  very  wicked; 
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and  have  despised  the  offers  of  his 
grace,  till  he  has  withdrawn  it 
from  me  for  ever. 

I used  all  the  arguments  I could 
think  of  to  give  him  consolation: 
and  what  I said,  had  such  an  effect 
upon  him,  as  to  quiet  his  mind  for 
the  greatest  part  of  the  day : and 
in  a lucid  hour  his  memory  served 
him  to  repeat  these  lines  of  Dry- 
den,  grasping  my  hand  and  look- 
ing wistfully  upon  me: 

O that  I less  could  fear  to  lose  this  being, 
Which , like  a snow-ball , in  my  coward 
hand, 

The  more  ’tis  grasp’d,  the  faster  molts 
away. 

In  the  afternoon  of  Sunday,  he 
was  inquisitive  after  you,  and 
your  present  behaviour  to  Miss 
Harlowe.  1 told  him  how  ill  you 
had  been,  and  how  light  you 
made  it.  Mowbray  was  pleased 
with  your  inpenetrable  hardness 
of  heart,  and  said,  Bob  Lovelace 
was  a good  edge-tool,  and  steel 
to  the  back : and  such  coarse  but 
hearty  praises  he  gave  you,  as  an 
abandoned  man  might  give , and 
only  an  abandoned  man  could 
wish  to  deserve. 

But  hadst  thou  heard  what  the 
poor  dying  Belton  said  on  this  oc- 
casion, perhaps  it  would  have 
made  thee  serious  an  hour  or  two, 
at  least. 

“When  poor  Lovelace  is 
brought,”  said  he , “to  a sick-bed, 
as  I am  now,  and  his  mind  fore- 
bodes, that  it  is  impossible  he 
should  recover  (which  his  could 
not  do  in  his  late  illness ; if  it  had, 
he  could  not  have  behaved  so 
lightly  in  it);  when  he  revolves 
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his  past  mis-spent  life;  his  actions 1 
of  offence  to  helpless  innocents;) 
in  Miss  Iiarlowe  s case  particu- 
larly; what  then  will  he  think  of 
himself,  or  of  his  past  actions? 
His  mind  debilitated ; his  strength 
turned  into  weakness ; unable  to 
stir  or  to  move  without  help; 
not  one  ray  of  hope  darting  in 
upon  his  benighted  soul ; his  con- 
science standing  in  the  place  of  a 
thousand  witnesses : his  pains  ex- 
cruciating! weary  of  the  poor 
remnant  of  life  he  drags,  yet 
dreading  that,  in  a few  short 
hours,  his  bad  will  be  changed  to 
worse,  nay,  to  worst  of  all;  and 
that  worst  of  all,  to  last  beyond 
time  and  to  all  eternity;  0,  Jack! 
what  will  he  then  think  of  the 
poor  transitory  gratifications  of 
sense  which  now  engage  all  his 
attention?  Tell  him,  aearBelford, 
tell  him,  how  happy  he  is,  if  he 
knows  his  own  happiness;  how 
happy , compared  to  his  poor 
dying  friend , that  he  has  re- 
covered from  nis  illness , and  has 
still  an  opportunity  lent  him,  for 
which  I would  give  a thousand 
worlds,  had  I them  to  give ! ” 

I approved  exceedingly  of  his 
reflections,  as  suited  to  his  present 
circumstances:  and  inferred  con- 
solations to  him  from  a mind  so 
properly  touched. 

He  proceeded  in  the  like  peni- 
tent strain.  I have  lived  a very 
wicked  life:  so  have  we  all.  We 
have  never  made  a conscience  of 
doing  whatever  mischief  either 
force  or  fraud  enabled  us  to  do. 
We  have  laid  snares  for  the  inno- 
cent heart ; and  have  not  scrupled 


'by  the  too  ready  sword,  to  ex- 
pend, as  occasions  offered,  the 
wrongs  we  did  to  the  persons 
whom  we  had  before  injured  in 
their  dearest  relations.  But  yet  I 
flatter  myself  sometimes,  that  I 
have  less  to  answer  for  than  either 
Lovelace  or  Mowbray;  for  I,  by 
taking  to  myself  that  accursed 
deceiver  from  whom  thou  hast 
freed  me  (and  who  for  years,  un- 
known to  me,  was  retaliating  upon 
my  own  head  some  of  the  evils  I 
had  brought  upon  others),  and  re- 
tiring, and  living  with  her  as  a 
wife,  was  not  party  to  half  the 
mischiefs,  that  I doubt  they  and 
Tourville,  and  even  you,  Belford, 
committed.  As  to  the  ungrateful 
Thomasine,  I hope  1 have  met  with 
my  punishment  in  her.  But  not- 
withstanding this,  dost  thou  not 
think,  that  such  an  action  — and 
such  an  action  — and  such  an 
action;  [and  then  he  recapitu- 
lated several  enormities,  in  the 
perpetration  of  which  (led  on  hy 
false  bravery,  and  the  heat  of 
youth  and  wine)  we  have  all  been 
concerned]  dost  thou  not  think 
that  these  villainies  (let  me  call 
them  now  by  their  proper  name) 
joined  to  the  wilful  and  gloried-in 
neglect  of  every  duty  that  our 
better  sense  and  education  gave 
us  to  know  were  required  of  us 
as  men  and  Christians,  are  not 
enough  to  weigh  down  my  soul 
into  despondency?  — Indeed,  in- 
deed, they  are ! and  now  to  hope 
for  mercy;  and  to  depend  upon 
the  efficacy  of  that  gracious  at- 
tribute, when  that  no  less  shining 
one  of  justice  forbids  me  to  hope; 
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bow  can  I?  — I,  who  have  de- 
spised all  warnings,  and  taken  no 
advantage  of  the  benefit  I might 
have  reaped  from  the  lingering 
consumptive  illness  I have  la- 
boured under,  but  left  all  to  the 
last  stake;  hoping  for  recovery 
against  hope,  and  driving  off  re- 
pentance, till  that  grace  is  denied 
me:  for,  oh!  my  dear  Belford ! 1 
can  now  neither  repent,  nor  pray, 
as  1 ought;  my  heart  is  har- 
dened, and  I can  do  nothing  hut 
despair!  — 

More  he  would  have  said;  but, 
overwhelmed  with  grief  and  in- 
firmity, he  bowed  his  head  upon 
his  pangful  bosom,  endeavouring 
to  hide  from  the  sight  of  the 
hardened  Mowbray,  who  just  then 
entered  the  room,  those  tears 
which  he  could  not  restrain. 

Prefaced  by  a phlegmatic  hem ; 
Sad,  very  sad,  truly!  cried  Mow- 
bray; who  sat  himself  down  on 
one  side  of  the  bed,  as  I sat  on 
the  other;  his  eyes  half  closed, 
and  his  lips  pouting  out  to  his 
turned  up  nose,  his  chin  curdled 

Ito  use  one  of  thy  descriptions] ; 
eaving  one  at  a loss  to  know, 
whether  stupid  drowsiness,  or  in- 
tense contemplation,  had  got  most 
hold  of  him. 

An  excellent,  however  uneasy 
lesson,  Mowbray!  said  I.  — By 
mv  faith  it  is!  It  may  one  day, 
who  knows  how  soon?  be  our  own 
case. 

I thought  of  thv  yawning  fit,  as 
described  in  thy  letter  of  Aug.  12. 
F or  up  started  Mowbray,  writhing 
and  shaking  himself  as  in  an  ague 
fit;  his  hands  stretched  over  his 


head  — with  thy  hoy!  hoy!  hoy! 
yawning.  And  then  recovering 
himself,  with  another  stretch  and 
a shake.  What’s  o’clock?  cried 
he ; pulling  out  his  watch  — and 
stalking  by  long  tip-toe  strides 
through  the  room , down  stairs  he 
went;  and  meeting  the  maid  in 
the  passage,  I heard  him  say  — 
Betty,  bring  me  a bumper  of 
claret : thy  poor  master,  and  this 
d — ned  Belford,  are  enough  to 
throw  a Hercules  into  the  va- 
pours. 

Mowbray,  after  this,  amusing 
himself  in  our  friend’s  library, 
which  is,  as  thou  knowest,  chiefly 
classical  and  dramatical,  found 
out  a passage  in  Lee’s  CEdipus, 
which  he  would  needs  have  to  be 
extremely  apt;  and  in  he  came 
full  fraught  with  the  notion  of  the 
courage  it  would  give  the  dying 
man,  and  read  it  to  him. 

’Tis  poetical  and  pretty.  This 
is  it: 

When  the  sun  tels , shadows  that  shew’d 
at  noon 

But  small,  appear  most  long  and  terrible: 
So  when  we  think  fate  hovers  o’er  oar 
heads, 

Oar  apprehensions  shoot  beyond  all 
bounds : 

Owls , ravens , crickets , seem  the  watch 
of  death; 

Nature's  worst  vermin  scaro  her  godlike 
sons : 

Echoes , the  very  leavings  of  a voice , 
Grow  babbling  ghosts , and  call  us  to  our 
graves. 

Each  mole-bill  thought  swells  to  a huge 
Olympus ; 

While  we,  fantastic  dreamers,  heave 
and  puff, 

And  sweat  with  our  imagination's  weight. 

He  expected  praises  for  finding 
this  out.  But  Belton , turning  his 
9* 
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head  from  him , Ah , Dick ! [said 
he]  these  are  not  the  reflections  of 
a dying  man!  — What  thou  wilt 
one  day  feel,  if  it  be  what  I now 
feel,  will  convince  thee,  that  the 
evils  before  thee,  and  with  thee, 
are  more  than  the  effects  of  imagi- 
nation. 

I was  called  twice  on  Sunday 
night  to  him ; for  the  poor  fellow, 
when  his  reflections  on  his  past 
life  annoy  him  most,  is  afraid  of 
being  left  with  the  women;  and 
his  eyes,  they  tell  me,  hunt  and 
roll  about  for  me.  Where’s  Mr. 
BelfordV  — But  I shall  tire  him 
out , cries  he  — yet  beg  of  him  to 
step  to  me  — yet  don’t  — yet  do ; 
were  once  the  doubting  and 
changeful  orders  he  gave:  and 
they  called  me  accordingly. 

But,  alas!  what  could  Belford 
do  for  him?  Belford,  who  had  been 
but  too  often  the  companion  of  his 
guilty  hours;  who  wants  mercy 
as  much  as  he  does,  and  is  unable 
to  promise  it  to  himself,  though 
’tis  all  he  can  bid  his  poor  friend 
rely  upon. 

What  miscreants  are  we ! What 
figures  shall  we  make  in  these 
terrible  hours ! 

If  Miss  Haelowe’s  glorious 
example , on  one  hand,  and  the 
terrors  of  this  poor  man’s  last  scene 
on  the  other,  affect  me  not,  I must 
be  abandoned  to  perdition;  as  I 
fear  thou  wilt  be,  if  thou  benefi test 
not  thyself  from  both. 

Among  the  consolatory  things  I 
urged,  when  I was  called  up  the 
last  time  on  Sunday  night , I told 
him , that  he  must  not  absolutely 
give  himself  up  to  despair:  that 


many  of  the  apprehensions  he  was 
under , were  such  as  the  best  men 
must  have , on  the  dreadful  uncer- 
tainty of  what  was  to  succeed  to 
this  life.  ’Tis  well  observed,  said 
I,  by  a poetical  divine,  who  was  an 
excellent  Christian,*  that 

Death  coaid  not  a more  sad  retinue 
find, 

Sickness  and  pain  before,  and  darkness 
all  behind. 

About  eight  o’clock  yesterday 
(Monday)  morning,  I found  him  a 
little  calmer.  He  asked  me  who 
was  the  author  of  the  two  lines  I 
had  repeated  to  him;  and  made 
me  speak  them  over  again.  A sad 
retinue , indeed ! said  the  poor  man. 
And  then  expressing  his  hopeless- 
ness of  life , and  his  terrors  at  the 
thoughts  of  dying;  and  drawing 
from  thence  terrible  conclusions 
with  regard  to  his  future  state; 
There  is,  said  I,  such  & natural 
aversion  to  death  in  human  nature, 
that  you  are  not  to  imagine, 
that  you,  my  dear  Belton,  are 
singular  in  the  fear  of  it , and  in 
the  apprehensions  that  fill  the 
thoughtful  mind  upon  its  ap- 
proach; but  you  ought,  as  much 
as  possible , to  separate  those  na- 
tural fears  which  all  men  must 
have  on  so  solemn  an  occasion, 
from  those  particular  ones  which 
your  justly  apprehended  unfitness 
fills  you  with.  Mr.  Pomfret,  in 
his  Prospect  of  Death , which  I 
dipped  into  last  night  from  a col- 
lection in  your  closet,  and  which  I 
put  into  my  pocket,  says  [and  [I 
turned  to  the  place] 

* The  Rev.  Mr.  Norris  of  Bemertou. 
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Merely  to  die  do  man  of  reason  fears ; 

For  certainly  we  must, 

As  we  are  born , return  to  dust ; 

’Tie  the  last  point  of  many  ling’ring 
years : 

But  whither  then  we  go. 

Whither  we  fain  would  know; 

But  human  understanding  cannot  shew. 
This  makes  us  tremble.  — 

Mr.  Pomfret,  therefore,  pro- 
ceeded I , had  such  apprehensions 
of  this  dark  state  as  you  have:  and 
the  excellent  divine  I hinted  at  last 
night,  who  had  very  little  else  but 
human  frailties  to  reproach  him- 
self with,  and  whose  miscellanies 
fell  into  my  hands  among  my 
uncle’s  hooks  in  my  attendance 
upon  him  in  his  last  hours,  says, 

It  must  be  done , my  soul : but  ’tis  a 
strange , 

A dismal  and  mysterious  change , 
When  thou  shalt  leave  this  tenement  of 
clay, 

And  to  an  unknown  — somewhere  — 
wing  away; 

When  time  shall  be  eternity,  and  thou 
Shalt  be  — thouknow'st  notwhat  — and 
live — thou  know’st  not  how ! 
Amazing  state!  no  wonder  that  we  dread 
To  think  of  death , or  view  the  dead ; 
Thou’rt  all  wrapt  up  in  clouds , as  if  to 
thee 

Our  very  knowledge  had  antipathy. 

Then  follows,  what  I repeated, 

Death  could  not  a more  sad  retinue 
find, 

Sickness  and  pain  before,  and  darkness 
all  behind. 

Alas!  my  dearBelford  [inferred 
the  unhappy  deep  thinker]  what 
poor  creatures  does  this  convince 
me  we  mortals  are  at  best!  — But 
what  then  must  be  the  case  of 
such  a profligate  as  I , who  by  a 
past  wicked  life  have  added 
greater  force  to  these  natural 
terrors?  If  death  be  so  repugnant 


a thing  to  human  nature,  that^ood 
men  will  be  startled  at  it,  what 
must  it  be  to  one  who  has  lived  a 
life  of  sense  and  appetite;  nor 
ever  reflected  upon  the  end  which 
I now  am  within  view  of? 

What  could  I say  to  an  inference 
so  fairly  drawn?  Mercy,  mercy, 
unbounded  mercy,  was  still  my 
plea,  though  his  repeated  oppo- 
sition of  justice  to  it,  in  a manner 
silenced  that  plea:  and  what 
would  I have  given  to  have  had 
rise  to  my  mind , one  good , one 
eminently  good  action  to  have 
remembered  him  of,  in  order  to 
combat  his  fears  with  it. 

I believe,  Lovelace,  I shall  tire 
thee , and  that  more  with  the  sub- 
ject of  my  letter,  than  even  with 
the  length  of  it.  But  really,  I 
think  thy  spirits  are  so  offensively 
up  since  thy  recovery;  that  I ought, 
as  the  melancholy  subjects  offer, 
to  endeavour  to  reduce  thee  to  the 
standard  of  humanity,  by  ex- 
patiating upon  them.  Ana  then 
thou  canst  not  but  be  curious  to 
know  every  thing  that  concerns 
the  poor  man,  for  whom  thou  hast 
always  expressed  a great  regard. 
I will  therefore  proceed  as  I have 
begun.  If  thou  likest  not  to  read 
it  now , lay  it  by,  if  thou  wilt,  till 
the  like  circumstances  befal  thee, 
till  like  reflections  from  those  cir- 
cumstances seize  thee,  and  then 
take  it  up , and  compare  the  two 
cases  together. 

* * * 

At  his  earnest  request,  I sat  up 
with  him  last  night;  and,  poor 
man!  it  is  impossible  to  tell  thee, 
how  easy  and  safe  he  thought  him- 


Digitized  by  Google 


134 


THE  HISTORY  OP 


self  in  my  company , for  ,the  first 
part  of  the  night:  A drowning  man 
will  catch  at  a straw , the  proverb 
well  says : and  a straw  was  I,  with 
respect  to  any  real  help  I could 
give  him.  He  often  awaked  in 
terrors ; and  once  calling  out  for 
me,  Dear  Belford,  said  he,  where 
are  you?  — Oh ! there  you  are ! — 
Give  me  your  friendly  hand!  — 
Then  grasping  it,  and  putting  his 
clammy,  half  cold  lips  to  it  — How 
kind ! — I fear  every  thing  when 
you  are  absent.  But  the  presence 
of  a friend,  a sympathising  friend 

— oh ! how  comfortable ! 

But  about  four  in  the  morning 
he  frighted  me  much:  he  waked 
with  tnree  terrible  groans;  and 
endeavoured  to  speak , but  could 
not  presently  — and  when  he  did, 

— Jack,  Jack,  Jack,  five  or  six 
times  repeated  he  as  quick  as 
thought,  now,  now,  now,  save  me, 
save  me,  save  me  — lam  going — 
going,  indeed! 

I threw  my  arms  about  him,  and 
raised  him  up  on  his  pillow , as  he 
was  sinking  (as  if  to  nide  himself) 
in  the  bed-clothes  — and  staring 
wildly,  Where  am  I?  said  he,  a 
little  recovering.  Did  you  not  see 
him?  turning  his  head  this  way 
and  that;  horror  in  his  counten- 
ance ; Did  you  not  see  him  ? 

See  whom,  see  what,  my  dear 
Belton ! 

O lay  me  upon  the  bed  again ! 
cried  he.  — Let  me 
the  floor ! — Lay  me 
and  stand  by  me! — 

— All,  all  will  soon  be  over ! 

You  are  already,  my  dear 

Belton , upon  the  bed.  Y ou  have 


not  cue  upon 
down  gently : 
Leave  me  not! 


not  been  upon  the  floor.  This  is 
a strong  delirium;  you  are  faint 
for  want  of  refreshment  [for  he  had 
refused  several  times  to  take  any 
thing];  let  me  persuade  you  to 
take  some  of  this  cordial  julep.  I 
will  leave  you,  if  you  will  not 
oblige  me. 

He  then  readily  took  it;  but 
said  he  could  have  sworn  that 
Tom  Metcalfe  had  been  in  the 
room,  and  had  drawn  him  out  of 
bed  by  the  throat,  upbraiding  him 
with  the  injuries  he  had  first  done 
his  sister,  and  then  him,  in  the 
duel  to  which  he  owed  that  fever 
which  cost  him  his  life. 

Thou  knowest  the  story,  Love- 
lace, too  well,  to  need  my  repeat- 
ing it : but,  mercy  on  us,  if  in  these 
terrible  moments  all  the  evils  we 
do,  rise  to  our  affrighted  imagina- 
tions; — If  so,  what  shocking 
scenes  have  I , but  still  what  more 
shocking  ones  hast  thou  to  go 
through,  if,  as  the  noble  poet  says, 

If  any  sense  at  that  sad  time  remains! 

The  doctor  ordered  him  an 
opiate,  this  morning  early , which 
operated  so  well,  that  he  dozed 
and  slept  several  hours  more 
quietly  than  he  had  done  for  the 
two  past  days  and  nights , though 
he  had  sleeping  draughts  given 
him  before.  But  it  is  more  and 
more  evident  every  hour,  that 
nature  is  almost  worn  out  in  him. 
* * * 

Mowbray , quite  tired  with  this 
house  of  mourning , intends  to  set 
out  in  the  morning  to  find  you.  He 
was  not  a little  rejoiced  to  near  you 


CLARISSA  HARLOWE. 


135 


■were  in  town;  I believe  to  have  a 
pretence  to  leave  us. 

* * * 

He  has  just  taken  leave  of  his 
poor  friend,  intending  to  go  away 
early:  an  everlasting  leave, I may 
venture  to  say;  for  I think  he 
will  hardly  live  till  to-morrow 
night. 

I believe  the  poor  man  would 
not  have  been  sorry  had  he  left 
him  when  I arrived;  for  ’tis  a 
shocking  creature,  and  enjoys  too 
strong  health  to  know  how  to  pity 
the  sick.  Then  (to  borrow  an 
observation  from  thee)  he  has,  by 
nature,  strong  bodily  organs, 
which  those  of  his  soul  are  not 
likely  to  whet  out;  and  he, as  well 
as  the  wicked  friend  he  is  going 
to,  may  last  a great  while  from  the 
strength  of  their  constitutions, 
though  so  greatly  different  in  their 
talents:  if  neither  the  sword  nor 
the  halter  interpose. 

I must  repeat , that  I cannot  but 
be  very  uneasy  for  the  poor  lady 
whom  you  so  cruelly  persecute; 
and  that  I do  not  think  you  have 
kept  your  honour  with  me.  I was 
apprehensive,  indeed,  that  you 
would  attempt  to  see  her,  as  soon 
as  you  got  well  enough  to  come 
up ; and  I told  her  as  much , mak- 
ing use  of  it  as  an  argument  to 
prepare  her  for  your  visit , and  to 
induce  her  to  stand  it.  But  she 
could  not,  it  is  plain,  bear  the 
shock  of  it:  and  indeed  she  told 
me,  that  she  would  not  see  you, 
though  but  for  one  half-hour , for 
the  world. 

Could  she  have  prevailed  upon 
herself,  I know  that  the  sight  of 


her  would  have  been  as  affecting 
to  you , as  your  visit  could  have 
been  to  her;  when  you  had  seen 
to  what  a lovely  skeleton  (for  she  is 
really  lovely  still,  nor  can  she,  with 
suchaform  and  features,  be  other- 
wise) you  have,  in  a few  weeks, 
reduced  one  of  the  most  charming 
women  in  the  world;  and  that  in 
the  full  bloom  of  her  youth  and 
beauty. 

Mowbray  undertakes  to  carry 
this,  that  he  may  be  more  welcome 
to  you,  he  says.  Were  it  to  be 
sent  unsealed , the  characters  we 
write  in  would  be  Hebrew  to  the 
dunce.  I desire  you  to  return  it; 
and  I’ll  give  you  a copy  of  it  upon 
demand;  for  I intend  to  keep  it  by 
me , as  a guard  against  the  infec- 
tion of  your  company,  which  might 
otherwise,  perhaps,  some  time 
hence,  be  apt  to  weaken  the  im- 
pressions I always  desire  to  have 
of  the  awful  scene  before  me.  God 
convert  us  both ! 

LETTER  LIX. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Wednesday  morning,  11  o’clock. 

I believe  no  man  has  two  such 
servants  as  I have.  Because  I 
treat  them  with  kindness,  and  do 
not  lord  it  over  my  inferiors , and 
d — n and  curse  them  by  look  and 
words  likeMowbray;  or  beat  their 
teeth  out  like  Lovelace : but  cry, 
Pr’ythee,  Harry,  do  tnis,  and, 
Pr’ythee,  Jonathan,  do  that;  the 
fellows  pursue  their  own  devices, 
and  regard  nothing  I say,  but  what 
falls  in  with  these. 

Here,  this  vile  Harry,  who 
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might  have  brought  your  letter  of 
yesterday  in  good  time , came  not j 
in  with  it  till  past  eleven  last  night 
(drunk , I suppose);  and  conclud-  j 
ing  that  I was  in  bed,  as  he  pre- 
tends (because  he  was  told  I sat 
up  the  preceding  night) , brought 
it  not  to  me;  and  having  overslept 
himself  just  as  1 had  sealed  up  my 
letter,  in  comes  the  villain  with  the 
forgotten  one,  shaking  his  ears, 
and  looking  a»-if  he  himself  did 
not  believe  the  excuses  he  was 
going  to  make.  I questioned  him 
about  it,  and  heard  his  pitiful 
pleas;  and  though  I never  think 
it  becomes  a gentleman  to  treat 
people  insolently  who  by  their 
stations  are  humbled  beneath  his 
feet,  yet  could  I not  forbear  to 
Lovelace  and  Mowbray  him  most 
cordially. 

And  this  detaining  Mowbray 
(who  was  ready  to  set  out  to  you 
before)  while  I write  a few  lines 
upon  it,  the  fierce  fellow,  who  is 
impatient  to  exchange  the  com- 
pany of  a dying  Belton,  for  that  of 
a too  lively  Lovelace,  affixed  a 
supplement  of  curses  upon  the  star- 
ing fellow,  that  was  larger  than 
my  book  — nor  did  I offer  to  take 
off  the  bear  from  such  a mongrel, 
since,  on  this  occasion,  he  deserved 
not  of  me  the  protection  which 
every  master  owes  to  a good 
servant. 

He  has  not  done  cursing  him 
yet;  for  stalking  about  the  court- 
yard with  his  boots  on  (the  poor 
fellow  dressing  his  horse , and  un- 
able to  get  from  him)  he  is  at  him 
without  mercy;  and  I will  heighten 
his  impatience  (since  being  just 


under  the  window  where  I am 
writing,  he  will  not  let  me  attend 
to  my  pen)  by  telling  you  how  be 
fills  my  ears  as  well  as  the  fellow’s, 
with  his  — Hay,  sir!  And  G — d 
d — n ye,  sir;  and  were  you  ray 
servant,  ye  dog  ye!  Ana  must! 
stay  here  till  the  mid-day  sun 
scorches  me  to  a parchment,  for 
such  a mangy  dog’s  drunken  ne- 
glect? — Ye  lie,  sirrah!  — Y'elie, 
i tell  you  — [1  hear  the  fellow’s 
voice  in  an  humble  excusatory 
tone,  though  not  articulately]  Ye 
lie , ye  dog ! — I’d  a good  mind  to 
thrustmy  whip  down  your  drunken 
throat:  d— n me,  if  I would  not 
flay  the  skin  from  the  back  of  such 
a rascal,  if  thou  wert  mine,  and 
have  dog’s-skin  gloves  made  of  it, 
for  thy  brother  scoundrels  to  wear 
in  remembrance  of  thy  abuses  of 
such  a master. 

The  poor  horse  suffers  for  this  I 
doubt  not ; for , What  now ! and, 
Stand  still , and  be  d — n’d  to  ye, 
cries  the  fellow,  with  a kick,  I 
suppose,  which  he  better  deserves 
himself;  for  these  varlets,  where 
they  can,  areMowbrays  and  Love- 
laces to  man  or  beast;  and  not 
daring  to  answer  him , is  flaying 
the  poor  horse. 

I hear  the  fellow  is  just  escaped, 
the  horse  (better  curried  than  or- 
dinary,! suppose,  in  half  the  usual 
time)  by  his  clanking  shoes,  and 
Mowbray’s  silence,  letting  me 
know  that  I may  now  write  on : 
and  so, 

I will  tell  thee , that  in  the  first 
place  (little  as  I , as  well  as  you, 
regard  dreams)  I would  have  thee 
lay  thine  to  heart;  for  I could  give 
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tbee  such  an  interpretation  of  it,  | 
as  would  shock  thee,  perhaps : and 
if  thou  askest  me  for  it,  I will. 

Mowbray  calls  to  me  from  the 
court-yard,  that  ’tis  a cursed  hot 
day,  and  he  shall  be  fried  by  riding 
in  tne  noon  of  it:  and  that  poor 
Belton  longs  to  see  me.  So  1 will 
only  add  my  earnest  desire , that 
you  will  give  over  all  thoughts  of 
seeing  the  lady,  if,  when  this 
comes  to  your  band,  you  have  not 
seen  her:  and,  that  it  would  be 
kind,  if  you  would  come,  and, 
for  the  last  time  you  will  ever  see 
your  poor  friend,  share  my  con- 
cern for  him ^ and,  in  him,  see 
what , in  a little  time , will  be  your 
fate  and  mine , and  that  of  Mow- 
bray, Tourville,  and  the  rest  of 
ns  — for  what  are  ten,  fifteen, 
twenty,  or  thirty  years,  to  look 
back  to;  in  the  longest  of  which 
eriods  forward  we  shall  all  per- 
aps  be  mingled  with  the  dust 
from  which  we  sprung? 

LETTER  LX. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Wednesday  morn.  Aug.  23. 

All  alive,  dear  Jack,  and  in 
ecstasy  — likely  to  be  once  more 
ahappyman!  Fori  have  received 
a letter  from  my  beloved  Miss 
Harlowe  ; in  consequence,  I sup- 
pose, of  that  which  I mentioned 
in  my  last  to  be  left  for  her  from 
her  sister.  And  I am  setting  out 
for  Berks  directly,  to  shew  the 
contents  to  my  Lord  M.  and  to 
receive  the  congratulations  of  all 
my  kindred  upon  it. 

I went  last  night , as  I intended, 


to  Smith’s:  but  the  dear  creature 
was  not  returned  at  near  ten 
o’clock.  And,  lighting  upon  Tour- 
ville, 1 took  him  home  with  me, 
and  made  him  sing  me  out  of  my 
megrims.  I went  to  bed  tolerably 
easy  at  two;  had  bright  and  plea- 
sant dreams  (not  such  a frightful 
one  as  thatl  gave  thee  an  account 
of ) ; and  at  eight  this  morning,  as 
I was  dressing,  to  be  in  readiness 
against  the  return  of  my  fellow, 
whom  I had  sent  to  inquire  after 
the  lady,  I had  this  letter  brought 
me  by  a chairman. 

TO  ROBERT  LOVELACE,  ESQ. 

Tuesday  night,  11  o’clock  (Aug.  22.) 

SIR, 

I have  good  news  to  tell  you.  I 
am  setting  out  with  all  diligence 
for  my  father’s  house.  I am  bid 
to  hope  that  he  will  receive  his 
poor  penitent  with  a goodness 
peculiar  to  himself;  for  1 am  over- 
joyed with  the  assurance  of  a 
thorough  reconciliation , through 
the  interposition  of  a dear  blessed 
friend,  whom  I always  loved  and 
honoured.  I am  so  taken  up  with 
my  preparation  for  this  joyful  and 
long  wished  for  journey,  that  I 
cannot  spare  one  moment  for  any 
other  business,  having  several 
matters  of  the  last  importance  to 
settle  first.  So,  pray,  sir,  don’t 
disturb  or  interrupt  me  — I be- 
seech you , don’t.  You  may  pos- 
sibly in  time  see  me  at  my  father’s; 
at  least  if  it  be  not  your  own 
fault. 

I will  write  a letter,  which  shall 
be  sent  you  when  I am  got  thither 
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and  received:  till  when,  I am, 

&c. 

Clarissa  Harlowe. 

I dispatched  instantly  a letter 
to  the  dear  creature,  assuring  her, 
with  the  most  thankful  joy,  “ That 
I would  directly  set  out  for  Berks, 
and  wait  the  issue  of  the  happy 
reconciliation,  and  the  charming 
hopes  she  had  filled  me  with.  1 
poured  out  upon  her  a thousand 
blessings.  I declared  that  it  should 
be  the  study  of  my  whole  life  to 
merit  such  transcendent  goodness: 
and  that  there  was  nothing  which 
her  father  or  friends  should  require 
at  my  hands , that  I would  not  for 
her  sake  comply  with , in  order  to 
promote  and  complete  so  desirable 
a reconciliation.” 

I hurried  it  away  without  taking 
a copy  of  it;  and  I have  ordered 
the  chariot-and-six  to  be  got 
ready ; and  hey  for  M.  Hall ! Let 
me  but  know  how  Belton  does.  I 
hope  a letter  from  thee  is  on  the 
road.  And  if  the  poor  fellow  can 
spare  thee,  make  haste,  I com- 
mand thee,  to  attend  this  truly 
divine  lady.  Thou  may’st  not  else 
see  her  of  months  perhaps;  at 
least  not  while  she  is  Miss  Har- 
lowe. And  oblige  me , if  possible, 
with  one  letter  before  she  sets  out, 
confirming  to  me  and  accounting 
for  this  generous  change. 

But  what  accounting  for  it  is 
necessary?  The  dear  creature 
cannot  receive  consolation  herself 
but  she  must  communicate  it  to 
others.  How  noble!  She  would 
not  see  me  in  her  adversity ; but 
no  sooner  does  the  sun  of  pro- 


sperity begin  to  shine  upon  her, 
than  she  forgives  me. 

I know  to  whose  mediation  all 
this  is  owing.  It  is  to  Col.  Mor- 
den’s.  She  always,  as  she  says, 
loved  and  honoured  him!  And 
he  loved  her  above  all  his  rela- 
tions. 

I shall  now  be  convinced  that 
there  is  something  in  dreams.  The 
opening  cloud  is  the  reconcilia- 
tion in  view.  The  bright  form, 
lifting  up  my  charmer  through  it 
to  a firmament  stuck  round  with 
golden  cherubims  and  seraphims, 
indicates  the  charming  little  boys 
and  girls,  that  will  be  the  fruits 
of  this  happy  reconciliation.  The 
welcomes,  thrice  repeated,  are 
those  of  her  family,  now  no  more 
to  be  deemed  implacable.  Yet  are 
they  a family  too,  that  my  soul 
cannot  mingle  with. 

But  then  what  is  my  tumbling 
over  and  over  through  the  floor  into 
a frightful  hole,  descending  as  she 
ascends ? Ho!  only  this!  it  alludes 
to  my  disrelish  to  matrimony: 
which  is  a bottomless  pit,  a gulf, 
and  I know  not  what.  And  I sup- 
pose , had  I not  awoke  in  such  a 
plaguy  fright , I had  been  soused 
into  some  river  at  the  bottom  of 
the  hole,  and  then  been  carried 
(mundified  or  purified  from  my 
past  iniquities)  by  the  same  bright 
form,  (waiting  for  me  upon  the 
mossy  banks)  to  my  beloved  girl ; 
and  we  should  have  gone  on 
cherubiming  of  it  and  caroling  to 
the  end  of  tne  chapter. 

But  what  are  the  black  sweep- 
ing mantles  and  robes  of  Lord  M. 
thrown  over  my  face?  and  what 
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are  those  of  the  ladies  ? Oh,  J ack ! 
I have  these  too:  they  indicate 
nothing  in  the  world  but  that  my 
lord  will  be  so  good  as  to  die , and 
leave  me  all  he  has.  So,  rest  to 
thy  good-natured  soul , honest 
Lord  M. 

Lady  Sarah  Sadleir,  and  Lady 
Betty  Lawrence,  will  also  die  and 
leave  me  swinging  legacies. 

Miss  Charlotte  and  her  sister  — 
what  will  become  of  them?  — O ! 
they  will  be  in  mourning  of  course 
for  their  uncle  and  aunts  — that’s 
right! 

As  toMorden’s  flashing  through 
the  window,  and  crying,  Die, 
Lovelace , and  be  d — n’d , if  thou 
wiltnot  repair  my  cousin’s  wrongs ! 
That  is  only  that  he  would  have 
sent  me  a challenge,  had  I not 
been  disposed  to  do  the  lady 
justice. 

All  I dislike  is  this  part  of  the 
dream:  for,  even  in  a dream,  I 
would  not  be  thought  to  be  threat- 
ened into  any  measure , though  I 
liked  it  ever  so  well. 

And  so  much  for  my  prophetic 
dream. 

Dear  charming  creature ! What 
a meeting  will  there  be  between 
her  and  her  father  and  mother 
and  uncles!  What  transports, 
what  pleasure  will  this  happy  long 
wished  for  reconciliation  give  her 
dutiful  heart!  And  indeed  now 
methinks  I am  glad  she  is  so  duti- 
ful to  them;  for  her  duty  to  her 
parents  is  a conviction  to  me  that 
she  will  be  as  dutiful  to  her  hus- 
band; since  duty  upon  principle 
is  an  uniform  thing. 

Why,  pr’ythee  now,  Jack,  I 


have  not  been  so  much  to  blame 
as  thou  thinkest:  for  had  it  not 
been  for  me,  who  have  led  her  into 
so  much  distress,  she  could  neither 
have  received  nor  given  the  joy 
that  will  now  overwhelm  them  all. 
So  here  rises  great  and  durable 
good  out  of  temporary  evil ! 

I knew  they  loved  her  (the  pride 
and  glory  of  their  family)  too  well 
to  hold  out  long. 

I wish  I could  have  seen  Ara- 
bella’s letter.  She  has  always 
been  so  much  eclipsed  by  her 
sister,  that  I dare  say,  she  has 
signified  this  reconciliation  to  her 
with  intermingled  phlegm  and 
wormwood:  and  her  invitation 
most  certainly  runs  all  in  the  rock- 
water  style. 

I shall  long  to  see  the  promised 
letter  too  when  she  is  got  to  her 
father’s , which  I hope  will  give  an 
account  of  the  reception  she  will 
meet  with. 

There  is  a solemnity,  however, 
I think,  in  the  style  of  her  letter, 
which  pleases  and  affects  me  at 
the  same  time.  But  as  it  is  evident 
she  loves  me  still , and  hopes  soon 
to  see  me  at  her  father’s,  she  could 
not  help  being  a little  solemn,  and 
half  ashamed  (dear  blushing  pret- 
ty rogue!)  to  own  her  love;  after 
my  usage  of  her. 

And  then  her  subscription:  till 
when , I am , Clarissa  Harlowe: 
as  much  as  to  say,  after  that , I 
shall  be,  if  not  your  own  fault , 
Clarissa  Lovelace! 

0 my  best  love!  My  ever 
generous  and  adorable  creature! 
How  much  does  this  thy  forgiving 
goodness  exalt  us  both!  — Me, 
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for  the  occasion  given  tliee ! Thee, 
for  turning  it  so  gloriously  to  thy 
advantage , and  to  the  honour  of 
both ! 

And  if,  my  beloved  creature, 
you  will  but  connive  at  the  imper- 
fections of  your  adorer,  and  not 
play  the  wife  upon  me : if,  while 
the  charms  of  novelty  have  their 
force  with  me,  I should  happen 
to  be  drawn  aside  by  the  love  of 
intrigue,  and  of  plots  that  my  soul 
delights  to  form  and  pursue ; and 
if  thou  wilt  not  be  open-eyed  to 
the  follies  of  my  youth , [a  transi- 
tory state!]  every  excursion  shall 
serve  but  the  more  to  endear 
thee  to  me,  till  in  time,  and  in  a 
very  little  time  too,  I shall  get 
above  sense;  and  then,  charmed 
by  thy  soul-attracting  converse, 
and  brought  to  despise  my  former 
courses,  what  I now,  at  distance, 
consider  as  a painful  duty , will  be 
my  joyful  choice,  and  all  my  de- 
light will  centre  in  thee ! 

* # * 

Mowbray  is  just  arrived  with 
thy  letters.  I therefore  close  my 
agreeable  subject,  to  attend  to 
one,  which  I doubt  not  will  be 
very  shocking. 

I have  engaged  the  rough  varlet 
to  bear  me  company  in  the  morn- 
ing to  Berks ; where  I shall  file  off 
the  rust  he  has  contracted  in  his 
attendance  upon  the  poor  fellow. 

He  tells  me,  that  between  the 
dying  Belton , and  the  preaching 
Belford , he  sha’nt  be  his  own  man 
these  three  days:  and  says,  that 
thou  addest  to  the  unhappy  fel- 
low’s weakness , instead  of  giving 


him  courage  to  help  him  to  bear 
his  destiny. 

I am  sorry  he  takes  the  unavoid- 
able lot  so  heavily.  But  he  has 
been  long  ill;  and  sickness  ener- 
vates the  mind,  as  well  as  the 
body;  as  he  himself  very  signifi- 
cantly observed  to  thee. 

LETTER  LXI. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Wedn.  evening. 

I have  been  reading  thy  shock- 
ing letter  — poor  Belton ! what  a 
multitude  of  lively  hours  have  we 
passed  together!  He  was  a fear- 
less cheerful  fellow ! Who’d  have 
thought  that  all  should  end  in 
such  dejected  whimpering  and 
terror? 

But  why  didst  thou  not  comfort 
the  poor  man  about  the  rencounter 
between  him  and  that  poltroon 
Metcalfe?  He  acted  in  that  affair 
like  a man  of  true  honour,  and  as 
I should  have  acted  in  the  same 
circumstances.  Tell  him  I say  so : 
and  that  what  happened,  he  coula 
neither  help  nor  foresee. 

Some  people  are  as  sensible  of 
a scratch  from  a pin’s  point  as 
others  from  the  push  of  a sword : 
and  who  can  say  any  thing  for  the 
sensibility  of  such  fellows?  Met- 
calfe would  resent  for  his  sister, 
when  his  sister  resented  not  for 
herself.  Had  she  demanded  her 
brother’s  protection  and  resent- 
ment, that  would  have  been  ano- 
ther man's  matter , to  speak  in  Lord 
M.’s  phrase;  but  she  herself 
thougnt  her  brother  a coxcomb  to 
busy  himself,  undesired,  in  her 
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affairs,  and  wished  for  nothing  but 
to  be  provided  for  decently  and 
privately  in  her  lying-in ; and  was 
willing  to  take  the  chance  of 
Maintenoning  his  conscience  in  her 
favour*,  and  getting  him  to  marry 
when  the  little  stranger  came ; for 
she  knew  what  an  easy,  good- 
natured  fellow  he  was.  And  in- 
deed if  she  had  prevailed  upon 
him,  it  might  have  been  happy  for 
both  ; as  then  he  would  not  have 
fallen  in  with  his  cursed  Tho- 
masine.  But  truly  this  officious 
brother  of  hers  must  interpose. 
This  made  a trifling  affair  impor- 
tant: and  what  was  the  issue? 
Metcalfe  challenged;  Belton  met 
him ; disarmed  him ; gave  him  his 
life ; but  the  fellow , more  sensible 
in  his  skin  than  in  his  head,  having 
received  a scratch , was  frighted ; 
it  gave  him  firBt  a puke , then  a 
fever,  and  then  he  died.  That  was 
all.  And  how  could  Belton  help 
that?  — But  sickness,  a long  te- 
dious sickness,  will  make  a bug- 
bear of  anything  to  a languishing 
heart , I see  that.  And  so  far  was 
Mowbray  a-propos  in  the  verses 
from  Nat.  Lee  which  thou  hast 
transcribed. 

N Merely  to  die  no  man  of  reason 
fears;  is  a mistake,  say  thou,  or 
say  thy  author,  what  ye  will.  And 
thy  solemn  parading  about  the 
natural  repugnance  between  life 
and  death,  is  a proof  that  it  is. 

* Madam  Maintenon  was  reported  to 
have  prevailed  upon  Lewis  XIV.  of 
France,  in  his  old  age  (sunk,  as  he  was, 
by  ill  success  in  the  field)  to  marry  her, 
by  way  of  compounding  with  his  con-  i 
science  for  the  freedoms  of  his  past  life, 
to  which,  she  attributed  his  public  losses. 


Let  me  tell  thee , Jack , that  so 
much  am  I pleased  with  this  world 
in  the  main ; though  in  some  points 
too , the  world  (to  make  a person 
of  it)  has  been  a rascal  to  me ; so 
delighted  am  I with  the  joys  of 
youth ; with  my  worldly  prospects 
as  to  fortune,  and  now,  newly, 
with  the  charming  hopes  given 
me  by  my  dear,  thrice  dear,  and 
for  ever  dear  Clarissa  ! that  were 
I even  sure  that  nothing  bad 
would  come  hereafter,  I should  be 
very  loth  (very  much  afraid,  if 
thou  wilt  have  it  so)  to  lay  down 
my  life  and  them  together;  and 
yet,  upon  a call  of  honour,  no  man 
fears  death  less  than  myself. 

But  I have  not  either  inclination 
or  leisure  to  weigh  thy  leaden  argu- 
ments , except  in  the  pig , or , as 
thou  wouldest  say,  in  the  lump. 

If  I return  thy  letters,  let  me 
have  them  again  sometime  hence, 
that  is  to  say,  when  I am  married, 
or  when  poor  Belton  is  half  for- 
gotten; or  when  time  has  enrolled 
the  honest  fellow  among  those 
whom  we  have  so  long  lost,  that 
we  may  remember  them  with  more 
pleasure  than  pain;  and  then  I 
may  give  them  a serious  perusal, 
and  enter  with  thee  as  deeply  as 
thou  wilt  into  the  subject. 

When  I am  married , said  I ? — 
What  a sound  has  that? 

I must  wait  with  patience  for  a 
sight  of  this  charming  creature, 
till  she  is  at  her  father’s.  And 
yet,  as  the  but  blossoming  beauty, 
as  thou  tellest  me , is  reduced  to  a 
shadow,  I should  have  been  ex- 
ceedingly delighted  to  see  her 
now,  and  every  day  till  the  happy 
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one;  that  I might  have  the  pleasure 
of  beholding  how  sweetly,  hour 
by  hour,  she  will  rise  to  her  pristine 
glories , by  means  of  that  state  of 
ease  and  contentment , which  will 
take  place  of  the  stormy  past  upon 
her  reconciliation  with  her  friends, 
and  our  happy  nuptials. 

LETTER  LXn. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Well,  but  now  my  heart  is  a 
little  at  ease,  1 will  condescend  to 
take  brief  notice  of  some  other 
passages  in  thy  letters. 

I find,  I am  to  thank  thee,  that 
the  dear  creature  has  avoided  my 
visit.  Things  are  now  in  so  good 
a train  that  I must  forgive  thee; 
else  thou  shouldst  have  heard 
more  of  this  new  instance  of  dis- 
loyalty to  thy  general. 

Thou  art  continually  giving 
thyself  high  praise , by  way  of  op- 
position, as  1 may  say,  to  others; 
gently  and  artfully  blaming  thyself 
for  qualities  thou  wouldst , at  the 
same  time,  have  to  be  thought, 
and  which  generally  are  thought, 
praiseworthy. 

Thus , in  the  airs  thou  assumest 
about  thy  servants , thou  wouldst 
pass  for  a mighty  humane  mortal ; 
and  that  at  the  expense  of  Mow- 
bray and  me,  whom  thou  repre- 
sentest  as  kings  and  emperors  to 
our  menials.  Y et  art  thou  always 
unhappy  in  thy  attempts  of  this 
kind,  and  never  canst  make  us, 
who  know  thee , believe  that  to  be 
a virtue  in  thee , which  is  but  the 
effect  of  a constitutional  phlegm 
and  absurdity. 


Knowest  thou  not,  that  some 
men  have  a native  dignity  in  their 
manner,  that  makes  them  more 
regarded  by  a look,  than  either 
thou  canst  be  in  thy  low  style , or 
Mowbray  in  his  high? 

I am  fit  to  be  a prince,  I can  tell 
thee;  for  I reward  well,  and  I 
punish  seasonably  and  properly; 
and  I am  generally  as  well  served 
as  any  man. 

The  art  of  governing  these 
under- bred  varlets,  lies  more  in 
the  dignity  of  looks  than  in  words; 
and  thou  art  a sorry  fellow,  to 
think  humanity  consists  in  acting 
by  thy  servants , as  men  must  act 
who  are  not  able  to  pay  them  their 
wages ; or  had  made  them  masters 
of  secrets,  which,  if  divulged, 
would  lay  them  at  the  mercy  of 
such  wretches. 

Now  to  me,  who  never  did  any 
thing  I was  ashamed  to  own , and 
who  have  more  ingenuousness 
than  ever  man  had ; who  can  call 
a villainy  by  its  right  name,  though 
practised  by  myself,  and  (by  my 
own  readiness  to  reproach  my- 
self) anticipate  all  reproach  from 
others;  who  am  not  such  a hy- 
pocrite, as  to  wish  the  world  to 
think  me  other  or  better  than  I 
am  — it  is  my  part,  to  look  a ser- 
vant into  his  duty,  if  I can:  nor 
will  I keep  one,  who  knows  not 
how  to  take  me  by  a nod,  or  a 
wink;  and  who,  when  I smile, shall 
not  be  all  transport;  whenlfrown, 
all  terror. 

If,  indeed , I am  out  of  the  way 
a little , I always  take  care  to  re- 
ward the  varlets  for  patiently 
bearing  my  displeasure.  But  this 
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I hardly  ever  am , but  when  a fel-  sometimes,  which  is  still  more  ab- 
low  is  egregiously  stupid  in  any  surd,  introduced  with  more  wit 
plain  point  of  duty,  or  will  be  wiser  than  the  poet  has  to  bestow  upon 
than  his  master;  and  when  he  their  principals.  — Mere  flints  and 
shall  tell  me  that  he  thought  acting  steels  to  strike  fire  with  — or,  to 
contrary  to  my  orders  was  the  vary  the  metaphor,  to  serve  for 
way  to  serve  me  best.  whetstones  to  wit,  which  otherwise 

One  time  or  other  I will  enter  could  not  be  made  apparent:  — or 
the  lists  with  thee  upon  thy  con-  for  engines  to  be  made  use  of  like 
duct  and  mine  to  servants:  and  I the  machinery  of  the  ancient  poets 
will  convince  thee,  that  what  thou  (or  the  still  more  unnatural  solilo- 
wouldst  have  pass  for  humanity, if  quy)  to  help  on  a sorry  plot,  or  to 
it  be  indiscriminately  practised  to  bring  about  a necessary  eclair- 
all  tempers,  will  perpetually  sub-  cissement,  to  save  the  poet  the 
ject  thee  to  the  evils  thou  com-  trouble  of  thinking  deeply  for  a 
plainestof;  andy«sf/ytoo;  and  that  better  way  to  wind  up  his  bot- 
he  only  is  fit  to  be  a master  of  ser-  toms. 

vants,  who  can  command  their  at-  Of  this  I am  persuaded  (what- 
tention  as  much  by  a nod,  as  if  he  ever  my  practice  be  to  my  own 
were  to  pr’ythee  a fellow  to  do  his  servants)  that  thou  wilt  be  bene- 
duty,  on  one  hand,  or  to  talk  of  fited  by  my  theory , when  we  come 
flaying  and  horse-whipping , like  to  controvert  the  point.  For  then 
Mowbray,  on  the  other:  for  the  I shall  convince  thee,  that  the  dra- 
servant,  who  being  used  to  expect  made  as  well  as  natural  characte- 
thy  creeping  style , will  always  be  ristics  of  a good  servant  ought  to 
master  of  his  master,  and  he  who  be  fidelity,  common  sense,  cheer- 
deserves  to  be  treated  as  the  full  obedience,  and  silent  respect: 
other,  is  not  fit  to  be  any  man’s  that  wit  in  his  station,  except  to 
servant;  nor  would  I keep  such  a his  companions,  would  be  sau- 
fellow  to  rub  my  horse’s  heels.  ciness : that  he  should  never  pre- 
I shall  be  the  readier  to  enter  sume  to  give  his  advice:  that  if 
the  lists  with  thee  upon  this  argu-  he  ventured  to  expostulate  upon 
ment,  because  I have  presumption  any  unreasonable  command,  or 
enough  to  think,  that  we  have  not  such  a one  as  appeared  to  him  to 
in  any  of  our  dramatic  poets , that  be  so,  he  should  do  it  with  humi- 
I can  at  present  call  to  mind , one  lity  and  respect,  and  take  a 
character  of  a servant,  of  either  proper  season  for  it.  But  such 
sex,  that  is  justly  hit  off.  So  ab-  lessons  do  most  of  the  dramatic 
surdly  wise  some,  and  so  sottishly  performances  I have  seen,  give, 
foolish  others;  and  both  sometimes  where  servants  are  introduced  as 
in  the  same  person.  Foils  drawn  characters  essential  to  the  play, 
from  the  lees  or  dregs  of  the  people  or  to  act  very  significant  or  long 
to  set  off  the  characters  ot  their  parts  in  it  (which,  of  itself,  I think 
masters  and  mistresses : nay,  a fault) ; such  lessons,  I say,  do 
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they  give  to  the  footmen’s  gallery, 
that  1 have  not  wondered  we  have 
so  few  modest  or  good  men-ser- 
vants among  those  who  often  at- 
tend their  masters  or  mistresses  to 
plays.  Then  how  miserably  evi- 
dent must  that  poet’s  conscious 
want  of  genius  be,  who  can  stoop 
to  raise  or  give  force  to  a clap  by 
the  indiscriminate  roar  of  the 
party-coloured  gallery. 

But  this  subject  I will  suspend 
to  a better  opportunity;  that  is  to 
say,  to  the  happy  one,  when  my 
nuptials  with  my  Clarissa  will 
oblige  me  to  increase  the  number 
of  my  servants , and  of  conse-  j 
quence  to  enter  more  nicely  into ; 
their  qualifications. 

* * * 

Although  I have  the  highest 
opinion  that  man  can  have  of  the 
generosity  of  my  dear  Miss  Har-  j 
lowe,  yeti  cannot,  for  the  heart! 
of  me,  account  for  this  agreeable 
change  in  her  temper,  but  one 
way.  Faith  and  troth,  Belford,  I 
verily  believe,  laying  all  circum- ! 
stances  together,  that  the  dearj 
creature  unexpectedly  finds  her- 
self in  the  way  I have  so  ardently 
wished  her  to  be  in ; and  that  this 
makes  her,  at  last,  incline  to  J 
favour  me,  that  she  may  set  the 
better  face  upon  her  gestation, 
when  at  her  father’s. 

If  this  be  the  case,  all  her  falling  ■ 
away,  and  her  fainting  fits,  are 
charmingly  accounted  for.  Nor 
is  it  surprising,  that  such  a sweet 
novice  in  these  matters  should 
not,  for  some  time,  have  known  to 
what  to  attribute  her  frequent  in- 
dispositions. If  this  should  be! 


the  case,  how  shall  I laugh  at  thee! 
and  (when  I am  sure  of  her)  at  the 
dear  novice  herself,  that  all  her 
grievous  distresses  shall  end  in  a 
man-child;  which  I shall  love 
better  than  all  the  cherubims  and 
seraphims  that  may  come  after; 
though  there  were  to  be  as  many 
of  them  as  I beheld  in  my  dream ; 
in  which  a vast  expanse  of  firma- 
ment was  stuck  as  full  of  them  as 
it  could  hold ! 

I shall  be  afraid  to  open  thy 
next,  lest  it  bringme  theaccountof 
poor  Belton’s  death.  Yet,  as  there 
are  no  hopes  of  his  recovery  — 
but  what  should  I say,  unless  the 
poor  man  were  better  fitted  — but 
thy  heavy  sermon  shall  not  affect 
me  too  much  neither. 

I inclose  thy  papers:  and  do 
thou  transcribe  them  for  me,  or 
return  them;  for  there  are  some 
things  in  them,  which,  at  a proper 
season,  a mortal  man  should  not 
avoid  attending  to:  and  thou 

seemest  to  have  entered  deeply  in- 
to the  shocking  subject — buthere 
I will  end,  lest  I grow  too  serious. 
* * * 

Thy  servant  called  here  about 
an  hour  ago,  to  know  if  I had  any 
commands : I therefore  hope  that 
thou  wilt  have  this  early  in  the 
morning.  And  if  thou  canst  let 
me  hear  from  thee,  do.  I’ll  stretch 
an  hour  or  two  in  expectation  of 
it.  Yet  I must  be  at  Lord  M’s.  to- 
morrow night,  if  possible,  though 
ever  so  late. 

Thy  fellow  tells  me  the  poor 
man  is  much  as  he  was  when  Mow- 
bray left  him. 

Wouldst  thou  think  that  this 
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varlet  Mowbray  is  sorry  that  I am 
so  near  being  happy  with  Miss 
Harlowe?  And,  *egad,  Jack,  I 
know  not  what  to  say  to  it,  now 
the  fruit  seems  to  be  within  nay 
reach  — but  let  what  will  come, 
I’ll  stand  to’t:  for  I find  I can’t 
live  without  her. 

LETTER  LXIII. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 


Wednesday,  three  o'clock. 

I will  proceed  where  I left  off 
in  my  last. 

As  soon  as  I had  seen  Mowbray 
mounted,  I went  to  attend  upon 
poor  Belton;  whom  I found  in 
dreadful  agonies,  in  which  he 
awoke,  as  he  generally  does. 

The  doctor  came  in  presently 
after;  and  I was  concerned  at 
the  scene  that  passed  between 
them. 

It  opened  with  the  dying  man’s 
asking  him,  with  melancholy 
earnestness,  if  nothing,  if  no- 
thing at  all  could  be  done  for 
him? 

The  doctor  shook  his  head,  and 
told  him,  he  doubted  not. 

I cannot  die,  said  the  poor  man : 
I cannot  think  of  dying.  I am  very 
desirous  of  living  a little  longer,  if 
I could  but  be  free  from  these 
horrible  pains  in  my  stomach  and 
head.  Can  you  give  me  no  thing 
to  make  me  pass  one  week,  but 
one  week,  in  tolerable  ease,  that 
I may  die  like  a man?  — If  1 must 
die! 

But,  doctor,  I am  yet  a young 
man : in  the  prime  of  my  years  — 
youth  is  a good  subject  for  a phy- 

Clarissa.  IV. 


sician  to  work  upon:  can  you  do 
nothing,  nothing  at  all  for  me, 
doctor  ? 

Alas ! sir,  replied  his  physician, 

fou  have  been  long  in  a bad  way. 

fear,  I fear  nothing  in  physic  can 
help  you. 

He  was  then  out  of  all  patience. 
What,  then,  is  your  art,  sir!  — I 
have  been  a passive  machine  for  a 
whole  twelvemonth,  to  be  wrought 
upon  at  the  pleasure  of  you  people 
of  the  faculty:  I verily  believe, 
had  I not  taken  such  doses  of 
nasty  stuff,  I had  been  now  a well 
man  — but  who  the  plague  would 
regard  physicians,  whose  art  is  to 
cheat  us  with  hopes,  while  they 
help  to  destroy  us?  And  who , not 
one  of  you,  know  any  thing  but 
by  guess ! 

Sir,  continued  he  fiercely  (and 
with  more  strength  of  voice,  and 
coherence,  than  he  had  shewn  for 
several  hours  before),  if  you  give 
me  over,  I give  you  over.  — The 
only  honest  and  certain  part  of 
the  art  of  healing  is  surgery.  A 
good  surgeon  is  worth  a thousand 
of  you.  I have  been  in  surgeons’ 
hands  often,  and  have  always 
found  reason  to  depend  upon  their 
skill:  but  your  art,  sir,  what  is  it? 
— but  to  dawb,  dawb,  dawb; 
load,  load,  load ; plaster,  plaster, 
plaster ; till  ye  utterly  destroy  the 
appetite  first,  and  the  constitu- 
tion afterwards,  which  you  are 
called  in  to  help.  I had  a com- 
panion once  — my  dear  Belford, 
thou  knewest  honest  Blomer  — as 
pretty  a physician  he  would  have 
made  as  any  in  England,  had  he 
kept  himself  from  excess  in  wine 
10 
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and  women ; and  be  always  used 
to  say,  there  was  nothing  at  all 
but  pickpocket  parade  in  the  phy- 
sicians’ art;  and  that  the  best 
guesser  was  the  best  physician: 
and  I used  to  believe  him  too : and 
yet,  fond  of  life,  and  fearful  of 
death,  what  do  we  do,  when  we 
are  taken  ill,  but  call  ye  in  ? And 
what  do  ye  do,  when  called  in, 
but  nurse  our  distempers,  till  from 
pigmies  you  make  giants  of  them? 
— And  then  ye  come  creeping 
with  solemn  faces,  when  ye  are 
ashamed  to  prescribe,  or  when 
the  stomach  won’t  bear  its  natural 
food,  by  reason  of  your  poisonous 
potions,  Alas!  I am  afraid  physic 
can  do  no  more  for  him!  — Nor 
need  it, when  it  has  brought  to  the 
brink  of  the  grave,  the  poor 
wretch  who  placed  all  his  reliance 
in  your  cursed  slops,  and  the  flat- 
tering hopes  you  gave  him. 

The  doctor  was  out  of  coun- 
tenance; but  said,  if  we  could 
make  mortal  men  immortal , and 
would  not , all  this  might  be  just. 

I blamed  the  poor  man ; yet  ex- 
cused him  to  the  physician.  To 
die,  dear  doctor,  when,  like  my 

{>oor  friend,  we  are  so  desirous  of 
ife,  is  a melancholy  thing.  We 
are  apt  to  hope  too  much,  not  con- 
sidering that  the  seeds  of  death 
are  sown  in  us  when  we  begin  to 
live,  and  grow  up,  till,  like  ram- 
pant weeds,  they  choke  the  tender 
flower  of  life ; which  declines  in 
us,  as  those  weeds  flourish.  We 
ought  therefore  to  begin  early  to 
study  what  our  constitutions  will 
bear,  in  order  to  root  out,  by  tem-  j 
perance,  the  weeds  which  the  soil 


is  most  apt  to  produce,  or  at  least, 
to  keep  them  down  as  they  rise; 
and  not,  when  the  flower  or  plant 
is  withered  at  the  root,  ana  the 
weed  in  its  full  vigour,  expect, 
that  the  medical  art  will  restore 
the  one,  or  destroy  the  other; 
when  that  other,  as  I hinted,  has 
been  rooting  itself  in  the  habit 
from  the  time  of  our  birth. 

This  speech,  Bob,  thou  wilt  call 
a prettiness ; but  the  allegory  is 
just;  and  thou  hast  not  quite 
cured  me  of  the  metaphorical. 

V ery  true,  said  the  doctor : you 
have  brought  a good  metaphor  to 
illustrate  the  thing.  I am  sorry 
I can  do  nothing  for  the  gen- 
tleman; and  can  only  recommend 
patience,  and  a better  frame  of 
mind. 

Well,  sir,  said  the  poor  angry 
man,  vexed  at  the  doctor,  but 
more  at  death;  you  will  perhaps 
recommend  the  next  in  succession 
to  the  physician , when  he  can  do 
no  more ; and,  I suppose,  will  send 
your  brother  to  pray,  by  me  for 
those  virtues  which  you  wish  me. 

It  seems  the  physician’s  brother 
is  a clergyman  in  the  neighbour- 
hood. 

I was  greatly  concerned  to  see 
the  gentleman  thus  treated;  and 
so  I told  poor  Belton  when  he  was 
gone.  But  he  continued  impa- 
tient, and  would  not  be  denied,  he 
said,  the  liberty  of  talking  to  a 
man,  who  had  taken  so  many 
guineas  of  him  for  doing  nothing, 
or  worse  than  nothing,  and  never 
declined  one  though  he  knew  all 
the  time  he  could  do  him  no 
good. 
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It  seems,  the  gentleman,  though 
rich,  is  noted  for  being  greedy 
after  fees;  and  poor  Belton  went 
on,  raving  at  the  extravagant  fees 
of  English  physicians,  compared 
with  those  of  the  most  eminent 
foreign  ones.  But,  poor  man ! he, 
like  the  Turks,  who  judge  of  a 
general  by  his  success  (out  of  pa- 
tience to  think  he  must  die),  would 
have  worshiped  the  doctor,  and 
not  grudged  three  times  the  sum, 
could  he  have  given  him  hopes  of 
recovery. 

But  nevertheless,  I must  needs 
say,  that  gentlemen  of  the  faculty 
should  be  more  moderate  in  their 
fees,  or  take  more  pains  to  de- 
serve them;  for,  generally,  they 
only  come  into  a room,  feel  the 
sick  man’s  pulse,  ask  the  nurse  a 
few  questions,  inspect  the  pa- 
tient’s tongue,  and  perhaps  nis 
water;  then  sit  down,  look  plaguy 
wise,  and  write.  The  golden  fee 
finds  the  ready  hand,  and  they 
hurry  away,  as  if  the  sick  man’s 
room  were  infectious.  So  to  the 
next  they  troll,  and  to  the  next,  if 
men  of  great  practice;  valuing 
themselves  upon  the  number  of 
visits  they  make  in  a morning, 
and  the  little  time  they  make 
them  in.  They  go  to  dinner,  and 
unload  their  pockets;  and  sally 
out  again  to  refill  them.  Ana, 
thus,  in  a little  time,  they  raise 
vast  estates ; for  as  Radeliffe  said, 
when  first  told  of  a great  loss 
which  befel  him,  it  was  only  going 
up  and  down  a hundred  pair  of 
stairs  to  fetch  it  up. 

Mrs.  Sambre  (Belton’s  sister) 
had  several  times  proposed  to  him 


a minister  to  pray  by  him ; but  the 
poor  man  could  not,  he  said,  bear 
the  thoughts  of  one;  for  that  he 
should  certainly  die  in  an  hour  or 
two  after:  and  he  was  willing  to 
hope  still,  against  all  probability, 
that  he  might  recover;  and  was 
often  asking  his  sister , if  she  had 
not  seen  people  as  bad  as  he  was, 
who,  almost  to  a miracle,  when 
every  body  gave  them  over,  had 
got  up  again  ? 

She,  shaking  her  head,  told 
him,  she  had : but,  once  saying, 
that  their  disorders  were  of  an 
acute  kind,  and  such  as  had  a 
crisis  in  them , he  called  her  small 
hopes , and  Job's  comforter;  and 
bid  her  say  nothing,  if  she  could 
not  say  more  to  the  purpose , and 
what  was  fitter  for  a sick  man  to 
hear.  And  yet , poor  fellow ! he 
has  no  hopes  himself,  as  is  plain 
by  his  desponding  terrors ; one  of 
which  he  fell  into,  and  a very 
dreadful  one,  soon  after  the  doctor 
went. 

Wednesday,  9 o’clock  at  night. 

The  poor  man  has  been  in  con- 
vulsions, terrible  convulsions ! for 
an  hour  past.  O Lord ! Lovelace, 
death  is  a shocking  thing ! by  my 
faith  it  is!  — I wish  thou  wert  pre- 
sent on  this  occasion.  It  is  not 
merely  the  concern  a man  has  for 
his  friend;  but,  as  death  is  the 
common  lot,  we  see,  in  his  agonies, 
how  it  will  be  one  day  with  our- 
selves. I am  all  over  as  if  cold 
water  were  poured  down  my  back, 
or  if  I had  a strong  ague  fit  upon 
me.  I was  obliged  to  come  away. 
And  I write,  hardly  knowing  what 
— I wish  thou  wert  here. 
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* * * 

Though  I left  him,  because  I 
could  stay  no  longer,  I can’t  be 
easy  by  myself,  but  must  go  to 
him  again. 

Eleven  o’clock. 

Poor  Belton!  — Drawing  ou 
apace!  Yet  was  he  sensible  when 
I went  in  — too  sensible,  poor 
man!  He  has  something  upon  his 
mind  to  reveal,  he  tells  me,  that  is 
the  worst  action  of  his  life ; worse 
than  ever  you  or  I knew  of  him, 
he  says.  It  must  be  then  very 
bad! 

He  ordered  every  body  out;  but 
was  seized  with  another  convul- 
sion fit , before  he  could  reveal  it : 
and  in  it  he  lies  struggling  be- 
tween life  and  death.  But  I’ll  go 
in  again. 

One  o’clock  in  the  morning. 

All  now  must  soon  be  over  with 
him!  Poor,  poor  fellow:  he  has 
given  me  some  hints  of  what  he 
wanted  to  say;  but  all  incoherent, 
interrupted  by  dying  hiccoughs 
and  convulsions. 

Bad  enough  it  must  be , heaven 
knows,  by  what  I can  gather! 
Alas!  Lovelace,  I fear,  I fear, 
he  came  loo  soon  into  his  uncle’s 
estate. 

If  a man  were  to  live  always,  he 
might  have  some  temptation  to  do 
base  things,  in  order  to  procure  to 
himself,  as  it  would  then  be,  ever- 
lasting ease,  plenty,  or  affluence: 
but,  for  the  sake  often,  twenty,  or 
thirty  years  of  poor  life,  to  be  a 
villain — can  that  be  worth  while? 
With  a conscience  stinging  him 
all  the  time  too!  And  when  he 


comes  to  wind  up  all,  such  agoniz- 
ing reflections  upon  his  past  guilt! 
All  then  appearing  as  nothing! 
What  he  most  valued , most  dis- 
gustful! And  not  one  thing  to 
think  of,  as  the  poor  fellow  says 
twenty  and  twenty  times  over,  but 
what  is  attended  with  anguish  and 
reproach ! — 

To  hear  the  poor  man  wish  he 
had  never  been  nom!  To  hear  him 
pray  to  be  nothing  after  death! 
Good  God ! how  shocking ! 

By  his  incoherent  hints,  I am 
afraid  ’tis  very  bad  with  him.  No 

Eardon,  no  mercy,  he  repeats,  can 
e for  him. 

I hope  I shall  make  a proper  use 
of  this  lesson.  Laugh  at  me , if 
thou  wilt;  but  never,  nevermore, 
will  I take  the  liberties  I have 
taken;  but wheneverlam tempted, 
will  think  of  Belton’s  dying  ago- 
nies, and  what  my  own  may  be. 

Thursday,  three  in  the  morning. 
He  is  now  at  the  last  gasp  — 
rattles  in  the  throat  — has  a new 
convulsion  every  minute  almost! 
What  horror  is  he  in!  His  eyes 
look  like  breath- stained  glass! 
They  roll  ghastly  no  more;  are 
quite  set:  his  face  distorted,  and 
drawn  out,'  by  his  sinking  jaws, 
and  erected  staring  eye-brows, 
with  his  lengthened  furrowed  fore- 
head , to  double  its  usual  length, 
as  it  seems.  It  is  not,  it  cannot  be, 
the  face  of  Belton,  thy  Belton,  and 
my  Belton,  whom  we  have  beheld 
with  so  much  delight  over  the  so- 
cial bottle,  comparing  notes , that 
one  day  may  be  brought  against 
us,  and  make  us  groan,  as  they 
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very  lately  did  him — that  is  to  say  I wish,  indeed,  I heartily  wish, 

while  he  had  strength  to  groan;  we  could  have  seen  one  ray  of  com  - 
for  now  hisvoice  is  not  to  be  heard;  fort  darting  in  upon  his  benighted 
all  inward,  lost;  not  so  much  as  mind, before  he  departed.  But  all, 
speaking  by  his  eyes:  yet,  strange!  alas!  to  the  very  last  gasp,  was 
how  can  it  be?  the  bed  rocking  horror  and  confusion.  And  my 
under  him  like  a cradle?  only  fear  arises  from  this,  that, 

Four  o’clock,  till  within  the  four  last  days  of  his 
Alas!  he’s  gone!  That  groan , that  dread-  hfe,  he  could  not  be  brought  to 
ful  g roan,  think  he  should  die,  though  in  a 

was  the  last ^farcwei  of  the  parting  visible  decline  for  months;  and, 

The  struggling  soul  has  bid  a long  adieu  jn  that  presumption,  was  too  little 
To  its  late  mansion!  — fled!  ah!  whither  inclined  toset  about  a serious pre- 
fled?  paration  for  a journey,  which  he 

Now  is  all  indeed  over!  — Poor,  hoped  he  should  not  be  obliged  to 
poor  Belton!  By  this  time  thou  take;  and  when  he  began  to  ap- 
knowest  if  thy  crimes  were  above  prehend  that  he  could  not  put  it 
the  size  of  God’s  mercies!  Now  off,  his  impatience,  and  terror, 
are  every  one’s  cares  and  attend-  and  apprehension,  shewed  too 
ance  at  an  end!  Now  do  we,  thy  little  of  that  reliance  and  resigna- 
friends,  — poor  Belton! — know  tion,  which  afford  the  most  com- 
the  worst  ot  thee , as  to  this  life ! fortable  reflections  to  the  friends 
Thou  art  released  from  insuffer-  of  the  dying,  as  well  as  to  the 
able  tortures,  both  of  body  and  dying  lhem6<uves. 
mind ! May  those  tortures , and  But  we  must  leave  poor  Belton 
thy  repentance,  expiate  for  thy  to  that  mercy,  of  which  we  have 
offences,  and  mayest  thou  be  all  so  much  need;  and,  for  my 
happy  to  all  eternity ! own  part  (do  you,  Lovelace,  and 

We  are  told,  that  God  desireth  the  rest  of  the  fraternity,  as  ye 
not  the  death,  the  spiritual  death  will)  I am  resolved  I will  endeavour 
of  a sinner:  and ’tis  certain,  that  to  begin  to  repent  of  my  follies 
thou  didst  deeply  repent ! I hope,  while  my  health  is  sound,  my  in- 
tberefore,  as  thou  wert  not  cut  off  tellects  untouched , and  while  it  is 
in  the  midst  of  thy  sins,  by  the  in  my  power  to  make  some  atone- 
sword  of  injured  friendship,  which  ment,  as  near  to  restitution  or  re- 
more  than  once  thou  hadst  braved  paration  as  is  possible,  to  those  I 
{the  dreadfullest  of  all  deaths,  have  wronged  or  misled.  And  do 
next  to  suicide,  because  it  gives  ye  outwardly,  and  from  a point  of 
no  opportunity  for  repentance],  false  bravery , make  as  light  as  ye 
that  this  is  a merciful  earnest  that  will  of  my  resolution,  as  ye  are  none 
thy  penitence  is  accepted;  and  of  ye  of  the  class  of  abandoned 
that  thy  long  illness,  and  dreadful  and  stupid  sots,  who  endeavour  to  ' 
agonies,  in  the  last  stages  of  it,  disbelieve  the  future  existence  of 
were  thy  only  punishment.  which  ye  are  afraid,  I am  sure  you 
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will  justify  me  in  your  hearts,  if 
not  by  your  practices.;  and  one 
day  you  will  wish  you  had  joined 
with  me  in  the  same  resolution, 
and  will  confess  there  is  more  good 
sense  in  it,  than  now  perhaps  you 
will  own. 

Seven  o’clock,  Thursday  morning. 

You  are  very  earnest,  by  your 
last  letter  just  given  me,  to  hear 
again  from  me,  oefore  you  set  out 
for  Berks.  I will  therefore  close 
with  a few  words  upon  the  only 
subject  in  your  letter  which  I can 
at  present  touch  upon : and  this  is 
the  letter  of  which  you  give  me  a 
copy  from  the  lady. 

Want  of  rest,  and  the  sad  scene 
I have  before  my  eyes , have 
rendered  me  altogether  incapable 
of  accounting  for  the  contents  of 
it  in  any  shape.  You  are  in  ecsta- 
sies upon  it.  You  have  reason  to 
be  so  if  it  be  as  you  think.  Nor 
would  I rob  you  of  your  joy:  but 
I must  say  that  1 am  amazed 
at  it. 

Surely,  Lovelace,  this  surprising 
letter  cannot  be  a forgery  of  thy 
own,  in  order  to  carry  on  some 
view,  and  to  impose  upon  me. 
Yet  by  the  style  of  it,  it  cannot; 
though  thou  art  a perfect  Proteus, 
too. 

I will  not  however  add  another 
word , after  I have  desired  the  re- 
turn of  this , and  have  told  you, 
that  I am, 

Your  true  friend  and  well- 
wisher, 

J.  Bedford. 


LETTER  LXIY. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Eaq. 

Aug.  24,  Thursday  morn. 

I received  thy  letter  in  such 
good  time,  by  the  fellow’s  dis- 
patch , that  it  gives  me  an  oppor- 
tunity of  throwing  in  a few  para- 
graphs upon  it.  I read  a passage 
or  two  of  it  to  Mowbray ; and  we 
both  agree,  that  thou  art  an  ab- 
solute master  of  the  lamentable. 

Poor  Belton,  what  terrible  con- 
flicts were  thy  last  conflicts ! — I 
hope,  however,  that  he  is  happy : 
and  I have  the  more  hope,  because 
the  hardness  of  his  death  is  likely 
to  be  such  a warning  to  thee.  If  it 
have  the  effect  thou  declarest  it 
shall  have,  what  a world  of  mis- 
chief will  it  prevent!  How  much 
good  will  it  do ! How  many  poor 
wretches  will  rejoice  at  the  occa- 
sion (if  they  know  it),  however 
melancholy  in  itself,  which  shall 
bring  them  in  a compensation'  for 
injuries  they  had  been  forced  to 
sit  down  contented  with!  But, 
Jack,  though  thy  uncle’s  death 
has  made  thee  a rich  fellow,  art 
thou  sure , that  the  making  good 
of  such  a vow  will  not  totally 
bankrupt  thee? 

Thou  sayest  I may  ;laugh  at 
thee,  if  I will.  Not  I,  Jack:  I do 
not  take  it  to  be  a laughing  sub- 
ject: and  I am  heartily  concerned 
at  the  loss  we  all  have  in  poor 
Belton:  and  when  I get  a little 
settled,  and  have  leisure  to  con- 
template the  vanity  of  all  sublu- 
nary things  (a  subject  that  will 
now  and  then, in  my  gayest  hours, 
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obtrude  itself  upon  me) , it  is  very 
likely , that  I may  talk  seriously 
with  thee  upon  these  topics;  and, 
if  thou  hast  not  got  too  much  the 
start  of  me  in  the  repentance  thou 
art  entering  upon , will  go  hand  in 
hand  with  thee  in  it.  If  thou  hast, 
thou  wilt  let  me  just  keep  thee  in 
my  eye;  for  it  is  an  up-hill  work; 
and  I shall  see  thee,  at  setting 
out,  at  a great  distance;  but  as 
thou  art  a much  heavier  and 
clumsier  fellow  than  myself,  I 
hope  that,  without  much  puffing 
and  sweating,  only  keeping  on  a 
good  round  dog-trot,  I shall  be 
able  to  overtake  thee. 

Meantime,  take  back  thy  letter, 
as  thou  desirest.  1 would  not 
have  it  in  my  pocket  upon  any  ac- 
count at  present;  nor  read  it  once 
more. 

I am  going  down  without  seeing 
my  beloved.  I was  a hasty  fool 
to  write  her  a letter,  promising 
that  I would  not  come  near  her 
till  I saw  her  at  her  father’s.  For 
as  she  is  now  actually  at  Smith’s, 
and  1 so  near  her , one  short  visit 
could  have  done  no  harm. 

I sent  Will,  two  hours  ago,  with 
my  grateful  compliments,  and  to 
know  how  she  does. 

How  mustl  adore  this  charming 
creature ! For  I am  ready  to  think 
my  servant  a happier  fellow  than 
myself,  for  having  been  within  a 
pair  of  stairs  and  an  apartment  of 
JkMMT* 

Mowbray  and  I will  drop  a tear 
a-piece,  as  we  ride  along,  to  the 
memory  of  poor  Belton : — as  toe, 
ride  along , I say ; for  we  shall  have ! 
so  much  joy  when  we  arrive  at 


Lord  M.’s,  and  when  I communi- 
cate to  him  and  my  cousins  the 
dear  creature’s  letter,  that  we 
shall  forget  every  thing  grievous : 
since  now  their  family  hopes  in 
my  reformation  (the  point  which 
lies  so  near  their  hearts)  will  all 
revive ; it  being  an  article  of  their 
faith,  that  if  I marry , repentance 
and  mortification  will  follow  of 
course. 

Neither  Mowbray  nor  I shall 
accept  of  thy  verbal  invitation  to 
the  funeral.  We  like  not  these 
dismal  formalities.  And  as  to  the 
respect  that  is  supposed  to  be 
shewn  to  the  memory  of  a de- 
ceased friend  in  such  an  attend- 
ance, why  should  we  do  any  thing 
to  reflect  upon  those  who  have 
made  it  a fashion  to  leave  this 
parade  to  people  whom  they  hire 
for  that  purpose  ? 

Adieu , and  be  cheerful.  Thou 
canst  now  do  no  more  for  poor 
Belton , wert  thou  to  howl  for  him 
to  the  end  of  thy  life. 

LETTER  LXV. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Sat.  Aug.  26. 

On  Thursday  afternoon  I as- 
sisted at  the  opening  of  poor 
Belton’s  will , in  which  he  has  left 
me  his  sole  executor,  and  be- 
queathed me  a legacy  of  an  hun- 
dred guineas;  which  I shall  pre- 
sent to  his  unfortunate  sister,  to 
whom  he  has  not  been  so  kind  as  I 
I think  he  ought  to  have  been.  He 
■ has  also  left  twenty  pounds  a 
I piece  to  Mowbray,  Tourville,  thy- 
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self,  and  me,  for  a ring  to  be  worn 
in  remembrance  of  him. 

After  I bad  given  some  parti- 
cular orders  about  the  prepara- 
tions to  be  made  for  his  funeral,  1 
went  to  town ; but  having  made  it 
late  before  I got  in  on  Thursday 
night,  and  being  fatigued  for 
want  of  rest  several  nights  before, 
and  low  in  my  spirits,  7 I could  not 
help  it,  Lovelace!]  I contented 
myself  to  send  my  compliments  to 
the  innocent  sufferer,  to  inquire 
after  her  health. 

My  servant  saw  Mrs.  Smith, 
who  told  him,  she  was  very  glad  I 
was  come  to  town;  for  that  the 
lady  was  worse  than  she  had  been 
yet. 

It  is  impossible  to  account  for 
the  contents  of  her  letter  to  you; 
or  to  reconcile  those  contents  to 
the  facts  I have  to  communicate. 

I was  at  Smith’s  by  seven 
yesterday  (Friday)  morning;  and 
found  that  the  lady  was  just  gone 
in  a chair  to  St.  Dunstan’s  to 
prayers;  she  was  too  ill  to  get  out 
by  six  to  Covent-Garden  Church ; 
and  was  forced  to  be  supported  to 
her  chair  by  Mrs.  Lovick.  They 
would  have  persuaded  her  against 
going;  but  she  said  she  knew  not 
but  that  it  might  be  her  last  op- 
portunity. Mrs.  Lovick,  dreading 
that  she  would  be  taken  worse 
at  church , walked  thither  before 
her. 

Mrs.  Smith  told  me , she  was  so 
ill  on  Wednesday  night,  that  she 
had  desired  to  receive  the  sacra- 
ment; and  accordingly  it  was  ad- 
ministered to  her  by  the  parson  of 
the  parish:  whom  she  besought 


to  take  all  opportunities  of  assist- 
ing her  in  her  solemn  prepara- 
tion. 

This  the  gentleman  promised: 
and  called  in  the  morning  to  in- 
quire after  her  health;  and  was 
admitted  at  the  first  word.  He 
staid  with  her  about  half  an  hour; 
and  when  he  came  down,  with  his 
face  turned  aside , and  a faltering 
accent,  “Mrs.  Smith,”  said  he, 
“you  have  an  angel  in  your 
house.  — I will  attend  her  again 
in  the  evening,  as  she  desires, 
and  as  often  as  I think  it  will  be 
agreeable  to  her.” 

Her  increased  weakness  she  at- 
tributed to  the  fatigues  she  had 
undergone  by  your  means ; and  to 
a letter  she  had  received  from  her 
sister,  which  she  answered  the 
same  day. 

Mrs.  Smith  told  me,  that  two 
different  persons  had  called  there, 
one  on  Thursday  morning , one  in 
the  evening , to  inquire  after  her 
state  of  health ; and  seemed  as  if 
commissioned  from  her  relations 
for  that  purpose;  but  asked  not  to 
see  her,  only  were  very  inquisitive 
after  her  visitors,  (particularly,  it 
seems,  after  me:  what  could  they 
mean  by  that?)  after  her  way  of 
life,  and  expenses;  and  one  of 
them  inquired  after  her  manner  of 
supporting  them ; to  the  latter  of 
which,  Mrs.  Smith  said,  she  had 
answered,  as  the  truth  was,  that 
she  had  been  obliged  to  sell  some 
of  her  clothes,  and  was  actually 
about  parting  with  more;  at  which 
the  inquirist  (a  grave  old  farmer- 
looking man)  held  up  his  hands, 
and  said,  Good  God!  this  will  be 


CLARISSA  HARLOWE. 


153 


sad,  sad  news  to  somebody ! I be- 1 
lieve  I must  not  mention  it.  But 
Mrs.  Smith  says,  she  desired  he 
would , let  him  come  from  whom 
he  would.  He  shook  his  head, 
and  said,  If  she  died,  the  flower 
of  the  world  would  be  gone , and 
the  family  she  belonged  to,  would 
be  no  more  than  a common  fa- 
mily*. I was  pleased  with  the 
man’s  expression. 

You  may  be  curious  to  know 
how  she  passed  her  time,  when 
she  was  obliged  to  leave  her 
lodging  to  avoid  you. 

Mrs.  Smith  tells  me,  “that  she 
was  very  ill  when  she  went  out  on 
Monday  morning,  and  sighed  as  if 
her  heart  would  break  as  she 
came  down  stairs,  and  as  Bhe  went 
through  the  shop  into  the  coach, 
her  nurse  with  her,  as  you  had 
informed  me  before:  that  she 
ordered  the  coachman  (whom  she 
hired  for  the  day)  to  drive  any 
whither,  so  it  was  into  the  air:  he 
accordingly  drove  her  to  Hamp- 
stead, and  thence  to  Highgate. 
There  at  the  Bowling-green 
House  she  alighted,  extremely  ill, 
and  having  breakfasted,  ordered 
the  coachman  to  drive  very  slowly 
any  whither.  He  crept  along  to 
Muswell  Hill,  and  put  up  at  a 
public  house  there;  where  she 
employed  herself  two  hours  in 
writing,  though  exceedingly  weak 
and  low;  till  the  dinner  she  had 
ordered  was  brought  in:  she  en- 
deavoured to  eat,  but  could  not; 
her  appetite  was  gone,  quite 

* This  man  came  from  her  cousin 
Morden;  as  will  bo  seen  hereafter,  Letter 
xclv.  and  Letter  xcviil.  of  this  volume. 


I gone,  she  said.  And  then  she 
wrote  on  for  three  hours  more: 
after  which,  being  heavy,  she 
dozed  a little  in  an  elbow  chair. 
When  she  awoke,  she  ordered 
the  coachman  to  drive  her  very 
slowly  to  town , to  the  house  of  a 
friend  of  Mrs.  Lovick ; whom , as 
agreed  upon , she  met  there : but, 
being  extremely  ill,  she  would 
venture  home  at  a late  hour,  al- 
though she  heard  from  the  widow, 
that  you  had  been  there ; and  had 
reason  to  be  shocked  at  your  be- 
haviour. She  said,  she  found 
there  was  no  avoiding  you:  she 
was  apprehensive  she  should  not 
live  many  hours,  and  it  was  not 
impossible  but  the  shock  the  sight 
of  you  must  give  her,  would  de- 
termine her  fate  in  your  pre- 
sence. 

“She  accordingly  went  home. 
She  heard  the  relation  of  your 
astonishing  vagaries , with  hands 
and  eyes  often  lifted  up;  and 
with  these  words  intermingled, 
Shocking  creature!  Incorrigible 
wretch!  and,  Will  nothing  make 
him  serious?  And  not  being  able 
to  bear  the  thoughts  of  an  inter- 
view with  a man  so  hardened , she 
took  to  her  usual  chair  early  in 
the  morning,  and  was  carried  to 
the  Temple-stairs,  whither  she 
had  ordered  her  nurse  before  her, 
to  get  a pair  of  oars  in  readiness 
(for  her  fatigues  the  day  before 
made  her  unable  to  bear  a coach ;) 
and  then  she  was  rowed  to 
Chelsea,  where  she  breakfasted; 
and  after  rowing  about,  put  in 
at  the  Swan  at  Brentford- Aight, 
where  she  dined ; and  would  have 
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written,  but  had  no  conveniency  greater  than  her  fault:  but  re- 
either  of  tolerable  pens,  or  ink,  or  calling  herself  immediately,  she 
a private  room;  and  then  pro-  comforted  herself  that  her  life 
ceeding  to  Richmond,  they  rowed  would  be  short,  and  with  the  as- 
her  back  to  Mortlake ; where  she  surance  of  a better.” 
put  in , and  drank  tea  at  a house  By  what  I have  mentioned,  you 
her  waterman  recommended  to  will  conclude  with  me,  that  the 
her.  She  wrote  there  for  an  hour;  letter  brought  her  by  Mrs.  Loviek 
and  returned  to  the  Temple : and  (the  superscription  of  which  you 
when  she  landed,  made  one  of  the  saw  to  be  written  in  her  sister’s 
watermen  get  her  a chair,  and  so  hand)  could  not  be  the  letter  on 
was  carried  to  the  widow’s  friend,  the  contents  of  which  she  grounded 
as  the  night  before;  where  she  that  she  wrote  to  you, onherretum 
again  met  the  widow,  who  in-  home.  And  yet  neither  Mrs. 
formed  her,  that  you  had  been  Loviek,  nor  Mrs.  Smith,  nor  the 
after  her  twice  that  day.  servant  of  the  latter,  know  of  any 

“Mrs.  Loviek  gave  her  there  other  brought  her.  But  as  the 
her  sister’s  letter*;  and  she  was  women  assured  me,  that  she  actu- 
so  much  affected  with  the  con-  ally  did  write  to  you , I was  eased 
tents  of  it,  that  she  was  twice  of  a suspicion  which  I had  began 
very  nigh  fainting  away;  and  to  entertain,  that  you  (for  some 
wept  bitterly,  as  Mrs.  Loviek  purpose  I could  not  guess  at)  had 
told  Mrs.  Smith;  dropping  some  forged  the  letter  from  her  of  which 
warmer  expressions  than  ever  you  sent  me  a copy, 
they  had  heard  proceed  from  her  On  Wednesday  morning,  when 
lips , in  relation  to  her  friends ; she  received  your  letter  in  answer 
calling  them  cruel,  and  complain-  to  hers,  Bhe  said,  Necessity  may 
ing  of  ill  offices  done  her,  and  of  well  be  called  the  mother  of  in- 
vile  reports  raised  against  her.  vention  — but  calamity  is  the  test 
“ While  she  was  thus  disturbed,  of  integrity.  — I hope  I have  not 
Mrs.  Smith  came  to  her,  and  told  taken  an  inexcusable  step  — and 
her,  that  you  had  been  there  a there  she  stopt  a minute  or  two; 
third  time , and  was  just  gone , (at  and  then  said,  I shall  now,  perhaps, 
half  an  hour  after  nine)  having  left  be  allowed  to  die  in  peace, 
word  how  civil  and  respectful  you  1 staid  till  she  came  in.  She  was 
would  be;  but  that  you  was  deter-  glad  to  see  me:  but,  being  very 
mined  to  see  her  at  all  events.  weak , said,  she  must  sit  down  be- 
“ She  said , it  was  hard  she  fore  she  could  go  up  stairs : and 
could  not  be  permitted  to  die  in  went  into  the  back  shop : leaning 
peace:  that  her  lot  was  a severe  upon  Mrs.  Lovfck:  ana  when  she 
one:  that  she  began  to  be  afraid  had  sat  down,  “1  am  glad  to  see 
she  should  not  forbear  repining,  you,  Mr.  Belford,  said  6ne ; I must 
and  to  think  her  punishment  say  so  — let  mis-reporters  say 
* See  Letter  lxviil.  of  this  volume.  |what  they  will.” 
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I wondered  at  this  expression ; * 
bat  would  not  interrupt  her.” 

Oh!  sir,  said  she,  I have  been 
grievously  harassed.  Your  friend, 
who  would  not  let  me  live  with 
reputation,  will  not  permit  me  to 
die  in  peace.  You  see  how  I am. 
Is  there  not  a great  alteration  in 
me  within  this  week  ? But  ’tis  all 
for  the  better.  Yet  were  I to  wish 
for  life,  I must  say,  that  your  friend, 
your  barbarous  friend,  has  hurt  me 
greatly. 

She  was  so  very  weak,  so  short- 
breathed,  and  her  words  and 
actions  so  very  moving,  that  I was 
forced  to  walk  from  her:  the  two 
women  and  her  nurse  turning  away 
their  faces  also  weeping. 

I have  had,  madam,  said  I,  since 
I saw  you , a most  shocking  scene 
before  my  eyes,  for  days  together. 
My  poor  friend  Belton  is  no  more. 
He  quitted  the  world  yesterday 
morning  in  such  dreadful  agonies, 
that  the  impression  they  have  left 
upon  me,  have  so  weakened  my 
mind  — 

I was  loth  to  have  her  think, 
that  my  grief  was  owing  to  the 
weak  state  I saw  her  in,  for  fear  of 
dispiriting  her. 

That  is  only,  Mr.Belford,  inter- 
rupted she , in  order  to  strengthen 
it,  if  a proper  use  be  made  of  the 
impression.  But  I should  be  glad, 
since  you  are  so  humanely  affected 
with  tne  solemn  circumstance,  that 
you  could  have  written  an  account 
of  it  to  your  gay  friend,  in  the  style , 
and  manner  you  are  master  of.  J 
Who  knows,  as  it  would  have  come 

* Explained  in  Letter  lxx.  of  this 
volume. 


I from,  an  associate , and  of  an  asso- 
ciate, how  it  might  have  affected 
him? 

That  I had  done , I told  her,  in 
such  a manner  as  had , 1 believed, 
some  effect  upon  you. 

His  behaviour  in  this  honest 
family  so  lately,  said  she,  and  his 
cruel  pursuit  of  me,  give  but  little 
hope  that  any  thing  serious  or 
solemn  will  afiect  him. 

We  had  some  talk  about  Bel- 
ton’s dying  behaviour,  and  I gave 
her  several  particulars  of  the  poor 
man’s  impatience  and  despair;  to 
which  she  was  very  attentive ; and 
made  fine  observations  upon  the 
subject  of  procrastination. 

A letter  and  packet  were 
brought  her  by  a man  on  horse- 
back from  Miss  Howe,  while  we 
were  talking.  She  retired  up 
stairs  to  read  it ; and  while  I was 
in  discourse  with  Mrs.  Smith  and 
Mrs.  Lovick , the  doctor  and  apo- 
thecary both  came  in  together. 
They  confirmed  to  me  my  fears, 
as  to  the  dangerous  way  she  is  in. 
They  had  both  been  apprised  of 
the  new  instances  of  implacable- 
ness in  her  friends,  ana  of  your 

Eersecutions : and  the  doctor  said, 
e would  not  for  the  world  be 
either  the  unforgiving  father  of 
that  lady,  or  the  man  who  had 
brought  her  to  this  distress.  Her 
heart’s  broken:  she’ll  die,  said  he: 
there  is  no  saving  her.  I3ut  how, 
were  I either  the  one  or  the  other 
of  the  people  I have  named,  I 
should  support  myself  afterwards 
I cannot  tell. 

When  she  was  told  we  were  all 
three  together,  she  desired  us  to 


lie 


156 


THE  HISTORY  OP 


walk  op.  She  arose  to  receive 
us,  and  after  answering  two  or 
three  general  questions  relating  to 
her  health,  she  addressed  herself 
to  us,  to  the  following  effect : 

As  I may  not , said  she,  see  you 
three  gentlemen  together  again, 
let  me  take  this  opportunity  to 
acknowledge  my  obligations  to 
you  all.  I am  inexpressibly  obliged 
to  you,  sir,  and  to  you,  sir,  [court- 
seying  to  the  doctor  and  to  Mr. 
Goddard],  for  your  more  than 
friendly,  your  paternal  care  and 
concern  for  me.  Humanity  in 
your  profession,  I dare  say,  is  far 
from  being  a rare  qualification, 
because  you  are  gentlemen  fryyour 
profession:  but  so  much  kindness, 
so  much  humanity,  did  never 
desolate  creature  meet  with,  as  I 
have  met  with  from  you  both.  But., 
indeed,  1 have  always  observed, 
that  where  a person  relies  upon 
Providence  j it  never  fails  to  raise 
up  a new  friend  for  every  old  one 
that  falls  off. 

This  gentleman  [bowing  to  me] 
who,  some  people  think,  should 
have  been  one  of  the  last  I should 
have  thought  of  for  my  executor 
— is  nevertheless  (such  is  the 
strange  turn  that  things  have 
taken!)  the  only  one  I can  choose; 
and  therefore  I have  chosen  him 
for  that  charitable  office , and  he 
has  been  so  good  as  to  accept  of  it : 
for,  rich  as  I may  boast  myself  to 
be,  I am  rather  so  in  right,  than  in 
fact , at  this  present.  I repeat 
therefore  my  humble  thanks  to 
you  all  three,  and  beg  of  God  to 
return  to  you  and  yours  [looking 


to  each]  an  hundredfold,  the  kind- 
ness and  favour  you  have  shewn 
me;  and  that  it  may  be  in  the 
power  of  ^ou  and  of  yours,  to  the 
end  of  time,  to  confer  benefits, 
rather  than  to  be  obliged  to  receive 
them.  This  is  a godlike  power, 
gentlemen:  I once  rejoiced  in  it  in 
some  little  degree ; and  much  more 
in  the  prospect  I had  of  its  being 
enlarged  to  me;  though  I have 
had  the  mortification  to  experience 
the  reverse,  and  to  be  obliged 
almost  to  every  body  I have  seen 
or  met  with:  — but  all,  originally, 
through  my  own  fault;  so  1 ought 
to  bear  the  punishment  without 
repining:  and  I hope  I do.  — For- 
give these  impertinencics:  a grate- 
ful heart,  that  wants  the  power  it 
wishes  for,  to  express  itself  suit- 
ably to  its  own  impulses,  will  be 
at  a loss  what  properly  to  dictate 
to  the  tongue;  and  yet,  unable  to 
restrain  its  overflowings,  will  force 
the  tongue  to  say  weak  and  silly 
things,  rather  than  appear  un- 
ratefully  silent.  Once  more  then, 
thank  you  all  three  for  your  kind- 
ness to  me:  and  God  Almighty 
make  you  that  amends  which  at 
present  I cannot. 

She  retired  from  us  to  her  closet 
with  her  eyes  full;  and  left  us 
looking  upon  one  another. 

We  had  hardly  recovered  our- 
selves, when  she,  quite  easy,  cheer- 
ful, and  smiling,  returned  to  us. 
Doctor,  said  she,  (seeing  we  had 
been  moved)  you  will  excuse  me 
for  the  concern  I give  you;  and 
so  will  you,  Mr.  Goddard,  and  you, 
Mr.  Belford;  for  ’tis  a concern 
that  only  generous  natures  can 
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shew;  and  to  such  natures  sweet  is 
the  pain,  if  I may  so  say,  that 
attends  such  a concern.  But  as 
I have  some  few  preparations  still 
to  make,  and  would  not  (though 
in  case  of  Mr.  Belford’s  future 
cares,  which  is , and  ought  to  be, 
part  of  my  study)  undertake  more 
than  it  is  likely  I shall  have  time 
lent  me  to  perform,  I would  beg  of 
you  to  give  me  your  opinions  [you 
see  my  way  of  living;  and  you 
may  be  assured,  that  I will  do 
nothing  wilfully  to  shorten  my 
life]  how  long  it  may  possibly  be, 
before  I may  hope  to  be  released 
from  all  my  troubles. 

They  both  hesitated,  and  looked 
upon  each  other.  Don’t  be  afraid 
to  answer  me,  said  she,  each  sweet 
hand  pressing  upon  the  arm  of 
each  gentleman,  with  that  mingled 
freedom  and  reserve,  which  virgin 
modesty,  mixed  with  conscious 
dignity,  can  only  express,  and 
with  a look  serenely  earnest,  Tell 
me  how  long  you  think  I may  hold 
it!  And  believe  me,  gentlemen, 
the  shorter  you  tell  me  my  time  is 
likely  to  be,  the  more  comfort  you 
will  give  me. 

\V ith  what  pleasing  woe , said 
the  doctor,  do  you  fill  the  minds  of 
those  who  have  the  happiness  to 
converse  with  you,  ana  see  the 
happy  frame  you  are  in!  What 
you  have  undergone  within  a few 
days  past,  has  much  hurt  you:  and 
should  you  have  fresh  troubles  of 
those  kinds,  I could  not  be  an- 
swerable for  your  holding  it  — and 
there  he  paused. 

How  long,  doctor?  — I believe 
I shall  have  a little  more  ruffling 


— Iam  afraid  I shall  — but  there 
can  happen  only  one  thing  that  I 
shall  not  be  tolerably  easy  under 

— how  long  then,  sir?  — 

He  was  silent. 

A fortnight,  sir? 

He  was  still  silent. 

Ten  days?  — A week?  — How 
long,  sir?  with  smiling  earnest- 
ness. 

If  I must  speak,  madam , if  you 
have  not  better  treatment  than  you 
have  lately  met  with , I am  afraid 

— there  again  he  stopt. 

Afraid  of  what,  doctor?  Don’t 
be  afraid  — how  long,  sir? 

That  a fortnight  or  three  weeks 
may  deprive  the  world  of  the  finest 
flower  in  it. 

A fortnight  or  three  weeks  yet, 
doctor  ? — But,  God’s  will  be  done ! 
I shall,  however,  by  this  means, 
have  full  time,  if  I have  but 
strength  and  intellect,  to  do  all 
that  is  now  upon  my  mind  to  do. 
And  so , sirs , I can  but  once  more 
thank  you  [turning  to  each  of  us] 
for  all  your  goodness  to  me;  and, 
having  letters  to  write,  will  take 
up  no  more  of  your  time  — only, 
doctor,  be  pleased  to  order  me 
some  more  of  those  drops;  they 
cheer  me  a little , when  I am  low ; 
and  putting  a fee  into  his  unwilling 
hand  — you  know  the  terms , sir ! 

— Then,  turning  to  Mr.  Goddard, 
You’ll  be  so  good,  sir,  as  to  look 
in  upon  me  to-night  or  to-morrow, 
as  you  have  opportunity : and  you, 
Mr.  Belford,  I know,  will  be 
desirous  to  set  out  to  prepare  for 
the  last  office  for  your  late  friend : 
so  I wish  you  a good  journey,  and 
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hope  to  see  you  when  that  is  per- 
formed. 

She  then  retired,  with  a cheerful 
and  serene  air.  The  two  gen- 
tlemen went  away  together.  I went 
do  wn  to  the  women , and,  inquiring, 
found , that  Mrs.  Lovick  was  this 
day  to  bring  her  twenty  guineas 
more,  for  some  of  her  apparel. 

The  widow  told  me,  that  she  had 
taken  the  liberty  to  expostulate 
with  her,  upon  the  occasion  she 
had  for  raising  this  money,  to  such 

Sreat  disadvantage;  and  it  pro- 
uced  the  following  short  and 
affecting  conversation  between 
them. 

None  of  my  friends  will  wear 
any  thing  of  mine,  said  she.  I shall 
leave  a great  many  good  things 
behind  me.  — And  as  to  what  I 
want  the  money  for  — don’t  be 
surprised:  but  suppose  I want  it  to 
purchase  a house  V 
You  are  all  mystery,  madam.  I 
don’t  comprehend  you. 

Why  then,  Mrs.  Lovick,  I will 
explain  myself.  — I have  a man, 
not  a woman,  for  my  executor: 
and  think  you  that  1 will  leave  to 
his  care  any  thing  that  concerns 
my  own  person?  — Now,  Mrs. 
Lovick,  smiling,  do  you  compre- 
hend me? 

Mrs.  Lovick  wept. 

0 fie ! proceeded  thelady,  drying 
up  her  tears  with  her  own  hand- 
kerchief, and  giving  her  a kiss  — 
Why  this  kind  weakness  for  one, 
with  whom  you  have  been  so  little 
a while  acquainted?  Dear,  good 
Mrs.  Lovick,  don’t  be  concerned 
for  me  on  a prospect  with  which 
I have  occasion  to  be  pleased ; but 


go  to-morrow  to  your  friends, 
and  bring  me  the  money  they  have 
agreed  to  give  you. 

Thus,  Lovelace,  it  is  plain,  that 
she  means  to  bespeak  her  last 
house  1 Here’s  presence  of  mind ; 
here’s  tranquillity  of  heart,  on  the 
most  affecting  occasion!  — This 
is  magnanimity  indeed ! — Couldst 
thou,  or  could  I,  with  all  our 
boisterous  bravery,  and  offensive 
false  courage,  act  thus?  — Poor 
Belton,  how  unlike  was  thy  be- 
haviour ! 

Mrs.  Lovick  tells  me,  that  the 
lady  spoke  of  a letter  she  had 
received  from  her  favourite  divine 
Dr.  Lewin,  in  the  time  of  my  ab- 
sence; and  of  an  answer  she  had 
returned  to  it.  But  Mrs.  Lovick 
knows  not  the  contents  of  either. 

When  thou  receivest  the  letter 
I am  now  writing,  thou  wilt  see 
what  will  soon  be  the  end  of  all 
thy  injuries  to  this  divine  lady.  I 
say,  when  thou  receivest  it;  for  1 will 
delay  it  for  some  little  time,  lest 
thou  shouldest  take  into  thy  head 
(under  pretence  of  resenting  the 
disappointment  her  letter  must 
give  thee)  to  molest  her  again. 

This  letter  having  detained  me 
by  its  length,  I shall  not  now  set 
out  for  Epsom  till  to-morrow. 

I should  have  mentioned,  that 
the  lady  explained  to  me  what  the 
one  thing  was,  that  she  was  afraid 
might  happen  to  ruffle  her.  It  was 
the  apprehension  of  what  may 
result  from  a visit  which  Col. 
Morden,  as  she  is  informed,  de- 
signs to  make  you. 
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LETTER  LXVI. 

The  Rev.  Dr.  Lewen  to  Miss  Cl.  Harlowe. 

Friday,  Aug.  18. 

Presuming,  dearest  and  ever-re- 
spectable  young  lady,  upon  your 
former  favour,  and  upon  your  opi- 
nion ofmyjudgmentand  sincerity, 
I cannot  help  addressing  you  by 
a few  lines,  on  your  present  un- 
happy situation. 

I will  not  look  back  upon  the 
measures  into  which  you  have 
either  been  led  or  driven : but  will 
only  say  as  to  those,  that  I think 
you  are  the  least  to  blame  of  any 
young  lady  that  was  ever  reduced 
from  happy  to  unhappy  circum- 
stances- and  I havenotbeen want- 
ing to  say  as  much,  where  I hoped 
my  freedom  would  have  been 
better  received  than  1 have  had 
the  mortification  to  find  it  to  be. 

What  I principally  write  for 
now,  is,  to  put  you  upon  .doing  a 
piece  of  justice  to  yourself,  and  to 
your  sex,  in  the  prosecuting  for  bis 
life  (I  am  assured  his  life  is  m your 
power)  the  most  profligate  and  ab- 
andoned of  inen,  as  he  must  be,  who 
could  act  so  basely  as  I understand 
Mr.  Lovelace  has  acted  by  you. 

I am  very  ill;  and  am  now  forced 
to  write  upon  my  pillow;  my 
thoughts  confused ; and  incapable 
of  method : I shall  not  therefore 
aim  at  method.  But  to  give  you 
in  general  my  opinion.  — And  that 
is,  that  your  religion,  your  duty 
to  your  family,  the  duty  you  owe 
to  your  honour,  and  even  charity 
to  your  sex,  oblige  you  to  give 
public  evidence  against  this  very 
wicked  man. 


And  let  me  add  another  con- 
sideration: the  prevention,  by  this 
means,  of  the  mischiefs  that  may 
otherwise  happen  between  your 
brother  and  Mr.  Lovelace , or  be- 
tween the  latter  and  your  cousin 
Morden,  who  is  now,  I hear,  ar- 
rived, and  resolves  to  have  justice 
done  you. 

A consideration  which  ought  to 
affect  your  conscience  [forgiveme, 
dearest  young  lady,  1 think  I am 
now  in  the  way  of  my  duty] ; and 
to  be  of  more  concern  to  you,  than 
that  hard  pressure  upon  your 
modesty  which  I know  the  ap- 
pearance against  him  in  an  open 
court  must  be  of  to  such  a lady  as 
you ; and  which,  I conceive,  will 
be  your  great  difficulty.  But  I 
know,  madam,  that  you  have 
dignity  enough  to  become  the 
blushes  of  the  most  naked  truth, 
when  necessity,  justice,  and  ho- 
nour, exact  it  from  you.  Rakes 
and  ravishers  would  meet  with 
encouragement  indeed , and  most 
from  those  who  had  the  greatest 
abhorrence  of  their  actions,  if 
violated  modesty  were  never  to 
complain  of  the  injury  it  received 
from  the  villainous  atternpters  of  it. 

In  a word,  the  reparation  of  your 
family  dishonour  now  rests  in  your 
own  bosom:  and  which  only  one 
of  these  two  alternatives  can  re- 
pair; to  wit,  either  to  marry  the 
offender,  or  to  prosecute  him  at 
law.  Bitter  expedients  for  a soul 
so  delicate  as  yours ! 

He  and  all  his  friends,  I under- 
stand , solicit  you  to  the  first:  and 
it  is  certainly,  now,  all  the  amends 
within  his  power  to  make.  But  I 
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am  assured,  that  you  have  rejected 
their  solicitations,  and  his,  with  the 
indignation  and  contempt  that  his 
vile  actions  have  deserved:  but 
yet,  that  you  refuse  not  to  extend 
to  him  the  Christian  forgiveness  he 
has  so  little  reason  to  expect,  pro- 
vided he  will  not  disturb  you 
further. 

But,  madam,  the  prosecution  I 
advise,  will  not  let  your  present 
and  future  exemption  from  fresh 
disturbance  from  so  vile  a molester 
depend  upon  his  courtesy:  I should 
think  so  noble  and  so  rightly- 
guided  a spirit  as  yours,  would 
not  permit  that  it  should,  if  ‘you 
could  help  it. 

And  can  indignities  of  any  kind 
be  properly  pardoned  till  we  have 
it  in  our  power  to  punish  them ? 
To  pretend  to  pardon,  while  we 
are  labouring  under  the  pain  or 
dishonour  of  them,  will  bethought 
by  some  to  be  but  the  vaunted 
mercy  of  a pusillanimous  heart, 
trembling  to  resent  them.  The 
remedy  1 propose  is  a severe  one ; 
but  what  pain  can  be  more  severe 
than  the  injury?  or  how  will  in- 
juries be  believed  to  grieve  us, 
that  are  never  honourably  com- 
plained of? 

I am  sure  Mbs  Clarissa  Harlowe, 
however  injured  and  oppressed, 
remains  unshaken  in  her  sen- 
timents of  honour  and  virtue : and 
although  she  would  sooner  die 
than  deserve  that  her  modesty 
should  be  drawn  into  question; 
yet  she  will  think  no  truth  im- 
modest that  is  to  be  uttered  in  the 
vindicated  cause  of  innocence  and 
chastity.  Little,  very  little  dif- 


ference is  there , my  dear  young 
lady,  between  a suppressed  evi- 
dence, and  false  one. 

It  is  a terrible  circumstance,  I 
once  more  own,  for  a young  lady 
of  your  delicacy,  to  be  under  the 
obligation  of  telling  so  shocking 
a story  in  public  court:  but  it  is 
still  a worse  imputation,  that  she 
should  pass  over  so  mortal  an  in- 
jury unresented. 

Conscience,  honour,  justice,  are 
on  your  side : and  modesty  would, 
by  some,  bethought  but  an  empty 
name,  should  you  refuse  to  obey 
their  dictates. 

I have  been  consulted,  I own, 
on  this  subject.  I have  given  it 
as  my  opinion,  that  you  ought  to 
prosecute  the  abandoned  man  — 
but  without  my  reasons.  These  I 
reserved,  with  a resolution  to  lay 
them  before  you  unknown  to  any 
body,  that  the  result,  if  what  I 
wish,  may  be  your  own. 

I will  only  add,  that  the  mis- 
fortunes which  have  befallen  you, 
had  they  been  the  lot  of  a child  of 
my  own,  could  not  have  affected 
me  more  than  yours  have  done. 
My  own  child  I love:  but  I both 
love  and  honour  you:  since  to  love 
you,  is  to  love  virtue,  good  sense, 
prudence,  and  every  thing  that  is 
good  and  noble  in  woman. 

Wounded  as  I think  all  these 
are  by  the  injuries  you  have  re- 
ceived, you  will  believe  that  the 
knowledge  of  your  distresses  must 
have  afflicted,  beyond  what  1 am 
able  to  express, 

Your  sincere  admirer,  and 
humble  servant, 

Abthub  Lb  wen. 
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I just  now  understand,  that  your 
sister  will,  by  proper,  authority, 
propose  this  prosecution  to  you. 
I humbly  presume,  that  the 
reason  why  you  resolved  not 
upon  this  step  fromthe  first,  was, 
that  you  did  not  know,  that  it 
would  have  the  countenance  and 
support  of  your  relations. 

LETTER  LXYEL 

Miss  Cl.  Harlowe  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Lewen. 

rev.  Aim  dear  sir,  Sat.  Aug.  19. 

I thought,  till  I received  your 
affectionate  and  welcome  letter, 
that  I had  neither  father,  uncle, 
brother  left;  nor  hardly  a friend 
among  my  former  favourers  of 
your  sex.  Yet  knowing  you  so 
well , and  having  no  reason  to  up- 
braid myself  with  a faulty  will , I 
was  to  blame  (even  although  I had 
doubted  the  continuance  of  your 
good  opinion)  to  decline  the  trial, 
whether  I had  forfeited  it  or  not; 
and  if  I had,  whether  I could  not 
honourably  reinstate  myself  in  it. 

But,  sir,  it  was  owing  to  different 
causes  that  I did  not;  partly  to 
shame , to  think  how  high,  in  my 
happier  days,  I stood  in  your 
esteem,  and  how  much  I must  be 
sunk  in  it,  since  those  so  much 
nearer  in  relation  to  me  gave  me 
up ; partly  to  deep  distress , which 
makes  the  humbled  heart  diffident; 
and  made  mine  afraid  to  claim  the 
kindred  mind  in  yours,  which 
would  have  supplied  to  me,  in 
some  measure,  all  the  dear  and 
lost  relations  I have  named. 

Then,  so  loth,  as  I sometimes 
was,  to  be  thought  to  want  to 
Clarissa.  IV. 


make  a party  against  those  whom 
both  duty  and  inclination  bid  me 
reverence : so  long  trailed  on  be- 
tween h ope  and  doubt : so  little  my 
own  mistress  at  onetime ; so  fearful 
of  making  or  causing  mischief , at 
another ; and  not  being  encouraged 
to  hope,  by  your  kind  notice , that 
my  application  to  you  would  be 
acceptable: — apprehending,  that 
my  relations  had  engaged  your 
silence  at  least*  — 

These  — but  why  these  un- 
availing retrospections  now? — I 
was  to  be  unhappy  — in  order  to 
be  happy , that  is  my  hope  1 — Re- 
signing therefore  to  that  hope,  I 
will,  without  any  further  preamble, 
write  a few  lines  (if  writing  to  you , 
I can  write  but  a few)  in  answer  to 
the  subject  of  your  kind  letter. 

Permit  me,  then , to  say,  that  I 
believe  your  arguments  would 
have  been  unanswerable  in  almost 
every  other  case  of  this  nature,  but 
in  that  of  the  unhappy  Clarissa 
Harlowe. 

It  is  certain  that  creatures , who 
cannot  stand  the  shock  of  public 
shame , should  be  doubly  careful 
how  they  expose  themselves  to  the 
danger  of  incurring  private  guilt, 
which  may  possibly  bring  them  to 
it.  But  as  to  myself,  suppose  there 
were  no  objections  from  the  de- 
clining way  I am  in  as  to  my 
health;  and  supposing  I could 
have  prevailed  upon  myself  to  ap- 

* The  stiff  visit  this  good  divine  was 
prevailed  upon  to  niako  her,  as  men- 
tioned Vol.  I.  p.  326,  (of  which,  however, 
she  was  too  generous  to  remind  him) 
might  warrant  the  lady  to  think , that  he 
had  rather  Inclined  to  their  party , as  to 
the  parental  side,  than  to  hers. 
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pear  against  this  man;  were  there 
not  room  to  apprehend , that  the 
end  so  much  wished  for  by  my 
friends  (to  wit,  his  condign  punish- 
ment) would  not  have  been  ob- 
tained , when  it  came  to  be  seen, 
that  I had  consented  to  give  him  a 
clandestine  meeting ; and , in  con- 
sequence of  that,  had  been  weakly 
tricked  out  of  myself;  and  further 
still,  had  not  been  able  to  avoid 
living  under  one  roof  with  him  for 
several  weeks;  which  1 did  (not 
only  without  complaint,  but)  with- 
out cause  of  complaint. 

Little  advantage  in  a court  (per- 
haps, bandied  about,  and  jested 
profligately  with)  would  some  of 
those  pleas  in  my  favour  have 
been , which  out  of  court , and  to  a 
private  and  serious  audience,  would 
have  carried  the  greatest  weight 
against  him  — such , particularly, 
as  the  infamous  methods  to  which 
he  had  recourse.  — 

It  would,  no  doubt,  have  been  a 
ready  retort  from  every  mouth, 
that  I ought  not  to  have  thrown 
myself  into  the  power  of  such  a 
man , and  that  I ought  to  take  for 
my  pains  what  had  befallen  me. 

But  had  the  prosecution  been 
carried  on  to  effect , and  had  he 
even  been  sentenced  to  death , can  it 
be  supposed,  that  his  family  would 
not  have  had  interest  enough  to 
obtain  his  pardon,  for  a crime 
thought  too  lightly  of,  though  one 
of  the  greatest  that  can  be  com- 
mitted against  a creature  valuing 
her  honour  above  her  life? — 
While  I had  been  censured  as  pur- 
suing, with  sanguinary  views,  a 


man  who  offered  me  early  all  the 
reparation  in  his  power  to  make? 

And  had  he  been  pardoned , 
would  he  not  then  have  been  at 
liberty  to  do  as  much  mischief  as 
ever? 

I dare  say,  sir.  such  is  the  as- 
surance of  the  man  upon  whom 
my  unhappy  destiny  threw  me; 
and  such  his  inveteracy  to  my 
family  (which  would  then  have 
appeared  to  be  justified  by  their 
known  inveteracy  to  him,  and  by 
their  earnest  endeavours  to  take 
away  his  life),  that  he  would  not 
have  been  sorry  to  have  had  an 
opportunity  to  confront  me,  and 
my  father,  uncles,  and  brother , at 
the  bar  of  a court  of  justice,  on 
such  an  occasion.  In  which  case, 
would  not  (on  his  acquittal  or 
pardon)  resentments  have  been 
reciprocally  heightened  ? And 
then,  would  my  brother,  or  my 
cousin  Morden,  have  been  more 
secure  than  now? 

How  do  these  considerations 
aggravate  my  fault ! My  motives, 
at  first,  were  not  indeed  blame- 
able:  but  I had  forgotten  the  ex- 
cellent caution,  which  yeti  was 
not  ignorant  of,  that  we  ought  not 
to  do  evil  that  good  may  come  of  it. 

In  full  conviction  of  the  purity 
of  my  heart,  and  of  the  firmness  of 
my  principles,  [why  may  I not, 
thus  called  upon , say  what  I am 
conscious  of,  and  yet  without  the 
imputation  of  faulty  pride ; since 
all  is  but  a duty , and  I should  be 
utterly  inexcusable,  could  I not 
justly  say  what  I do?  — In  this 
full  conviction]  he  has  offered  me 
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marriage.  He  has  avowed  his 
penitence:  a sincere  penitence  I 
have  reason  to  think  it,  though 
perhaps  not  a Christian  one.  And 
his  noble  relations,  (kinder  to 
the  poor  sufferer  than  her  own) 
on  the  same  conviction,  and  his 
own  not  ungenerous  acknowledg- 
ments, have  joined  to  intercede 
with  me  to  forgive  and  accept  of 
him.  Although  1 cannot  comply 
with  the  latter  part  of  their  inter- 
cession, have  not  you,  sir,  from 
the  best  rules,  and  from  the  divinest 
example , taught  me  to  forgive  in- 
juries? 

The  injury  I have  received  from 
him  is  indeed  of  the  highest  nature, 
and  it  was  attended  with  circum- 
stances of  unmanly  baseness  and 
premeditation;  yet,  I bless  God, 
it  has  not  tainted  my  mind ; it  has 
not  hurt  my  morals.  No  thanks 
indeed  to  the  wicked  man  that  it 
has  not.  No  vile  courses  have 
followed  it.  My  will  is  unviolated 
The  evil  (respecting  myself  and 
not  my  friends)  is  merely  personal. 
No  credulity,  no  weakness,  no 
want  of  vigilance,  have  1 to  re- 
proach myself  with.  I have, 
through  grace,  triumphed  over 
the  deepest  machinations.  I have 
escaped  from  him.  I have  re- 
nounced him.  The  man  whom 
once  I could  have  loved,  I have 
been  enabled  to  despise:  and  shall 
not  charity  complete  my  triumph? 
And  shall  I not  enjoy  it?  — And 
where  would  be  my  triumph , if  he 
deserved  my  forgiveness?  — Poor 
man!  he  has  had  a loss  in  losing 
me!  I have  the  pride  to  think  so, 
because  I think  I know  my  own 


heart.  I have  had  none  in  losing 
him! 

But  I have  another  plea,  to  make, 
which  alone  would  have  been 
enough  (as  I presume)  to  answer 
the  contents  of  your  very  kind 
and  friendly  letter. 

I know , my  dear  and  reverend 
friend , the  spiritual  guide  and  di- 
rector of  my  happier  days!  Iknow, 
that  you  will  allow  of  my  en- 
deavour to  bring  myself  to  this  cha- 
ritable disposition,  when  I tell  you 
how  near  I think  myself  to  that 
great  and  awful  moment  in  which, 
and  even  in  the  ardent  prepara- 
tion to  which,  every  sense  of  in- 
dignity or  injury  that  concerns 
not  the  immortal  soul,  ought  to  be 
absorbed  in  higher  and  more  im- 
portant contemplations. 

Thus  much  for  myself 

And  for  the  satisfaction  of  ray 
friends  and  favourers , Miss  Howe 
is  solicitous  to  have  all  those  let- 
ters and  materials  preserved, 
j which  will  set  my  whole  story  in  a 
true  light.  The  good  Dr.  Lewen 
is  one  of  the  principal  of  those 
friends  and  favourers. 

The  warning  that  may  be  given 
from  those  papers  to  all  such 
young  creatures  as  may  have 
known  or  heard  of  me,  may  be  of 
more  efficacy  to  the  end  wished 
j for,  as  I humbly  presume  to  think, 

I than  my  appearance  could  have 
i been  in  a court  of  justice , pur- 
1 suing  a doubtful  event,  under  the 
disadvantages  I have  mentioned. 
And  if,  my  dear  and  good  sir,  you 
are  now,  on  considering  every 
I thing,  of  rtfs  opinion,  and  I could 
know  it , 1 should  consider  it  as  a 
11* 
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particular  felicity ; being  as  solici- 
tous as  ever  to  be  justified  in  what 
I may  in  your  eyes. 

I am  sorry , sir,  that  your  indis- 
position has  reduced  you  to  the 
necessity  of  writing  upon  your 
pillow.  But  how  much  am  I ob- 
liged to  that  kind  and  generous 
concern  for  me,  which  has  impelled 
you,  as  I may  say,  to  write  a letter, 
containing  so  many  paternal  lines, 
with  such  inconvenience  to  your- 
self. 

May  the  Almighty  bless  you, 
dear  and  reverena  sir , for  all  your 
goodness  to  me  of  long  time  past, 
as  well  as  for  that  which  engages 
my  present  gratitude!  Continue 
to  esteem  me  to  the  last , as  I do 
and  will  venerate  you ; and  let  me 
bespeak  your  prayers,  the  con- 
tinuance, I should  say;,  of  your 
prayers,  for  I doubt  not,  .that  I 
have  always  had  them.  And  to 
them,  perhaps,  has  in  part  been 
owing  (as  well  as  to  your  pious 
precepts  instilled  through  my 
earlier  youth)  that  I have  been 
able  to  make  the  stand  I have 
made;  although  every  thing  that 
you  prayed  for  has  not  been 
granted  to  me  by  that  Divine 
Wisdom,  which  knows  what  is  best 
for  its  poor  creatures. 

My  prayers  for  you  are , that  it 
will  please  God  to  restore  you  to 
your  affectionate  flock ; and  after 
as  many  years  of  life  as  shall  be 
for  his  service,  and  to  your  own 
comfort,  give  us  a happy  meeting 
in  those  regions  of  blessedness, 
which  you  have  taught  me,  as 
well  by  example  as  by  precept,  to 
aspire  to ! Clarissa  Harlowe. 


LETTER  LXVin. 

Miss  Arab.  Harlowe  to  Miss  Cl.  Harlowe. 

[In  answer  to  hers  to  her  uncle  Antony, 
of  Aug.  13.*) 

sister  clary,  Monday,  Aug.  21. 

I find,  by  your  letters  to  my 
uncles,  that  they,  as  well  as  I,  are 
in  great  disgrace  with  you  for 
writing  our  minds  to  you. 

We  can’t  help  it,  sister  Clary. 

You  don’t  think  it  worth  your 
while,  I find,  a second  time  to 
press  for  the  blessing  you  pretend 
to  be  so  earnest  about.  You  think, 
no  doubt,  that  you  have  done  your 
duty  in  asking  for  it:  so  you’ll  sit 
down  satisfied  with  that,  I sup- 
pose, and  leave  it  to  your  wounded 
parents  to  repent  hereafter  that 
they  have  not  don e theirs,  in  giving 
it  you,  at  the  first  word:  and  in 
making  such  inquiries  about  you, 
as  you  think  ought  to  have  been 
made.  Fine  encouragement  to 
inquire  after  a run-away  daugh- 
ter! living  with  her  fellow,  as  long 
as  he  would  live  with  her!  You 
repent  also  (with  your  full  mind, 
as  you  modestly  call  it)  that  you 
wrote  to  me. 

So  we  are  not  likely  to  be  ap- 
plied to  any  more , I find , in  this 
way. 

Well  then,  since  this  is  the  case, 
sister  Clary,  let  me , with  all  humi- 
lity, address  myself  with  a propo- 
sal or  two  to  you;  to  which  you 
will  be  graciously  pleased  to  give 
an  answer. 

Now  you  must  know  that  we 
have  had  hints  given  us , from  se- 
veral quarters,  that  you  have  been 

* See  Letter  xlvi. 
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used  in  such  a manner  by  the  vil- 
lain you  ran  away  with , that  his 
life  would  be  answerable  for  his 
crime,  if  it  were  fairly  to  be  proved. 
And  by  your  own  hints,  something 
like  it  appears  to  us. 

If,  Clary,  there  be  any  thing 
but  jingle  and  affected  period  in 
what  proceeds  from  your  fullmind, 
and  your  dutiful  consciousness ; and 
if  there  be  truth  in  what  Mrs. 
Norton  and  Mrs.  Howe  have  ac- 
quainted us  with,  yon  may  yet 
justify  your  character  to  us,  and 
to  the  world,  in  every  thing  but 
your  scandalous  elopement;  and 
the  law  may  reach  the  villain: 
and  could  we  but  bring  him  to  the 
gallows,  what  a meritorious  re- 
venge would  that  be  to  our  whole 
injured  family,  and  to  the  inno- 
cents he  has  deluded,  as  well  as 
the  saving  from  ruin  many  others ! 

Let  me,  therefore,  know  (if  you 
please ) whether  you  are  willing  to 
appear  to  do  yourself,  and  us,  and 
your  scar,  this  justice?  If  not,  sister 
Clary,  we  shall  know  what  to  think 
of  you;  for  neither  you  nor  we  can 
suffer  more  than  we  have  done 
from  the  scandal  of  your  fall : and 
if  you  will,  Mr.  Ackland  and  Coun- 
sellor Derbam  will  both  attend 
you  to  make  proper  inquiries , and 
to  take  minutes  of  your  story  to 
found  a process  upon,  if  it  will 
bear  one,  with  as  great  a probabi- 
lity of  success  as  we  are  told  it 
may  be  prosecuted  with. 

But  by  what  Mrs.  Howe  inti- 
mates, this  is  not  likely  to  be 
complied  with ; for  it  is  what  she 
hinted  to  you,  it  seems,  by  her 
lively  daughter , but  without 


effect*;  and  then,  again, possibly, 
you  may  not  at  present  behave  so 
prudently  in  some  certain  points, 
as  to  entitle  yourself  to  public 
justice;  which,  if  true,  the  Lord 
have  mercy  upon  you. 

One  word  only  more  as  to  the 
above  proposal : — your  admirer, 
Dr.  Lewen,  is  clear  in  his  opinion 
that  you  should  prosecute  the  vil- 
lain. 

But  if  you  will  not  agree  to  this, 
I have  another  proposal  to  make 
to  you , and  that  in  the  name  of 
every  one  in  the  family ; which  is, 
that  you  will  think  of  going  to 
Pensylvania  to  reside  there  for 
some  few  years  till  all  is  blown 
over:  and,  if  it  please  God  to 
spare  you,  and  your  unhappy 
parents , till  they  can  be  satisfied 
that  you  behave  like  a true  and 
uniform  penitent;  at  least  till  you 
areone-and-twenty;  you  may  then 
come  back  to  your  own  estate , or 
have  the  produceof  it  sent  thither, 
as  you  shall  choose.  A period 
which  my  father  fixes,  because  it 
is  the  custom;  and  because  he 
thinks  your  grandfather  should 
have  fixed  it;  and  because,  let 
me  add,  you  have  fully  proved, 
by  your  fine  conduct,  that  you 
were  not  at  years  of  discretion  at 
eighteen.  Poor  doting,  though 
good  old  man!  — Your  grand- 
father, he  thought  — but  1 would 
not  be  too  severe. 

Mr.  Hartley  has  a widow  sister 
at  Pensylvania,  with  whom  he 
will  undertake  you  may  board, 
and  who  is  a sober,  sensible,  well- 
read  woman.  And  if  you  were 
* See  Letter  xcii.  of  Vol.  III. 
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once  well  there , it  would  rid  your 
father  and  mother  of  a world  of 
cares , and  fears , and  scandal ; 
and  I think  is  whatyou  should  wish 
for  of  all  things. 

Mr.  Hartley  will  engage  for  all 
accommodations  in  your  passage 
suitable  to  your  rank  and  fortune; 
and  he  has  a concern  in  a ship, 
which  will  sail  in  a month;  and 
you  may  take  your  secret-keeping 
Hannah  with  you,  or  whom  you 
will  of  your  newer  acquaintance. 
’Tis  presumed  that  your  compa- 
nions will  be  of  your  own  sex. 

These  are  what  I had  to  com- 
municate to  you;  and  if  you’ll 
oblige  me  with  an  answer  (which 
the  hand  that  conveys  this  will  call  I 
for  on  Wednesday  morning)  it  will 
be  very  condescending. 

Ababella  Hablowe. 

LETTER  LXIX. 

Miss  Cl.  Harlowe  to  Miss  Arab.  Harlowe.  | 
Tuesday,  Aug.  22. 

White  to  me,  my  hard-hearted 
sister,  in  what  manner  you  please,  j 
I shall  always  be  thankful  to  you 
for  your  notice.  But  (think  what 
you  will  of  me)  I cannot  see  Mr.  i 
Ackland  and  the  counsellor  on 
such  a business  as  you  mention. 

The  Lord  have  mercy  upon  me  in- 
deed! For  none  else  will. 

Surely  I am  believed  to  be  a 
creature  past  all  shame,  or  it 
could  not  be  thought  of  sending 
two  gentlemen  to  me  on  such  an 
errand. 

Had  my  mother  required  of  me 
(or  would  modesty  have  permitted 
you  to  inquire  into)  the  particulars 


of  my  sad  story,  or  had  Mrs.  Nor- 
ton been  directed  to  receive  them 
from  me,  methinks  it  had  been 
more  fit:  and  I presume  to  think, 
that  it  would  have  been  more  in 
every  one’s  character  too,  had 
they  been  required  of  me  before 
such  heavy  judgment  had  been 
passed  upon  me,  as  has  been 
passed. 

I know  that  this  is  Dr.  Lewen’s 
opinion.  He  has  been  so  good  as 
to  enforce  it  in  a kind  letter  to  me. 
I have  answered  his  letter;  and 
given  such  reasons  as  I hope  will 
satisfy  him.  1 could  wish  it  were 
thought  worth  while  to  request  of 
him  a sight  of  my  answer*. 

To  your  other  proposal,  of 
going  to  Pensylvania ; this  is  my 
answer — If  nothing  happen  with- 
in a month  which  may  full  as 
effectually  rid  my  parents  and 
friends  of  that  world  of  cares , and 
fears,  and  scandals,  which  you 
mention , and  if  I am  then  able  to 
be  carried  on  board  a ship , I will 
cheerfully  obey  my  father  and 
mother,  although  I were  sure  to 
die  in  the  passage.  And,  if  I may 
be  forgiven  for  saying  so  (for  in- 
deed it  proceeds  not  from  a spirit 
of  reprisal)  you  shall  set  over  me, 
instead  of  my  poor  obliging,  but 
really  unculpable  Hannah,  your 
Betty  Barnes;  to  whom  I will  be 
answerable  for  all  my  conduct. 

* Iler  letter,  containing  the  reasons 
she  refers  to,  was  not  asked  for ; and  Dr. 
Lewen's  death , which  fell  out  soon  after 
he  had  received  it,  was  the  reason  that  it 
was  not  communicated  to  the  family , till 
it  was  too  late  to  do  the  service  that 
might  have  been  hoped  for  from  it. 
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Audi  will  make  it  worth  her  while 
to  accompany  me. 

I am  equally  surprised  and  con- 
cerned at  the  hints  which  both  you 
and  my  uncle  Antony  give  of  new 
points  of  misbehaviour  in  me!  — 
What  can  be  meant  by  them? 

I will  not  tell  you,  Miss  Har- 
lowe,  how  much  I am  afflicted  at 
your  severity,  and  how  much  1 
suffer  by  it,  and  by  your  hard- 
hearted levity  of  style,  because 
what  I shall  say  may  be  construed 
into  jingle  and  period  and  because 
I know  it  is  intended , very  possibly 
for  fend  ends,  to  mortify  me.  All 
I will  therefore  say,  is,  that  it 
does  not  lose  its  end,  if  that 
be  it. 

But,  nevertheless,  (divesting 
myself  as  much  as  possible  of  all 
resentment)  I will  only  pray,  that 
Heaven  will  give  you,  for  your 
own  sake,  a lunder  heart  than  at 
present  you  seem  to  have ; since  a 
kind  heart , I am  convinced , is  a 
greater  blessing  to  its  possessor, 
than  it  can  be  to  any  other  person. 
Under  this  conviction,  I subscribe 
myself,  my  dear  Bella, 

Your  ever-affectionate  sister, 
Cl.  Harlowe. 

LETTER  LXX. 

Mrs.  Norton  to  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe. 
In  answer  to  hers  of  Thursday,  Aug.  17.* 
Tuesday,  Aug.  2$. 

MT  DEAREST  YOTJKG  LADY, 

The  letters  you  sent  me,  I now 
return  by  the  hand  that  brings  you 
this. 

It  is  impossible  for  me  to  ex- 
• See  Letter  xlvlil. 


press  how  much  I have  been 
affected  by  them,  and  by  your 
last  of  the  17th.  Indeed , my  dear 
Miss  Clary,  you  are  very  harshly 
used;  indeed  you  are ! and  if  you 
should  be  taken  from  us,  what 
grief  and  what  punishment  are 
they  not  treasuring  up  against 
themselves  in  the  heavy  reflections 
which  their  rash  censures  and  un- 
forgivingness will  occasion  them. 

But  I find  to  what  your  uncle 
Antony’s  cruel  letter  is  owing,  as 
well  as  one  you  will  be  still  more 
afflicted  by,  [God  help  you  my  poor 
dear  child ! ] when  it  comes  to  your 
hand , written  by  your  sister,  with 
proposals  to  you*. 

It  was  finished  to  send  you 
yesterday,  I know;  and  I apprise 
you  of  it,  that  you  should  fortify 
your  heart  against  the  contents 
of  it. 

The  motives  which  incline  them 
all  to  this  severity , if  well 
grounded,  would  authorize  any 
severity  they  could  express  ^ and 
which , while  they  believe  them  to 
be  so , both  they  and  you  are  to  be 
equally  pitied. 

They  are  owing  to  the  informa- 
tion of  that  officious  Mr.  Brand, 
who  has  acquainted  them  (from 
some  enemy  of  yours  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood about  you)  that  visits 
are  made  you , highly  censurable, 
by  a man  of  a free  character,  and 
an  intimate  of  Mr.  Lovelace , who 
is  often  in  private  with  you;  some- 
time twice  or  thrice  a-day. 

Betty  gives  herself  great  liber- 
ties of  speech  upon  this  occasion, 
and  your  friends  are  too  ready  to 
* See  Letter  lxviii. 
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believe,  that  things  are  not  as 
they  should  be ; which  makes  me 
wish,  that,  let  the  gentleman’s 
views  be  ever  so  honourable , you 
could  entirely  drop  acquaintance 
with  him. 

Something  of  this  nature  was 
hinted  at  by  Betty  to  me  before, 
but  so  darkly,  that  I could  not 
tell  what  to  make  of  it;  and  this 
made  me  mention  it  to  you  so 
generally , as  I did  in  my  last. 

Your  cousin  Morden  has  been 
among  them.  He  is  exceedingly 
concerned  for  jour  misfortunes; 
and  as  they  will  not  believe  Mr. 
Lovelace  would  marry  you , he  is 
determined  to  go  to  Lord  M.’s , in 
order  to  inform  himself  from  Mr. 
Lovelace’s  own  mouth , whether 
he  intends  to  do  you  that  justice, 
or  not. 

He  was  extremely  caressed  by 
every  one  at  his  first  arrival : but 
I am  told  there  is  some  little  cold- 
ness between  them  and  him  at 
present. 

I was  in  hopes  of  getting  a sight 
of  this  letter  of  Mr.  Brand,  (a  rash 
officious  man!)  but  it  seems  Mr. 
Morden  had  it  given  him  yesterday 
to  read , and  he  took  it  away  with 
him. 

God  be  your  comfort,  my  dear 
Miss  Clary!  but  indeed  I am 
exceedingly  disturbed  at  the 
thoughts  of  what  may  still  be  the 
issue  of  all  these  things. 

Iam,  my  beloved  young  lady, 
Your  most  affectionate 
and  faithful 

Judith  Norton. 


LETTER  LXXI. 

Mrs.  Norton  to  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe. 

Tuesday,  August  22. 

After  I had  sealed  up  the  in- 
closed , I had  the  honour  of  a pri- 
vate visit  from  your  aunt  Hervey ; 
who  has  been  in  a very  low-spirited 
way,  and  kept  her  chamber  for 
several  weeks  past;  and  is  but 
just  got  abroad. 

She  longed,  she  said,  to  6ee 
me , and  to  weep  with  me , on  the 
hard  fate  that  had  befallen  her 
beloved  niece. 

I will  give  you  a faithful  account 
of  what  passed  between  us ; as  I 
expect  that  it  will,  upon  the 
whole,  administer  hope  and  com- 
fort to  you. 

“She  pitied  very  much  your 
good  mother,  who,  she  assured 
me,  is  obliged  to  act  apart  entirely 
contrary  to  her  inclinations;  as 
she  herself,  she  owns,  had  been 
in  a great  measure. 

“She  said,  that  the  poor  lady 
was  with  great  difficulty  withheld 
from  answering  your  letter  to  her; 
which  had  (as  was  your  aunt’s  ex- 
pression) almost  broken  the  heart 
of  every  one : that  she  had  reason 
to  think,  that  she  was  neither 
consenting  to  your  two  uncles’ 
writing,  nor  approving  of  what 
they  wrote. 

“ She  is  sure  they  all  love  you 
dearly;  but  have  gone  so  far,  that 
they  know  not  how  to  recede. 

“ That  but  for  the  abominable 
league  which  join'  brother  had  got 
every  body  into  (he  refusing  to 
set  out  for  Scotland  till  it  was  re- 
newed, and  till  they  had  all  pro- 
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mised  to  take  no  Btep  towards  a uncle  Harlowe,  at  your  uncle  Her- 
reconciliation  in  his  absence,  but  vey,  and  herself.” 
by  his  consent;  and  to  which  your  But  here  (that  the  regret  that 
sister’s  resentments  kept  them  you  did  not  trust  to  the  event  of 
up),  all  would,  before  now,  have  that  meeting,  may  not  in  your 
happily  subsided.  present  low  way  too  much  afflict 

“That  nobody  knew  the  pangs  you),  I must  observe, that  it  seems 
which  their  inflexible  behaviour  a little  too  evident,  even  from  this 
gave  them,  ever  since  you  had  be-  opinion  of  your  aunt’s,  that  it  was 
gun  to  write  to  them  in  so  affect-  not  so  absolutely  determined  that 
mg  and  humble  a style ! all  compulsion  was  designed  to  be 

“That,  however,  they  were  not  avoided,  since  your  freedom  from 
inclined  to  believe  that  you  were  it  must  have  been  owing  to  the 
either  so  ill,  or  so  penitent,  as  you  party  to  be  made  among  them  by 
really  are;  and  still  less,  that  Mr.  your  persuasive  eloquence  and 
Lovelace  is  in  earnest  in  his  offers  dutiful  expostulation, 
of  marriage.  “ She  owned , that  some  of  them 

“ She  is  sure,  however,  she  says,  were  as  much  afraid  of  meeting 
that  all  will  soon  be  well:  and  the  you,  as  you  could  be  of  meeting 
sooner  for  Mr.  Morden’s  arrival : them.”  — But  why  so,  if  they  de- 
who  is  very  zealous  in  your  be-  signed,  in  the  last  instance,  to  give 
half.  you  your  way? 

“She  wished  to  heaven  you  Your  aunt  told  me,  “that Mrs. 
would  accept  of  Mr.  Lovelace,  Williams*  had  been  with  her,  and 
wicked  as  he  has  been,  if  he  were  asked  her  opinion  if  it  would  be 
now  in  earnest.  taken  amiss,  if  she  desired  leave 

“It  had  always,  she  said,  been  to  go  up,  to  attend  her  dearest 
matter  of  astonishment  to  her,  young  lady  in  her  calamity.  Your 
that  so  weak  a pride  in  her  cousin  aunt  referred  her  to  your  mother : 
James,  of  making  himself  the  but  had  heard  no  more  of  it. 
whole  family , should  induce  them  “Her  daughter,  (Miss  Dolly) 
all  to  refuse  an  alliance  with  such  she  said,  had  been  frequently 
a family  as  Mr.  Lovelace’s  was.  earnest  with  her  on  the  same  sub- 
“ She  would  have  it,  that  your  ject;  and  renewed  her  request 
going  off  with  Mr.  Lovelace,  was, with  the  greatest  fervour  when 
the  unhappiest  step  for  your  your  first  letter  came  to  hand.” 
honour  and  your  interest  that  Your  aunt  says,  “that  she  being 
could  have  been  taken;  for  that  then  very  ill,  wrote  to  your  mother 
although  you  would  have  had  a upon  it,  hoping  it  would  not  be 
severe  trial  the  next  day,  yet  it  taken  amiss,  if  she  permitted  Miss 
would  probably  have  been  the  last;  Dolly  to  go;  but  that  your  sister, 
and  your  pathetic  powers  must  as  from  your  mother,  answered 
have  drawn  you  off  some  friends  , Tho  former  housekeeper  at  Harlowe 
— hinting  at  your  mother,  at  your  place. 
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her,  that  now  you  seemed  to  be  that  kings  and  princes  meet  with 
coming  to , and  to  have  a due  so  little  control  in  their  passions, 
sense  of  your  faults , you  must  be  be  they  ever  so  violent,  when  in  a 
left  entirely  to  their  own  manage-  private  family,  an  aunt,  nay  even 
ment.  a mother  in  that  family,  shall 


“Miss  Dolly,  she  said,  had 
pined  ever  since  she  had  heard  of 
Mr.  Lovelace’s  baseness;  being 
doubly  mortified  by  it:  first,  on 
account  of  your  sufferings;  next 
because  she  was  one  who  rejoiced 
in  your  getting  off,  and  vindicated 
you  for  it : and  had  incurred  cen- 
sure and  ill-will  on  that  account; 
especially  from  your  brother  and 
sister;  so  that  she  seldom  went  to 
Harlowe  Place.” 

Make  the  best  use  of  these  in- 
telligences, my  dearest  young 
lady,  for  your  consolation. 

1 will  only  add,  that  1 am,  with 
the  most  fervent  prayers  for  your 
recovery  and  restoration  to 
favour, 

Your  ever  faithful 
Judith  Norton. 

LETTER  LXXn. 

Miss  Cl.  Harlowe  to  Mrs.  Judith  Norton. 

Thursday,  Aug.  24. 
The  relation  of  such  a conver- 
sation as  passed  between  my  aunt 
and  you,  would  have  given  me 
pleasure,  had  it  come  some  time ' 
ago;  because  it  would  have  met 
with  a spirit  more  industrious  than 
mine  now  is,  to  pick  out  remote 
comfort  in  the  hope  of  a favour- 
able turn  that  might  one  day 
have  rewarded  my  patient  duty. 

I did  not  doubt  my  aunt’s  good- 
will to  me.  Her  affection  I did 
not  doubt.  But'  shall  we  wonder 


choose  to  give  up  a once  favoured 
child  against  their  own  inclina- 
tions, rather  than  oppose  an  aspir- 
ing young  man,  who  had  armed 
himself  with  the  authority  of  a 
father,  who,  when  once  deter- 
mined, never  would  be  expostu- 
lated with? 

And  will  you  not  blame  me , if  I 
say,  that  good  sense,  that  kindred 
indulgence,  must  be  a little  of- 
fended at  the  treatment  I have 
met  with;  and  if  I own,  tliat  I 
think,  that  great  rigour  has  been 
exercised  towards  me?  And  yet  I 
am  now  authorised  to  call  it  rigour 
by  the  judgment  of  two  excellent 
sisters,  my  mother  and  my  aunt, 
who  acknowledge  (as  you  tell  me 
from  my  aunt)  that  they  have 
been  obliged  to  join  against  me, 
contrary  to  their  inclinations;  and 
that,  even  in  a point  which  might 
seem  to  concern  my  eternal  wel- 
fare. 

But  I must  not  go  on  at  this 
rate.  For  may  not  the  inclination 
my  mother  has  given  up,  be  the 
effect  of  a too  fond  indulgence, 
rather  than  that  I merit  the  indul- 
gence? And  yet  so  petulantly 
perverse  am  I,  that  I must  tear 
myself  from  the  subject. 

All  then  that  I will  say  further 
to  it,  at  this  time,  is,  that  were  the 
intended  goodness  to  be  granted 
to  me  but  a week  hence,  it  would 
possibly  be  too  late  — too  late,  I 
| mean,  to  be  of  the  consolation  to 


Digitized  by  Google 


CLARIS8A  HARLOWE. 


171 


me  that  I would  wish  from  it:  for 
what  au  inefficacious  preparation 
must  1 have  been  making,  if  it  has 
not,  by  this  time,  carried  me 
above  — but  above  what?  — Poor 
mistaken  creature!  Unhappy  self- 
del  uder!  that  finds  herself  above 
nothing!  Nor  able  to  subdue  her 
own  faulty  impatience ! 

But  in- deed  to  have  done  with  a 
subject,  that  I dare  not  trust  my- 
self with , if  it  comes  in  your  way, 
let  my  aunt  Hervey , let  my  dear 
cousin  Dolly,  let  the  worthy  Mrs. 
Williams  know,  how  exceedingly 
grateful  to  me  their  kind  inten- 
tions and  concern  for  me  are,  and, 
as  the  best  warrant  or  justifica- 
tion of  their  good  opinions  (since 
I know  that  their  favour  for  me  is 
founded  on  the  belief  that  I loved 
virtue)  tell  them,  that  1 continued 
to  love  virtue  to  my  last  hour,  as  I 
presume  to  hope  it  may  be  said; 
and  assure  them,  that  I never 
made  the  least  wilful  deviation, 
however  unhappy  1 became  for 
one  faulty  step ; which  neverthe- 
less was  not  owing  to  unworthy  or 
perverse  motives, 

I am  very  sorry,  that  my  cousin 
Morden  has  taken  a resolution  to 
see  Mr.  Lovelace. 

My  apprehensions  on  this  intel- 
ligence are  a great  abatement  to 
the  pleasure  1 have  in  knowing 
that  he  still  loves  me. 

My  sister’s  letter  to  me  is  a most 
afflicting  one  — so  needlessly , so 
ludicrously  taunting!  — But  for 
that  part  of  it  that  is  so,  I ought 
rather  to  pity  her,  than  to  be 
so  much  concerned  at  it  as  I am. 

I wonder  what  I have  done  to 


Mr.  Brand  — I pray  God  to  for- 
give both  him  and  his  informants, 
whoever  they  be.  But  if  the  scan- 
dal arise  solely  from  Mr.  Belford’s 
visits,  a very  little  time  will  con- 
fute it.  Meanwhile,  the  packet  I 
shall  send  you,  which  I sent  to 
Miss  Howe,  will,  I hope,  satisfy 
you,  my  dear  Mrs.  Norton,  as 
to  my  reasons  for  admitting  hi3 
visits. 

My  sister’s  taunting  letter,  and 
the  inflexibleness  of  my  dear 
friends  — but  how  do  remoter  be- 
gun subjects  tend  to  the  point 
which  lies  nearest  the  heart!  — 
As  new  caught  bodily  disorders 
all  crowd  to  a fractured  or  distem- 
pered part. 

I will  break  off,  with  requesting 
your  prayers , that  I may  be 
blessed  with  patience  and  due  re- 
signation and  with  assuring  you, 
that  I am,  and  will  be,  to  the  last 
hour  of  my  life , 

Your  equally  grateful  and 
affectionate 

Cl.  Hahlowe. 

LETTER  LXXHI. 

Miss  Howo  to  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe. 
[fn  reply  to  hers  of  Friday,  Aug.  11.  *] 
Yarmouth,  Isle  of  Wight,  Aug.  23. 

MY  DEABEST  FRIEND, 

I have  read  the  letters,  and  co- 
pies of  letters,  you  favoured  me 
with : and  I return  them  by  a par- 
ticular hand. 

1 am  extremely  concerned  at 
our  indifferent  state  of  health: 
ut  I approve  of  all  your  proceed- 
ings and  precautions  in  relation  to 
* See  Letter  xliv. 
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the  appointment  of  Mr.  Belford 
for  an  office,  in  which,  I hope, 
neither  he  nor  any  body  else  will 
be  wanted  to  act,  for  many,  very 
many  years. 

I admire,  and  so  we  do  all,  that 
greatness  of  mind  which  can  make 
you  so  stedfastly  despise  (through 
such  inducements  as  no  other 
woman  could  resist,  and  in  such 
desolate  circumstances  as  you 
have  been  reduced  to)  the  wretch 
that  ought  to  be  heartily  despised 
and  detested. 

What  must  the  contents  of 
those  letters  from  your  relations 
be,  which  you  will  not  communi- 
cate to  me!  — Fie  upon  them! 
How  my  heart  rises!  — But  I dare 
say  no  more  — though  you  your- 
self now  begin  to  think  they  use 
you  with  great  severity. 

Every  body  here  is  so  taken 
with  Mr.  Hickman  (and  the  more 
from  the  horror  they  conceive  at 
the  character  of  the  detestable 
Lovelace)  that  I have  been  teased 
to  death  almost  to  name  a day. 
This  has  given  him  airs;  and,  did 
I not  keep  him  to  it,  he  would  be- 
have as  carelessly  and  insolently 
as  if  he  were  sure  of  me.  I have 
been  forced  to  mortify  him  no 
less  than  four  times  since  we  have 
been  here. 

I made  him  lately  undergo  a 
severe  penance  for  some  negli- 
gences that  were  not  to  be  passed 
over:  not  designed  ones,  he  said: 
but  that  was  a poor  excuse , as  I 
told  him:  for,  had  they  been  de- 
signed, he  should  never  have  come 
into  my  presence  more;  that  they 
were  not , shewed  his  want  of 


thought  and  attention : and  those 
were  inexcusable  in  a man  only  in 
his  probatory  state. 

He  hoped  he  had  been  more 
than  in  a probatory  state,  he  said. 

And  therefore,  sir,  might  be 
more  careless!  — So  you  add  in- 
gratitude to  negligence , and  make 
what  you  plead  as  accident,  that 
itself  wants  an  excuse,  design , 
which  deserves  none. 

I would  not  see  him  for  two 
days,  and  he  was  so  penitent,  and 
so  humble , that  I had  like  to  have 
lost  myself,  to  make  him  amends : 
for,  as  you  have  said,  a resent- 
ment carried  too  high , often  ends 
in  an  amends  too  humble. 

I long  to  be  nearer  to  you:  but 
that  must  not  yet  be,  it  seems. 
Pray,  my  dear,  let  me  hear  from 
you  as  often  as  you  can. 

May  heaven  increase  your  com- 
forts, and  restore  your  health,  are 
the  prayers  of 

Your  ever  faithful  and 
affectionate 

Anna  Howe. 

P.  S.  Excuse  me  that  I did  not 
write  before : it  was  owing  to  a 
little  coasting  voyage  1 was 
obliged  to  give  into. 

LETTER  LXXTV. 

Miss  Clarissa  Harlowo  to  Miss  Howe. 

Friday,  Aag.  25. 

You  are  very  obliging,  my  dear 
Miss  Howe , to  account  to  me  for 
your  silence.  I was  easy  in  it, 
as  I doubted  not,  that  among 
such  near  and  dear  friends  as  you 
are  with , you  were  diverted  from 
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writing,  by  some  such  agreeable 
excursion  as  that  you  mention. 

I was  in  hopes  that  you  had 
given  over,  at  this  time  of  day, 
those  very  sprightly  airs , which  1 
have  taken  the  liberty  to  blame 
you  for,  as  often  as  you  have 
given  me  occasion  to  do  so;  and 
that  has  been  very  often. 

I was  always  very  grave  with 
you  upon  this  subject:  and  while 
your  own  and  a worthy  man’s 
future  happiness  are  in  the  ques- 
tion, I must  enter  into  it,  when- 
ever you  forget  yourself,  although 
I had  not  a day  to  live:  and  in- 
deed 1 am  very  ill. 

I am  sure,  it  was  not  your  inten- 
tion to  take  your  future  husband 
with  you  to  the  little  island , to 
make  him  look  weak  and  silly 
among  those  of  your  relations, 
who  never  before  had  seen  him. 
Yet  do  you  think  it  possible  for 
them  (however  prepared  and  re- 
solved they  may  be  to  like  him)  to 
forbear  smiling  at  him,  when  they 
see  him  suffering  under  your 
whimsical  penances?  A modest 
man  should  no  more  be  made, 
little  in  his  own  eyes , than  in  the 
eyes  of  others.  If  he  be,  he  will 
have  a diffidence,  which  will  give 
an  awkwardness  to  every  thing  he 
says  or  does : and  this  will  be  no 
more  to  the  credit  of  your  choice, 
than  to  that  of  the  approbation  he 
meets  with  from  your  friends , or 
to  his  own  credit. 

Ilpve  an  obliging,  and  even  an 
humble  deportment  in  a man  to 
the  woman  he  addresses.  It  is  a 
mark  of  his  politeness  2 and  tends 
to  give  her  that  opinion  of  her- 


self, which  it  may  be  supposed 
bashful  merit  wants  to  be  in- 
spired with.  But  if  the  woman 
exacts  it  with  an  high  hand,  she 
shews  not  either  her  own  polite- 
ness or  gratitude;  although  I must 
confess  she  does  her  courage.  I 
gave  you  expectation  that  I would 
be  very  serious  with  you. 

0,  my  dear,  that  it  had  been 
my  lot  (as  I was  not  permitted  to 
live  single)  to  have  met  with  a 
man  by  whom  I could  have  acted 
generously  and  unreservedly! 

Mr.  Lovelace,  it  is  now  plain,  in 
order  to  have  a pretence  against 
me,  taxed  my  behaviour  to  him 
with  stiffness  and  distance.  You 
at  one  time,  thought  me  guilty  of' 
some  degree  of  prudery.  Difficult 
situations  should  be  allowed  for; 
which  often  make  seeming  occa- 
sions for  censure  unavoidable.  I 
deserved  not  blame  from  him  who 
made  mine  difficult.  And  you, 
my  dear,  had  I had  any  other 
man  to  deal  with , or  had  he  had 
but  half  the  merit  which  Mr.  Hick- 
man has,  would  have  found  that 
my  doctrine  on  this  subject  should 
have  governed  my  practice. 

But  to  put  myself  out  of  the 
question  — I’ll  tell  you  what  I 
should  think,  were  I an  indifferent 
bystander,  of  these  high  airs  of 
yours,  in  return  for  Mr.  Hickman’s 
humble  demeanour.  “ The  lady 
thinks  of  having  the  gentleman, 

I see  plainly , would  I say.  But  I 
see,  as  plainly,  that  she  has  a very 
great  indifference  to  him.  And 
to  what  may  this  indifference  be 
owing?  To  one  or  all  of  these 
considerations,  no  doubt:  that 
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she  receives  his  addresses  rather 
from  motives  of  convenience  than 
choice : that  she  thinks  meanly  of 
his  endowments  and  intellects ; at 
least  more  highly  of  her  own:  or, 
she  has  not  the  generosity  to 
use  that  power  with  moderation, 
which  his  great  affection  for  her 
puts  into  her  hands.” 

How  would  you  like , my  dear, 
to  have  any  of  these  things  said? 

Then  to  give  but  the  shadow  of 
a reason  for  free-livers  and  free- 
speakers  to  say,  or  to  imagine, 
that  Miss  Howe*  gives  her  hand  to 
a man  who  has  no  reason  to  ex- 
pect any  share  in  her  heart , I am 
sure  you  would  not  wish  that  such 
a thing  should  be  so  much  as  sup- 
posed. Then  all  the  regard  from 
you  to  come  afterwards ; none  to 
be  shewn  before;  must,  1 should 
think,  be  capable  of  being  con- 
strued as  a compliment  to  the 
husband , made  at  the  expense  of 
the  wife’s , and  even  of  the  sex’s 
delicacy. 

There  is  no  fear  that  attempts 
could  be  formed  by  the  most 
audacious  (two  Lovelaces  there 
cannot  be!]  upon  a character  so 
revered  for  virtue , and  so  charm- 
ingly spirited,  as  Miss  Howe’s: 
yet , to  have  any  man  encouraged 
to  despise  a husband  by  the  ex- 
ample of  one  who  is  most  con- 
cerned to  do  him  honour;  what, 
my  dear , think  you  of  that?  It  is 
but  too  natural  for  envious  men 
(and  who  that  knows  Miss  Howe, 
will  not  envy  Mr.  Hickman!)  to 
scoff  at , and  to  jest  upon , those 
who  are  treated  with,  or  will  bear 
indignity  from  a woman. 


If  a man  so  treated  have  a true 
and  ardent  love  for  the  woman  he 
addresses , he  will  easily  be  over- 
awed by  her  displeasure : and  this 
will  put  him  upon  acts  of  submis- 
sion, which  will  be  called  mean- 
ness. And  what  woman  of  true 
spirit  would  like  to  have  it  said, 
that  she  would  impose  any  thing 
upon  the  man  from  whom  she  one 
day  expects  protection  and  de- 
fence, that  should  be  capable  of 
being  construed  as  a meanness, 
or  unmanly  abjectness  in  his  be- 
haviour , even  to  herself?  — Nay, 
I am  not  sure,  and  I ask  it  of  you, 
my  dear,  to  resolve  me,  whether, 
in  your  own  opinion,  it  is  not 
i likely,  that  a woman  of  spirit  will 
despise  rather  than  value  more,  the 
man  who  will  take  patiently  an 
insult  at  her  hands;  especially  be- 
' fore  company. 

i I have  always  observed,  that 
prejudices  in  disfavour  of  a person 
at  his  first  appearance,  fix  deeper, 

! and  are  much  more  difficult  to  be 
removed  when  fixed,  than  pre- 
judices in  favour:  whetherowing 
to  envy,  or  to  that  malignant 
principle  so  eminently  visible  in 
little  minds,  which  makes  them 
wish  to  bring  down  the  more 
worthy  characters  to  their  own 
low  level , 1 pretend  not  to  deter- 
mine. When  once,  therefore,  a 
woman  of  your  good  sense  gives 
room  to  the  world  to  think  she  has 
not  an  high  opinion  of  the  lover , 
whom,  nevertheless,  she  enter- 
tains, it  will  be  very  difficult  for  her 
afterwards,  to  make  that  world 
think  so  well  as  she  would  have  it, 
j of  the  husband  she  has  chosen. 
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Give  me  leave  to  observe , that 
to  condescend  with  dignity  and  to 
command  with  such  kindness  and 
sweetness  of  manners , as  should  let 
the  condescension,  while  in  a 
single  state , be  seen  and  acknow- 
ledged, are  points,  which  a wise 
woman,  knowing  her  man,  should 
aim  at:  and  a wise  woman,  I 
should  think,  would  choose  to  live 
single  all  her  life,  rather  than 
give  herself  to  a man  whom  she 
thinks  unworthy  of  a treatment  so 
noble. 

But  when  a woman  lets  her 
lover  see,  that  she  has  the  gene- 
rosity to  approve  of  and  reward 
a well-meant  service;  that  she  has 
a mind  that  lifts  her  above  the 
little  captious  follies , which  some 
(too  licentiously,  I hope)  attribute 
to  the  sex  in  general:  that  she 
resents  not  (if  ever  she  thinks  she 
has  reason  to  be  displeased)  with 
petulance,  or  through  pride:  nor 
thinks  it  necessary  to  insist  upon 
little  points,  to  come  at  or  secure 

great  ones , perhaps  not  proper  to 
e aimed  at:  nor  leaves  room  to 
suppose  she  has  so  much  cause  to 
doubt  her  own  merit,  as  to  put 
the  love  of  the  man  she  intends  to 
favour,  upon  disagreeable  or  ar- 
rogant trials:  but  lets  reason  be 
the  principal  guide  of  her  actions 
— she  will  then  never  fail  of 
that  true  respect , of  that  sincere 
veneration,  which  she  wishes  to 
meet  with;  and  which  will  make 
her  judgment  after  marriage  con- 
sulted sometimes  with  a preference 
to  a man’s  own ; at  other  times,  as 
a delightful  confirmation  of  his. 
And  so  much , my  beloved  Miss 


Howe,  for  this  subject  now,  and  I 
dare  say  for  ever! 

1 will  begin  another  letter  by- 
and-by,  and  send  both  together. 
Meantime,  1 am,  &e. 

LETTER  LXXV. 

Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe  to  Miss  Howe. 

In  this  letter  the  lady  acquaints 
Miss  Howe  with  Mr.  Brand's  re- 
port; with  her  sister's  proposals 
either  that  she  will  go  abroad,  or 
prosecute  Mr.  Lovelace.  She 
complains  of  the  severe  letters  of 
her  uncle  Antony  and  her  sister; 
but  in  milder  terms  than  they  de- 
served. 

She  sends  her  Dr.  Lewen's  letter, 
and  the  copy  of  her  answer  to  it. 
She  tells  her  o f the  difficulties  she 
has  been  under  to  avoid  seeing 
Mr.  Lovelace.  She  gives  her  the 
contents  of  the  letter  she  wrote  to 
him  to  divert  him  from  his  pro- 
posed visit:  she  is  afraid,  she 

says,  that  it  is  a step  that  is  not 
strictly  right,  if  allegory  or  meta- 
phor be  not  allowable  to  one  in 
her  circuttistances. 

She  informs  her  of  her  cousin 
Morden's  arrival,  and  readiness 
to  take  her  part  with  her  rela- 
tions; of  his  designed  interview 
with  Mr.  Lovelace;  and  tells 
her  what  her  apprehensions  are 
upon  it. 

She  gives  her  the  purport  of  the 
conversation  between  her  aunt 
Hervey  and  Mrs.  Norton.  And 
then  adds: 

But  were  they  ever  so  favour- 
ably inclined  to  me  now,  what  can 
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they  do  for  me?  I wish , and  that  ’ 
for  their  sakes  more  than  for  my 
own,  that  they  would  yet  relent  — 
but  I am  very  ill  — I must  drop 
my  pen  — a sudden  faintness 
overspreads  ray  heart  — excuse 
my  crooked  writing!  — Adieu,  my 
dear ! — Adieu ! 

Three  o’clock,  Friday. 

Once  more,  I resume  my  pen. 
I thought  I had  taken  my  last  fare- 
well of  you.  I never  was  so  very 
oddly  affected:  something  that 
seemed  totally  to  overwhelm  my 
faculties  — I don’t  know  how  to 
describe  it  — I believe  I do  amiss 
in  writing  so  much,  and  taking 
too  much  upon  me:  but  an  active 
mind,  though  clouded  by  bodily 
illness,  cannot  be  idle. 

I’ll  see  if  the  air , and  a discon- 
tinued attention,  will  help  me. 
But  if  it  will  not,  don’t  be  con- 
cerned for  me , my  dear.  I shall 
be  happy.  Nay,  I am  more  so 
already,  than  of  late  I thought  I 
could  ever  be  in  this  life.  — Yet 
how  this  body  clings!  — How  it 
encumbers ! 

Seven  o’clock. 

I could  not  send  this  letter  away 
with  so  melancholy  an  ending,  as 
you  would  have  thought  it.  So  I 
deferred  closing  it,  till  I saw  how 
I should  be  on  my  return  from  my 
airing:  and  now  I must  sav,  I am 

Suite  another  thing : so  alert ! — 
lat  I could  proceed  with  as  much 
spirit  as  I began,  and  add  more 
preachment  to  your  lively  sub- 
ject, if  I had  not  written  more 
than  enough  upon  it  already. 


I wish  you  would  let  me  give 
| you  and  Mr.  Hickman  joy.  Do, 
my  dear.  I should  take  some  to 
myself,  if  you  would. 

My  respectful  compliments  to 
all  your  friends , as  well  to  those  I 
have  the  honour  to  know,  as  to 
those  I do  not  know. 

* * * 

I have  just  now  been  surprised 
with  a letter  from  one  whom  I 
long  ago  gave  up  all  thoughts  of 
hearing  from.  From  Mr.  Wyerley : 

I will  inclose  it.  You’ll  ne  sur- 
prised at  it,  as  much  as  I was. 
This  seems  to  be  a man  whom 
I might  have  reclaimed.  But  I 
could  not  love  him.  Yet  I hope  I 
never  treated  him  with  arrogance. 
Indeed,  my  dear,  if  I am  not  too 
partial  to  myself,  I think  I refused 
him  with  more  gentleness,  than 
you  retain  somebody  else.  And 
this  recollection  gives  me  less  pain 
than  I should  have  had  in  the 
other  case,  on  receiving  this  in- 
stance of  a generosity  that  affects 
me.  I will  also  inclose  the  rough 
draught  of  my  answer , as  soon  as 
I have  transcribed  it. 

If  I begin  another  sheet,  I shall 
write  to  the  end  of  it:  .wherefore 
I will  only  add,  my  prayers  for 
your  honour  and  prosperity,  and 
for  a long,  long,  happy  life;  and 
that,  when  it  comes  to  be  wound 
up,  you  may  be  as  calm  and  as 
easy  at  quitting  it,  as  I hope  in 
God  I shall  be.  I am,  and  will  be, 
to  the  latest  moment. 

Your  truly  affectionate  and 
obliged  servant, 
Clarissa  Haklowe. 


Digitized  by  Google 


CLARISSA  HARLOWE. 


177 


LETTER  LXXVI. 

Mr.  Wyerley  to  Miss  Clarissa  Ilarlowe. 

Wednesday,  Aug.  23. 

DEABKST  MADAM, 

You  will  be  surprised  to  find 
renewed,  at  this  distance  of  time, 
an  address  so  positively,  though 
so  politely  discouraged:  but,  how- 
ever it  be  received,!  must  renew  it. 
Every  body  has  heard,  that  you 
have  been  vilely  treated  by  a man, 
who , to  treat  you  ill,  must  be  the 
vilest  of  men.  Every  body  knows 
your  just  resentment  of  his  base 
treatment : that  you  are  de- 

termined never  to  be  reconciled  to 
him : and  that  you  persist  in  these 
sentiments  against  all  the  entrea- 
ties of  his  noble  relations,  against 
all  the  prayers  and  repentance 
of  his  ignoble  self.  And  all  the 
world  that  have  the  honour  to 
know  you,  or  have  heard  of 
him , applaud  your  resolution,  as 
worthy  of  yourself;  worthy  of 
your  virtue,  and  of  that  strict 
honour  which  was  always  attri- 
buted to  you  by  every  one  who 
spoke  of  you. 

But,  madam,  were  all  the  world 
to  have  been  of  a different  opinion, 
it  could  never  have  altered  mine. 
I ever  loved  you:  I ever  must  love 
you.  Yet  have  I endeavoured  to 
resign  to  my  hard  fate.  When  I 
had  so  many  ways,  in  vain,  sought 
to  move  you  in  my  favour,  I sat 
down  seemingly  contented.  I even 
wrote  to  you,  that  I would  sit  down 
contented.  And  I endeavoured 
to  make  all  my  friends  and  coin- 

E anions  think  I was.  But  nobody 
nows  what  pangs  this  self-denial 
Clarissa.  IV. 


cost  me ! In  vain  did  the  chase,  in 
vain  did  travel,  in  vain  did  lively 
company  offer  themselves,  and 
were  embraced  in  their  turn : with 
redoubled  force  did  my  passion 
for  you  renew  my  unhappiness, 
when  I looked  into  myself,  into 
my  own  heart;  for  there  did  your 
charming  image  sit  enthroned : 
and  you  engrossed  me  all. 

I truly  deplore  those  misfor- 
tunes, and  those  sufferings,  for 
your  own  sake  ! which , never- 
theless, encourage  me  to  renew 
my  bold  hope.  1 know  not  par- 
ticulars. I dare  not  inquire  after 
them ; because  my  sufferings  would 
be  increased  with  the  knowledge 
of  what  yours  have  been.  I there- 
fore desire  not  to  know  more  than 
what  common  report  wounds  my 
ears  with;  and  what  is  given  me 
to  know,  by  your  absence  from 
your  cruel  family,  and  from  the 
sacred  place,  where  I,  among 
numbers  of  your  rejected  ad- 
mirers, used  to  be  twice  a week 
sure  to  behold  you  doing  credit  to 
that  service  of  which  your  example 
gave  me  the  highest  notions.  But 
whatever  be  those  misfortunes,  of 
whatsoever  nature  those  suffer- 
ings, I shall  bless  the  occasion  for 
my  own  sake,  (though  for  yours 
curse  the  author  of  them}  if  they 
may  give  me  the  happiness  to 
know,  that  this  my  renewed  ad- 
dress may  not  be  absolutely  re- 
jected. — Only  give  me  hope,  that 
it  may  one  day  meet  with  encou- 
ragement, if  in  the  interim  nothing 
happen,  either  in  my  morals  or  be- 
haviour,; to  give  you  fresh  offence, 
i Give  me  but  hope  of  this  — not 
12 
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absolutely  to  reject  me  is  all  the 
hope  I ask  for;  and  I will  love  you, 
if  possible,  still  more  than  I ever 
loved  you  — and  that  for  your 
sufferings;  for  well  you  deserve 
to  be  loved,  even  to  adoration, 
who  can  for  honour's  and  for  vir- 
tue’s sake,  subdue  a passion  which 
common  spirits  [I  speak  by  cruel 
experience]  find  invincible;  and 
this  at  a time  when  the  black 
offender  kneels  and  supplicates, 
as  I am  well  assured  he  does , (all 
his  friends  likewise  supplicating 
for  him)  to  be  forgiven. 

That  you  cannot  forgive  him, 
not  forgive  him  so  as  to  receive 
him  again  into  favour,  is  no 
wonder.  His  offence  is  against 
virtue:  that  is  a part  of  your  es- 
sence. What  magnanimity  is  this ! 
How  just  to  yourself,  and  to  your 
spotless  character!  Is  it  any  merit 
to  admire  more  than  ever  a lady 
who  can  so  exaltedly  distinguish? 
It  is  not.  I cannot^plead  it. 

What  hope  have  I left,  may  it 
be  said,  when  my  address  was 
before  rejected,  now,  that  your 
sufferings,  so  nobly  borne , have, 
with  all  good  judges , exalted  your 
character?  Yet,  madam,  I have 
to  pride  myself  in  this , that  while 
your  friends  (not  looking  upon  you 
in  the  just  light  I do)  persecute 
and  banish  you,  while  your 
estate  is  withheld  from  you,  and 
threatened  (as  I know)  to  be  with- 
held, as  long  as  the  chicaning 
law , or  rather  the  chicaneries  of 
its  practisers,  can  keep  it  from 
you.  While  you  are  destitute  of 
protection;  every  body  standing 
aloof,  either  through  fear  of  the 


injurer  of  one  family,  or  of  the 
hard-hearted  of  the  other;  I pride 
myself,  1 say,  to  stand  forth,  and 
offer  my  fortune,  and  my  life,  at 
our  devotion.  With  a selfish 
ope,  indeed:  I should  be  too 
great  an  hypocrite  not  to  own 
this!  And  1 know  how  much  you 
abhor  insincerity. 

But,  whether  you  encourage 
that  hope  or  not,  accept  my  best 
services,  I beseech  you,  madam: 
and  be  pleased  to  excuse  me  for  a 
piece  of  honest  art,  which  the 
nature  of  the  case  (doubting  the 
honour  of  your  notice  otherwise) 
makes  me  choose  to  conclude  with 
— it  is  this: 

If  I am  to  be  still  the  most  un- 
happy of  men,  let  your  pen  by 
one  line  tell  me  so.  If  I am  per- 
mitted to  indulge  a hope,  how- 
ever distant,  your  silence  shall  be 
deemed,  by  me,  the  happiest  in- 
dication of  it  that  you  can  give  — 
except  that  still  happier  — (the 
happiest  that  can  befalme)  asigni- 
fication  that  you  will  accept  the 
tender  of  that  life  and  fortune, 
which  it  would  be  my  pride  and 
my  glory  to  sacrifice  in  jour 
service,  leaving  the  reward  to 
yourself. 

Be  your  determination  as  it 
may,  1 must  for  ever  admire  and 
love  you.  Nor  will  1 ever  change 
my  condition , while  you  live, 
whether  you  change  yours  or  not: 
for,  having  once  had  the  presump- 
tion to  address  you,  I cannot  stoop 
to  think  of  any  other  woman ; and 
this  I solemnly  declare  in  the  pre- 
sence of  that  God,  whom  I [daily 
pray  to  bless  and  protect  you , be 
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your  determination  what  it  will 
with  regard  to,  dearest  madam, 
You  most  devoted  and  ever 
affectionate 
And  faithful  servant, 
Alexander  Wyerley. 

LETTER  LXXVII. 

Mf«s  Cl.  Harlowe  to  Alex.  Wyerley,  Esq. 

sir,  Saturday,  Aug.  26. 

The  generosity  of  your  purpose 
would  have  commanded  not  only 
my  notice,  but  my  thanks,  al- 
though you  had  not  given  me  the 
alternative  you  are  pleased  to  call 
artful.  And  I do  therefore  give 

Jmu  my  thanks  for  your  kind 
etter. 

At  the  time  you  distinguished 
me  by  your  favourable  opinion , I 
told  you,  sir,  that  my  choice  was 
the  single  life.  And  most  truly 
did  I teU  you  so. 

When  that  was  not  permitted 
me,  and  I looked  round  upon  the 
several  gentlemen  who  had  beeD 
proposed  to  me , and  had  reason 
to  believe  that  there  was  not  one 
of  them  against  whose  morals  or 
principles  there  lay  not  some  ex- 
ception, it  would  not  have  been 
much  to  be  wondered  at,  if  Fancy 
had  been  allowed  to  give  a pre- 
ference, where  Judgment  was  at 
a loss  to  determine. 

Far  be  it  from  me  to  say  this 
with  a design  to  upbraid  you , sir, 
or  to  reflect  upon  you.  I always 
wished  you  well.  You  had  reason 
to  think  I did.  You  had  the  gene- 
rosity to  be  pleased  with  the  frank- 
ness of  my  Dehaviour  to  you:  as  I 
had  with  that  of  yours  to  me:  and 


I am  sorry,  very  sorry,  to  be  now 
told,  that  the  acquiescence  you 
obliged  me  with  gave  you  so  much 
pain. 

Had  the  option  I have  mentioned 
been  allowed  me  afterwards  (as  I 
not  only  wished  but  proposed) 
things  had  not  happened  that  did 
happen.  But  there  was  a kind  of 
fatality  by  which  our  whole  family 
was  impelled,  as  I may  say;  and 
which  none  of  us  were  permitted  to 
avoid.  But  this  is  a subject  that 
cannot  be  dwelt  upon. 

As  matters  are , I have  only  to 
wish,  for  your  own  sake , that  you 
will  encourage  and  cultivate  those 
good  motions  in  your  mind,  to 
which  many  passages  in  your  kind 
and  generous  letter,  now  before 
me,  must  be  owing.  Depend  upon 
it,  sir,  that  such  motions,  wrought 
into  habit,  will  yield  you  pleasure 
at  a time  when  nothing  else  can. 
And  at  present,  shining  out  in  your 
actions  and  conversation,  will 
commend  you  to  the  worthiest  of 
our  sex.  For,  sir,  the  man  who  is 
good  upon  choice , as  well  as  by 
education , has  that  quality  in  him- 
self, which  ennobles  the  human 
race,  and  without  which  the  most 
dignified  by  birth  or  rank  are 
ignoble. 

As  to  the  resolution  you  so 
solemnly  make,  not  to  many  while 
I live,  I should  be  concerned  at  it, 
were  I not  morally  sure , that  you 
may  keep  it , ana  yet  not  be  de- 
trimented  by  it:  since  a few,  a 
very  few  days , will  convince  you, 
that  I am  got  above  all  human 
dependence ; and  that  there  is  no 
need  of  that  protection  and  favour, 
12* 
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which  you  so  generously  offer  to, 
sir, 

Your  obliged  well-wisher,  and 
humble  servant, 

Cl.  Hablowe. 


LETTER  LXXVni. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Monday  noon,  Aug.  28. 

About  the  time  of  poor  Belton’s 
interment  last  night,  as  near  as  we 
could  guess , Lord  M. , Mowbray, 
and  myself,  toasted  once,  To  the 
memory  of  honest  Tom  Belton;  and, 
by  a quick  transition  to  the  living, 
Health  to  Miss  Ilarlowe;  which 
Lord M.  obligingly  began,  and,  To 
the  happy  reconciliation;  and  then 
we  stuck  in  a remembrance,  To 
honest  Jack  Belford,  who,  of  late, 
we  all  agreed,  is  become  an  useful 
and  humane  man;  and  one  who 
prefers  his  friend’s  service  to  his 
own. 

But  what  is  the  meaning  I hear 
nothing  from  thee?*  And  why 
dost  thou  not  let  me  into  the 
grounds  of  the  sudden  reconcilia- 
tion between  my  beloved  and  her 
friends , and  the  cause  of  the  ge- 
nerous invitation  which  she  gives 
me  of  attending  her  at  her  father’s 
some  time  hence? 

Thou  must  certainly  have  been 
let  into  the  secret  by  this  time; 
and  I can  tell  thee,  I shall  be 
plaguy  jealous  if  there  be  any  one 
thing  pass  between  my  angel  and 
thee , that  is  to  be  concealed  from 


me.  For  either  I am  a principal 
in  this  cause,  or  I am  nothing. 

I have  dispatched  Will  to  know 
the  reason  of  thy  neglect. 

But,  let  me  whisper  a word  or 
two  in  thy  ear.  1 begin  to  be 
afraid , after  all , that  this  letter 
was  a stratagem  to  get  me  out  of 
town,  and  for  nothing  else:  for, 
in  the  first  place,  Tourville,  in  a 
letter  I received  this  morning, 
tells  me,  that  the  lady  is  actually 
very  ill  [1  am  sorry  for  it  with  all 
my  soul!]  This,  thou’lt  say,  I may 
think  a reason  why  she  cannot  set 
out  as  yet:  but  then  I have  heard, 
on  the  other  hand , but  last  night, 
that  the  family  is  as  implacable  as 
ever;  and  my  lord  and  I expect 
this  very  afternoon  a visit  from 
Colonel  Morden;  who  undertakes, 
it  seems,  to  question  me  as  to  my 
intention  with  regard  to  his 
cousin. 

This  convinces  me,  that  if  she 
has  apprised  her  friends  of  my 
offers  to  her , they  will  not  believe 
me  to  be  in  earnest,  till  they  are 
assured  that  I am  so  from  my  own 
mouth.  But  then  I understand, 
that  the  intended  visit  is  an  of- 
ficiousness of  Morden’s  own, 
without  the  desire  of  any  of  her 
friends. 

Now,  Jack,  what  can  a man 
make  of  all  this  ? My  intelligence, 
as  to  the  continuance  of  her  fa- 
mily’s implacableness,  is  not  to  be 
doubted;  and  yet  when  I read 
her  letter,  what  can  one  say?  — 
Surely , the  dear  little  rogue  will 
not  lie ! 

I never  knew  her  dispense  with 
her  word,  but  once : ana  that  was, 


* Mr.  Belford  had  not  yet  sent  him  his 
last  written  letter.  His  reason  for  which 
see  p.  158. 
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when  she  promised  to  forgive  me  I need  not  make  the  applica- 
after  the  dreadful  fire  that  had  tion;  and  I am  sure,  that  even 
like  to  have  happened  at  our  thou  thyself,  who  never  sparest 
mother’s,  and  yet  would  not  see  me,  and  thinkest  thou  kno west  my 
me  the  next  day,  and  afterwards  heart  by  thy  own , canst  not  pos- 
made  her  escape  to  Hampstead,  in  sibly  put  the  case  in  a stronger 
order  to  avoid  forgiving  me:  and  light  against  me. 
as  she  severely  smarted  for  this  Then  why  do  good  people  take 
departure  from  her  honour  given,  upon  themselves  to  censure,  as 
(for  it  is  a sad  thing  for  good  people  they  do,  persons  less  scrupulous 
to  break  their  word  when  it  is  in  than  themselves?  Is  it  not  because 


their  power  to  keep  it)  one  would 
not  expect,  that  she  should  set 
about  deceiving  again ; more 
especially  by  the  premeditation  of 
writing.  Thou,  perhaps,  wilt  ask, 
what  honest  man  is  obliged  to  keep 
his  promise  with  a highwayman? 
for  well  I know  thy  unmannerly 
way  of  making  comparisons : but, 
I say,  every  honest  man  is  — and  I 
will  give  thee  an  illustration. 

Here  is  a marauding  varlet,  who 
demands  yourmoney,  with  apistol 
at  your  breast.  You  have  neither 
money  nor  valuable  effects  about , 
you;  and  promise  solemnly,  if  he 
will  spare  your  life , that  you  will  j 
send  him  an  agreed  upon  sum , by 
such  a day,  to  such  a place. 

The  question  is , if  your  life  is 
not  in  the  fellow’s  power? 

How  he  came  by  the  power  is 
another  question;  for  which  he 
must  answer  with  his  life  when 
caught  — so  he  runs  risk  for  risk. 

Now,  if  he  give  you  your  life, 
does  he  not  give,  think  you,  a 
valuable  consideration  for  the 
money  you  engage  your  honour  to 
send  him?  If  not,  the  sum  must  be 
exorbitant,  or  your  life  is  a very 
paltry  one,  even  in  your  own 
opinion. 


the  latter  allow  themselves  in  any 
liberty,  in  order  to  carry  a point? 
And  can  my  not  doing  my  duty, 
warrant  another  for  not  doing  his? 

— Thou  wilt  not  say  it  can. 

And  how  would  it  sound,  to  put 
the  case  as  strongly,  once  more,  as 
my  greatest  enemy  would  put  it, 
both  as  to  fact  and  in  words.  — 
Here  has  that  profligate  wretch 
Lovelace  broken  his  vow  with,  and 
deceived  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe. 

— A vile  fellow ! would  an  enemy 
say : but  it  is  like  him.  But  when 
it  comes  to  be  said , that  the  pious 
Clarissa  has  broken  her  word  with, 
and  deceived  Lovelace;  Good 
Lord ! would  every  one  say , sure 
it  cannot  be ! 

Upon  my  soul,  Jack,  such  is  the 
veneration  I have  for  this  admir- 
able woman,  that  I am  shocked 
barely  at  putting  the  case  — and 
so  wilt  thou,  if  thou  respectest 
her  as  thou  oughtest:  for,  thou 
knowest,that  men  and  women,  all 
the  world  over,  form  their  opinions 
of  one  another,  by  each  person’s 
professions  and  known  practices. 
In  this  lady,  therefore,  it  would  be 
as  unpardonable  to  tell  a wilful 
untruth,  as  it  would  be  strange  if 
1 keep  my  word  — in  love  cases,  I 
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mean;  for  as  to  the  rest,  I am  an 
honest  moral  man,  as  all  who  know 
me  can  testify. 

And  what,  after  all,  would  this 
lady  deserve  if  she  has  deceived 
me  in  this  case?  For  did  she  not 
set  me  prancing  away  upon  Lord 
M.’s  best  nag,  to  Lady  Sarah’s, 
and  to  Lady  Betty’s  with  an  erect 
and  triumphing  countenance,  to 
shew  them  her  letter  to  me? 

And  let  me  tell  thee,  that  I have 
received  their  congratulations 
upon  it:  Well,  and  now,  cousin 
Lovelace,  cries  one;  Well,  and 
now,  cousin  Lovelace,  cries 
t’other,  I hope  you’ll  make  the 
best  of  husbands  to  so  excellent 
and  so  forgiving  a lady ! — And 
now  we  shall  soon  have  the  plea- 
sure of  looking  upon  you  as  a re- 
formed man!  added  one.  And 
now  we  shall  see  you  in  the  way 
we  have  so  long  wished  you  to  be 
in!  cried  the  other. 

My  cousins  Montague  also  have 
been,  ever  since,  rejoicing  in  the 
new  relationship.  Their  charm- 
ingcousin,  and  their  lovely  cousin ! 
at  every  word.  And  how  dearly 
they  will  love  her!  What  lessons 
they  will  take  from  her ! And  yet 
Charlotte,  who  pretends  to  have 
the  eye  of  an  eagle,  was  for  finding 
out  some  mystery  in  the  style  ana 
manner,  till  I overbore  her,  and 
laughed  her  out  of  it. 

As  for  Lord  M.  he  has  been  in 
hourly  expectation  of  being  sent 
to  with  proposals  of  one  sort  or 
other  from  tne  Harlowes : and  still 
will  have  it , that  such  proposals 
will  be  made  by  Colonel  Morden 
when  he  comes;  and  that  the 


Harlowes  only  put  on  a face  of 
irreconcileableness,  till  they  know 
jthe  issue  of  Morden’ s visit,  in 
[order  to  make  the  better  terms 
, with  us. 

Indeed , if  I had  not  undoubted 
[reason,  as  I said,  to  believe  the 
continuance  of  their  antipathy  to 
me , and  implacableness  to  her , I 
should  be  apt  to  think  there  might 
be  some  foundation  for  my  lord’s 
conjecture;  for  there  is  a cursed 
deal  of  low  cunning  in  all  that 
family,  except  in  the  angel  of  it; 
who  has  so  much  generosity  of 
soul,  that  she  despises  cunning, 
both  name  and  thing. 

What  I mean  by  all  this , is , to 
let  thee  see,  what  a stupid  figure  I 
shall  make  to  all  my  own  family, 
if  my  Clarissa  has  been  capable, 
as  Gulliver  in  his  abominable 
I Yahoo  story  phrases  it , of  saying 
the  thing  that  is  not.  By  my  soul, 
i Jack , if  it  were  only  that  I should 
be  outwitted  by  such  a novice  at 
plotting,  and  that  it  would  make 
me  look  silly  to  my  cousins  here, 
who  know  I value  myself  upon  my 
contrivances , it  would  vex  me  to 
the  heart ; and  I would  instantly 
clap  a feather-bed  into  a coach- 
and-six,  and  fetch  her  away,  sick 
[or  well,  and  marry  her  at  my 
' leisure. 

But  Colonel  Morden  is  come,  and 
I must  break  off. 

LETTER  LXXIX. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Monday  night,  Aug.  28. 

I doubt  you  will  be  all  im- 
patience, that  you  have  not  heard 
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from  me  since  mine  of  Thursday 
last.  You  would  be  still  more  so, 
if  you  knew  that  I had  by  me  a 
letter  ready  written. 

I went  early  yesterday  morning 
to  Epsom  ; and  found  every  thing 
disposed  according  to  the  direc- 
tions I had  left  on  Friday;  and  at 
night  the  solemn  office  was  per- 
formed. Tourville  was  there; 
and  behaved  very  decently,  and 
with  greater  concern  than  I 
thought  be  would  ever  have  ex- 
pressed for  any  body. 

Thomasine,  they  told  me,  in  a 
kind  of  disguise,  was  in  an  obscure 
pew,  out  of  curiosity  (for  it  seems 
she  was  far  from  shewing  any 
tokens  of  grief)  to  see  the  last 
office  performed  for  the  man  whose 
heart  she  had  so  largely  contri- 
buted to  break. 

I was  obliged  to  stay  till  this 
afternoon  to  settle  several  ne- 
cessary matters,  and  to  direct  in- 
ventories to  be  taken,  in  order  for 
appraisement ; for  every  thing  is 
to  be  turned  into  money,  by  his 
will.  I presented  his  sister  with 
the  hundred  guineas  the  poor  man 
left  me  as  his  executor,  and  desired 
her  to  continue  in  the  house,  and 
take  the  direction  of  every  thing, 
till  I could  hear  from  his  nephew 
at  Antigua,  who  is  heir  at  law.  He 
had  left  her  but  fifty  pounds, 
although  he  knew  her  indigence ; 
and  that  it  was  owing  to  a vile 
husband,  and  not  to  herself  that 
she  teas  indigent. 

The  poor  man  left  about  two 
hundred  pounds  in  money;  and 
two  hundred  pounds  in  two  East 
India  bonds ; and  I will  contrive, , 


if  I can,  to  make  up  the  poor 
woman’s  fifty  pounds,  and  my 
hundred  guineas,  two  hundred 
pounds  to  her;  and  then  she  will 
have  some  little  matter  coming  in 
certain,  which  I will  oblige  her  to 
keep  out  of  the  hands  of  a son, 
who  has  completed  that  ruin  which 
his  father  had  very  near  effected. 

I gave  Tourville  his  twenty 
pounds,  and  will  send  you  and 
Mowbray  yours  by  the  first  order. 

And  so  much  for  poor  Belton’s 
affairs  till  I see  you. 

I got  to  town  in  the  evening, 
and  went  directly  to  Smith’s.  1 
found  Mrs.  Lovick  and  Mrs.  Smith 
in  the  back  shop,  and  I saw  they 
had  been  both  in  tears.  They 
rejoiced  to  see  me,  however:  and 
told  me,  that  the  doctor  and  Mr. 
Goddard  were  but  just  gone;  as 
was  also  the  worthy  clergyman, 
who  often  comes  to  pray  by  her; 
and  all  three  were  of  opinion,  that 
she  would  hardly  live  to  see  the 
entrance  of  another  week.  I was 
not  so  much  surprised  as  grieved ; 
for  1 had  feared  as  much  when  I 
left  her  on  Saturday. 

1 sent  up  my  compliments;  and 
she  returned,  that  she  would  take 
it  for  a favour  if  I would  call  upon 
her  in  the  morning,  by  eight 
o’clock.  Mrs.  Lovick  told  me, 
that  she  had  fainted  away  on  Sa- 
turday, while  she  was  writing,  as 
she  had  done  likewise  the  day 
before;  and  having  received  be- 
nefit then  by  a little  turn  in  a 
chair,  she  was  carried  abroad 
again.  She  returned  somewhat 
better,  and  wrote  till  late ; yet  had 
, a pretty  good  night;  and  went  to 
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Covent-Garden  churph  in  the 
morning:  but  came  home  so  ill, 
that  she  was  obliged  to  lie  down. 

When  she  arose,  seeing  how 
much  grieved  Mrs.  Lovick  and 
Mrs.  Smith  were  for  her,  she  made 
apologies  for  the  trouble  she  gave 
them — You  were  happy,  said  she, 
before  I came  hither.  It  was  a 
cruel  thing  in  me  to  come  amongst 
honest  strangers,  and  to  be  sick 
and  die  with  you. 

When  they  touched  upon  the 
irreconcileableness  of  her  friends, 
I have  had  ill  offices  done  me  to 
them,  said  she,  and  they  do  not 
know  how  ill  I am ; nor  will  they 
believe  any  thing  I should  write. 
But  yet  I cannot  sometimes  for- 
bear thinking  it  a little  hard,  that 
out  of  bo  many  near  and  dear 
friends  as  I have  living,  not  one  of 
them  will  vouchsafe  to  look  upon 
me.  No  old  servant,  no  old  friend, 
proceeded  she,  to  be  permitted  to 
come  near  me,  without  being  sure 
of  incurring  displeasure ! And  to 
have  such  a great  work  to  go 
through  by  myself,  a young  crea- 
ture as  I am,  and  to  have  every 
thing  to  think  of  as  to  my  tem- 
poral matters,  and  to  order,  to  my 
very  interment!  No  dear  mother, 
said  the  sweet  sufferer,  to  pray  by 
me  and  bless  me ! — No  kind  sister 
to  sooth  and  comfort  me ! — But 
come,  recollected  she,  how  do  I 
know  but  all  is  for  the  best  — if  I 
can  but  make  a right  use  of  my 
discomforts:  — pray  for  me,  Mrs. 
Lovick  — pray  for  me,  Mrs.  Smith, 
that  I may  — I have  great  need 
of  your  prayers  — this  cruel  man 
has  discomposed  me.  His  persecu- 


tions have  given  me  a pain  jnst 
here  — [putting  her  hand  to  her 
heart]  what  a step  has  he  made 
me  take  to  avoid  nim  — who  can 
touch  pitch , and  not  be  defiled  ? He 
has  made  a bad  spirit  take  pos- 
session of  me,  I think  — broken 
in  upon  all  my  duties.  And  will 
not  yet,  I doubt,  let  me  be  at  rest. 
Indeed  he  is  very  cruel — but,  this 
is  one  of  my  trials,  I believe.  By 
God’s  grace,  1 shall  be  easier  to- 
morrow, and  especially  if  I have 
no  more  of  his  tormentings , and  if 
I can  get  a tolerable  night.  And 
I will  sit  up  till  eleven,  that  I 
may. 

She  said,  that  though  this  was 
so  heavy  a day  with  her,  she  was 
at  other  times,  within  these  few 
days  past  especially,  blessed  with 
bright  hours;  and  particularly, 
that  she  had  now-and-then  such 
joyful  assurances  (which  she  hoped 
were  not  presumptuous  ones)  that 
God  would  receive  her  to  his 
mercy,  that  she  could  hardly 
contain  herself,  and  was  ready  to 
think  herself  above  this  earth 
while  she  was  in  it:  and  what, 
inferred  she  to  Mrs.  Lovick,  must 
be  the  state  itself,  the  very  aspi- 
rations after  which  have  often  cast 
a beamy  light  through  the  thickest 
darkness,  and  when  I have  been 
at  the  lowest  ebb,  have  dispelled 
the  black  clouds  of  despondency ! 
— as  I hope  they  soon  will  this 
spirit  of  repining. 

She  had  a pretty  good  night,  it 
seems ; and  this  morning  went  in 
a chair  to  St.  Dunstan’s  church. 

The  chairman  told  Mrs.  Smith, 
that  after  prayers  (for  she  did  not 
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return  till  between  nine  and  ten)  she  had  been  on  either  of  the  two 
they  carried  her  to  a house  in  preceding  days;  and  that  she  said 
Fleet  Street,  whither  they  never  to  Mrs.  Lovick  and  Mrs.  Smith,  as 
waited  on  her  before.  And  where  she  went  into  the  chair,  I have 
dost  think  this  was?  — Why  to  a good  deal  to  answer  for  to  you, 
an  undertaker’s!  Good  heaven!  my  good  friends,  for  my  vapourish 
what  a woman  is  this!  She  went  conversation  of  last  night, 
into  the  back  shop,  and  talked  If,  Mrs.  Lovick,  said  she,  smiling, 
with  the  master  of  it  about  half  an  I have  no  new  matters  to  dis^ 


hour,  and  came  from  him  with 


great  serenity;  he  waiting  upon 
er  to  her  chair  with  a respectful  i 
countenance,  but  full  of  curiosity 
and  seriousness. 


’ Tis  evident,  that  she  then  went 
to  bespeak  her  house  that  she 
talked  of*  — As  soon  as  you  can , 
sir,  were  her  words  to  him  as  she 
got  into  the  chair.  Mrs.  Smith 
told  me  this  with  the  same  surprise 
and  grief  that  I heard  it. 

She  was  very  ill  in  the  afternoon, 
having  got  cold  either  at  St.  Dun- 
stan’s,  or  at  chapel,  and  sent  for 
the  clergyman  to  pray  by  her;  and 
the  women,  unknown  to  her,  sent 
both  for  Dr.  H.  and  Mr.  Goddard; 
who  were  just  gone,  as  I told  you, 
when  I came  to  pay  my  respects 
to  her  this  evening. 

And  thus  have  1 recounted  from 
the  good  women  what  passed  to 
this  night  since  my  absence. 

I long  for  to-morrow,  that  I may 
see  her:  and  yet  ’tis  such  a me- 
lancholy longing,  as  I never  ex- 
perienced, and  know  not  how  to 
describe. 

Tuesday,  August  29. 

I was  at  Smith’s  at  half  an  hour 
after  seven.  They  told  me  that 
the  lady  was  gone  in  a chair  to  St. 
Dunstan’s;  but  was  better  than 
, * See  p.  158. 


compose  me,  I believe  my  spirits 
will  hold  out  purely. 

She  returned  immediately  after 
prayers. 

Mr.  Belford,  said  she,  as  she 
entered  the  back  shop  where  I was, 
(and  upon  my  approaching  her)  I 
am  very  glad  to  see  you.  You  have 
been  performing  for  your  poor 
friend  a kind  last  office.  ’Tis  not 
long  ago  since  you  did  the  same 
for  a near  relation.  Is  it  not  a 
little  hard  upon  you,  that  these 
troubles  should  fall  so  thick  to 
your  lot  V But  they  are  charitable 
offices:  and  it  is  a praise  to  your 
humanity,  that  poor  dying  people 
know  not  where  to  choose  so 
well. 

I told  her  I was  sorry  to  hear 
she  had  been  so  ill  since  I had  the 
honour  to  attend  her;  but  rejoiced 
to  find,  that  now  she  seemed  a 
good  deal  better. 

It  will  be  sometimes  better,  and 
sometimes  worse,  replied  she,  with 

Eoor  creatures,  when  they  are 
alancing  between  life  and  death. 
But  no  more  of  these  matters  just 
now.  I hope,  sir,  you’ll  breakfast 
with  me.  I was  quite  vapourish 
yesterday.  I had  a very  bad  spirit 
upon  me.  Had  I not,  Mrs.  Smith? 
But  I hope  I shall  be  no  more  so. 
And  to-day  I am  perfectly  serene. 
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This  day  rises  upon  me  as  if  it 
would  be  a bright  one. 

She  desired  me  to  walk  up,  and 
invited  Mr.  Smith  and  his  wife, 
and  Mrs.  Lovick  also,  to  breakfast 
with  her.  I was  better  pleased 
with  her  liveliness  than  with  her 
looks. 

The  good  people  retiring  after 
breakfast,  the  following  conver- 
sation passed  between  us : 

Pray,  sir,  let  me  ask  you,  said 
she,  if  you  think  I may  promise 
myself  that  I shall  be  no  more  mo- 
lested by  your  friend? 

I hesitated:  for  how  could  I 
answer  for  such  a man? 

What  shall  I do  if  he  comes 
again?  — You  see  how  I am.  — 
I cannot  fly  from  him  now.  — If 
he  has  any  pity  left  for  the  poor 
creature  whom  he  has  thus  re- 
duced, let  him  not  come.  — But 
have  you  heard  from  him  lately  ? 
And  will  he  come? 

I hope  not,  madam.  I have  not 
heard  from  him  since  Thursday 
last,  that  he  went  out  of  town,  re- 
joicing in  the  hopes  your  letter 
gave  him  of  a reconciliation  be- 
tween your  friends  and  you,  and 
that  he  might  in  good  time  see 
you  at  your  fathers;  and  he  is 
gone  down  to  give  all  his  friends 
joy  of  the  news,  and  is  in  high 
spirits  upon  it. 

Alas  for  me ! I Bhall  then  surely 
have  him  come  up  to  persecute  me 
again!  As  soon  as  he  discovers 
that  that  was  only  a stratagem  to 
keep  him  away,  he  will  come  up; 
and  who  knows  but  even  now  he  is 
upon  the  road?  I thought  I was 
so  bad,  that  I should  have  been 


out  of  his  and  every  body’s  way 
before  now;  for  I expected  not, 
that  this  contrivance  would  serve 
me  above  two  or  three  days;  and 
by  this  time  he  must  have  found 
out,  that  I am  not  so  happy  as  to 
have  any  hope  of  a reconciliation 
with  my  family;  and  then  he  will 
come,  if  it  be  only  in  revenge  for 
what  he  will  think  a deceit,  but  is 
not,  I hope,  a wicked  one. 

1 believe  I looked  surprised,  to 
hear  her  confess  that  her  letter 
was  a stratagem  only;  for  she  said. 
You  wonder,  Mr.  Belford,  I ob- 
serve, that  I could  be  guilty  of  such 
an  artifice.  I doubt  it  is  not  right: 
it  was  done  in  a hurry  of  spirits. 
How  could  I see  a man  who  had 
so  mortally  injured  me;  yet,  pre- 
tending sorrow  for  his  crimes,  (and 
wanting  to  see  me)  could  behave 
with  so  much  shocking  levity,  as 
he  did,  to  the  honest  people  of  the 
| house?  Yet’tis  strange  too,  that 
neither  you  nor  he  found  out  my 
meaning  on  perusal  of  my  letter. 
You  have  seen  what  I wrote,  no 
doubt? 

I have , madam.  And  then  I 
began  to  account  for  it  as  an  m- 
nocent  artifice. 

Thus  far,  indeed,  6ir,  it  is  inno- 
cent, that  1 meant  him  no  hurt,  and 
had  a right  to  the  effect  I hoped 
for  from  it;  and  he  had  none  to  in- 
vade me.  But  have  you,  sir,  that 
letter  of  his,  in  which  he  gives  you 
(as  I suppose  he  does)  the  copy  of 
mine? 

1 have,  madam,  and  pulled  it  out 
of  my  letter-case:  but  hesitating 
— Nay,  sir,  said  she,  be  pleased 
; to  read  my  letter  to  yourself  — 
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I desire  not  to  see  his  — and  see  if  soon  see,  sir,  that  it  is  the  crudest 
you  can  be  longer  a stranger  to  a letter  she  ever  wrote  me. 
meaning  so  obvious.  | And  then  she  expressed  a deep 

I reaa  it  to  myself  — Indeed,  concern  for  what  might  be  the 
madam , I can  find  nothing  but  consequence  of  Col.  Morden’s  in- 
that  you  are  going  down  to  Har-  tefaded  visit  to  you ; and  besought 
lowe  Place,  to  be  reconciled  to  me,  that  if  now,  or  at  any  time 
your  father,  and  other  friends:  hereafter,  I had  opportunity  to 
and  Mr.  Lovelace  presumed , that  prevent  any furthermischief,with- 
a letter  from  your  sister,  which  he  out  detriment  or  danger  to  my- 
saw  brought  when  he  was  at  Mr.  self,  I would  do  it. 

Smith’s , gave  you  the  welcome  I assured  her  of  the  most  parti- 
news  of  it.  i cular  attention  to  this  and  to  all 

She  then  explained  all  to  me,  her  commands;  and  that  in  a man- 
and  that,  as  1 may  say,  in  six  ner  so  agreeable  to  her,  that  she 
words  — a religious  meaning  is  invoked  a blessing  upon  me  for 
couched  under  it,  and  that’s  the  | my  goodness,  as  she  called  it , to  a 
reason  that  neither  you  nor  I could  desolate  creature,  who  suffered 
find  it  out.  under  the  worst  of  orphanage;  those 

“Read  but  for  my  father's  house , were  her  words. 
heaven , said  she,  and  for  the  inter-  She  then  went  back  to  her  first 

position  of  my  dear  blessed  friend,  subject,  her  uneasiness  for  fear  of 
suppose  the  me<fcaf  ton  of  my  Saviour  your  molesting  her  again;  and 
(which  I humbly  rely  upon)  ; and  said,  If  you  have  any  influence 
all  the  rest  of  the  letter  will  be  over  him , Mr.  Belford , prevail 
accounted  for.”  I hope  (repeated  upon  him,  that  he  will  give  me  the 
she)  that  it  is  a pardonable  artifice,  assurance,  that  the  short  re- 
But  I am  afraid  it  is  not  strictly  mainder  of  my  time  shall  be  all 
right.  ! my  own.  I have  need  of  it.  In- 

I read  it  so,  and  stood  astonished  deed  I have.  Why  will  he  wish 
for  a minute  at  her  invention , her  to  interrupt  me  in  my  duty?  Has 
piety,  her  charity,  and  at  thine  he  not  punished  me  enough  for 
and  mine  own  stupidity,  to  be  thus  my  preference  of  him  to  all  his 
taken  in.  !sex?  Has  he  not  destroyed  my 

And  now,  thou  vile  Lovelace,  fame  and  my  fortune?  And  will 
what  hast  thou  to  do  (the  lady  all  not  his  causeless  vengeance  upon 
consistent  with  herself,  and  no  me  be  complete,  unless  he  ruin  my 
hopes  left  for  thee)  but  to  hang,  soul  too?— Excuse  me,  sir, for  this 
drown , or  shoot  tnyself , for  an  vehemence ! But,  indeed,  it  greatly 
outwitted  boaster?  \ imports  me,  to  know  that  I shall 

My  surprise  being  a little  over,  be  no  more  disturbed  by  him.  And 
she  proceeded:  As  to  the  letter  yet,  with  all  this  aversion,  I would 
that  came  from  my  sister  while  sooner  give  way  to  his  visit,  though 
your  friend  was  here , you  will  I were  to  expire  the  moment  I saw 
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him , than  to  be  the  cause  of  any  approach  her,  I cannot  but  look 
fatal  misunderstanding  between  upon  her,  as  one  just  entering  into 
you  and  him.  a companionship  with  saints  and 

I assured  her,  that  I would  make  angels.  This  thought  so  wholly 
such  a representation  of  the  mat-  possessed  me , that  I could  not 
ter  to  you , and  of  the  state  of  her  help  begging,  as  I went  away,  her 
health,  that  I would  undertake  to  prayers  and  her  blessing;  with  the 
answer  for  you , that  you  would  not  reverence  due  to  an  angel, 
attempt  to  come  near  her.  In  the  evening , she  was  so  low 

And  for  this  reason,  Lovelace,  and  weak,  that  I took  myjeave  of 
do  I lay  the  whole  matter  before  her  in  less  than  a quarter  of  an 
you,  and  desire  you  will  authorize  hour.  I went  directly  home, 
me,  as  soon  as  this,  and  mine  of  Where,  to  the  pleasure  and  wonder 
Saturday  last,  come  to  your  hands,  of  my  cousin  and  her  family,  I now 
to  dissipate  her  fears.  pass  many  honest  evenings : which 

This  gave  her  a little  satisfac-  they  impute  to  your  being  out  of 
tion ; and  then  she  said , that  had  town. 

I not  told  her,  that  I could  promise  I shall  dispatch  my  packet  to- 

for  you,  she  was  determined,  ill  as  morrow  morning  early,  hy  my  own 
she  is,  to  remove  somewhere  out  servant,  to  make  thee  amends  for 
of  my  knowledge , as  well  as  out  the  suspense  I must  have  kept  thee 
of  yours.  And  yet,  to  have  been  in:  thou’lt  thank  me  for  that,  I 
obliged  to  leave  people  I am  but  hope;  but  wilt  not,  1 am  sure,  for 
just  got  acquainted  with , said  the  sending  thy  servant  back  without 
poor  lady,  and  to  have  died  among  a letter. 

perfect  strangers , would  have  I long  for  the  particulars  of  the 
completed  my hardships.  conversation  between  you  and  Mr. 

This  conversation , I found , as  Morden : the  lady,  as  I have  hinted, 
well  from  the  length,  as  the  nature  is  full  of  apprehensions  about  it. 
of  it,  had  fatigued  her ; and  seeing  Send  me  back  this  packet  when 
her  change  colour  once  or  twice,  perused ; for  I have  not  had  either 
I made  that  my  excuse , and  took  time  or  patience  to  take  a copy  of 
leave  of  her:  desiring  her  permis-  it.  — And  1 beseech  you,  enable 
sion,  however,  to  attend  her  in  the  me  to  make  good  my  engagements 
evening,  and  as  often  as  possible;  to  the  poor  lady,  that  you  will  not 
for  I could  not  help  telling  her,  invade  her  again, 
that  every  time  I saw  her,  1 more 

and  more  considered  her  as  a bea-  letter  lxxx. 

tified  spirit , and  as  one  sent  from  Mr  Bolford  t0  Kobert  LoveUce,  Esq. 
heaven  to  draw  me  after  her,  out 

of  the  miry  gulf  in  which  I had  Wednesday,  Aug.  so. 

been  so  long  immersed.  I have  a conversation  to  give 

And  laugh  at  me,  if  thou  wilt;  you,  that  passed  between  this  ad- 
but  it  is  true:  that  every  time  I mirable  lady  and  Dr.  H.  which 
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will  furnish  a new  instance  of  the 
calmness  and  serenity  with  which 
she  can  talk  of  death,  and  prepare 
for  it,  as  if  it  were  an  occurrence 
as  familiar  to  her  as  dressing  and 
undressing. 

As  soon  as  I had  dispatched  my 
servant  to  you  with  my  letter  of 
the  26th,  28th,  and  yesterday  the 
29th,  I went  to  pay  my  duty  to 
her,  and  had  the  pleasure  to  find 
her,  after  a tolerable  night,  pretty 
lively  and  cheerful.  She  was  but 
just  returned  from  her  usual  de- 
votions. And  Doctor  H.  alighted 
as  she  entered  the  door. 

After  inquiring  how  she  did, 
and  hearing  her  complaints  of 
shortness  of  breath,  (which  she 
attributed  to  inward  decay,  preci- 
pitated by  her  late  harasses,  as 
well  from  her  friends  as  from  you) 
he  was  for  advising  her  to  go  into 
the  air. 

What  will  that  do  for  me?  said 
she:  tell  me  truly,  good  sir,  with  a 
cheerful  aspect,  (you  know  you 
cannot  disturb  me  by  it)  whether 
now  you  do  not  put  on  the  tr?/e 
physician;  and,  despairing  that 
any  thing  in  medicine  will  help 
me,  advise  me  to  the  air,  as  the 
last  resource?  — Can  you  think 
the  air  will  avail  in  such  a malady 
as  mine? 

He  was  silent. 

I ask,  said  she,  because  my 
friends  (who  will  possibly  some 
time  hence  inquire  after  the  means 
I used  for  my  recovery)  may  be 
satisfied  that  I omitted  nothing 
which  so  worthy  and  so  skilful  a 
physician  prescribed. 

The  air,  madam,  may  possibly 


help  the  difficulty  of  breathing, 
which  has  so  lately  attacked  you. 

But,  sir,  you  see  how  weak  I am. 
You  must  see  that  I have  been 
consuming  from  day  to  day ; and 
now,  if  I can  judge  by  what  I feel 
in  myself,  putting  her  hand  to  her 
heart,  I cannot  continue  long.  If 
the  air  would  very  probably  add 
to  my  days,  though  I am  far  from 
being  desirous  to  have  them  leng- 
thened, I would  go  into  it;  and 
the  rather,  as  I know  Mrs.  Lovick* 
would  kindly  accompany  me.  But 
if  I were  to  be  at  the  trouble  of 
removing  into  new  lodgings,  (a 
trouble  which  I think  now  would 
be  too  much  for  me)  and  this  only 
to  die  in  the  country , 1 had  rather 
the  scene  were  to  be  shut  up  here. 
For  here  have  I meditated  the 
spot,  and  the  manner , and  every 
thing,  as  well  of  the  minutest  as 
of  the  highest  consequence,  that 
can  attend  the  solemn  moments. 
So,  doctor,  tell  me  truly,  may 
I stay  here,  and  be  clear  of 
any  imputations  of  curtailing, 
through  wilfulness  or  impatience, 
or  through  resentments,  which  1 
hope  I am  got  above,  a life  that 
might  otherwise  be  prolonged?  — 
T ell  me , sir ; you  are  not  talking 
to  a coward  in  this  respect;  in- 
deed you  are  not!  — Unaffectedly 
smiling. 

The  doctor,  turning  to  me,  was 
at  a loss  what  to  say,  lifting  up 
his  eyes  only  in  admiration  of 
her. 

Never  had  any  patient,  said  she, 
a more  indulgent  and  more  humane 
physician  — but  since  you  are 
loth  to  answer  my  question  di- 
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rectly,  I will  put  it  in  other  words 
— you  don’t  enjoin  me  to  go  into 
the  air,  doctor,  do  you? 

I do  not , madam.  Nor  do  I now 
visit  you  as  a physician ; but  as  a 
person  whose  conversation  I ad- 
mire , and  whose  sufferings  I con- 
dole. And  to  explain  myself  more 
directly,  as  to  the  occasion  of  this 
day’s  visit  in  particular,  I must 
tell  you,  madam,  that,  under- 
standing how  much  you  suffer  by 
the  displeasure  of  your  friends; 
and  having  no  doubt , but  that  if 
they  knew  the  way  you  are  in, 
they  would  alter  their  conduct  to 
you;  and  believing  it  must  cut 
them  to  the  heart,  when,  too  late, 
they  shall  be  informed  of  every 
thing ; I have  resolved  to  apprise 
them  by  letter  (stranger  as  I am 
to  their  persons)  how  necessary  it 
is  for  some  of  them  to  attend  you 
very  speedily.  For  their  sakes, 
madam,  let  me  press  for  your  ap- 
probation of  this  measure. 

She  paused;  and  at  last  said, 
This  is  kind,  very  kind  in  you,  sir. 
But  I hope  that  you  do  not  think 
me  so  perverse , and  so  obstinate, 
as  to  have  left  till  now  any  means 
unessayed,  which  I thought  likely 
to  move  my  friends  in  my  favour. 
But , doctor , I should  now  be  too 
much  disturbed  at  their  grief,  if 
they  were  any  of  them  to  come  or 
to  send  to  me:  and  perhaps,  if  1 
found  they  still  loved  me,  wish  to 
live;  and  so  should  quit  unwil- 
lingly that  life,  which  I am  now 
really  fond  of  quitting,  and  hope 
to  quit , as  becomes  a person  who 
has  had  such  a weaning  time  as  I 
have  been  favoured  with. 


I hope,  madam,  said  I,  you  are 
not  so  near  as  you  apprehend , to 
that  deplorable  catastrophe  you 
hint  at  with  such  an  amazing  pre- 
sence of  mind.  And  therefore  I 
presume  to  second  the  doctor’s 
motion,  if  it  were  only  for  the 
sake  of  your  father  and  mother, 
that  they  may  have  the  satisfac- 
tion, if  they  must  lose  you,  to 
think , they  were  first  reconciled 
to  you. 

It  is  very  kindly,  very  humanely 
considered , said  she.  But  if  you 
think  me  not  so  very  near  my  last 
hour;  let  me  desire  this  may  be 
postponed  till  I see  what  effect  my 
cousin  Morden’s  mediation  may 
have.  Possibly  he  may  vouchsafe 
to  make  me  a visit  yet,  after  his 
intended  interview  with  Mr.  Love- 
lace is  over;  of  which,  perhaps, 
Mr.  Belford,your  next  letters  may 
give  an  account?  I hope  it  will 
not  be  a fatal  one  to  any  body. 
Will  you  promise  me,  doctor, 
to  forbear  writing  for  two  days 
only,  and  I will  communicate  to 
you  any  thing  that  occurs  in  that 
time;  and  then  you  shall  take 
your  own  way?  Meantime,  I re- 
peat my  thanks  for  your  goodness 
tome. — Nay,  dear  doctor,  hurry 
not  away  from  me  so  precipitately 
[for  he  was  going,  for  fear  of  an 
offered  fee] : I will  no  more  affront 
you  with  tenders  that  have  pained 
ou  for  some  time  past:  aud  since 

must  now,  from  this  kindly  of- 
fered favour,  look  upon  you  only 
as  a friend,  I will  assure  you 
henceforth,  that  I will  give  you  no 
more  uneasiness  on  that  head: 
and  now,  sir,  I know  I shall  have 
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the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  oftener  take  a journey  into  a country 
than  heretofore.  they  never  travelled  to  before, 

The  worthy  gentleman  was  that  inquires  not  iuto  the  difficul- 
pleasedwith  this  assurance,  tell-  ties  of  the  road,  and  what  accom- 
ingher,  that  he  had  always  come  modations  are  to  be  expected  in 
to  see  her  with  great  pleasure,  but  the  way? 

parted  with  her,  on  the  account  I gave  her  a brief  account  of  the 

she  hinted  at,  with  as  much  pain ; poor  man’s  terrors  and  unwilling- 
and  that  he  should  not  have  for-  ness  to  die:  and  when  I had  done: 
borne  to  double  his  visits,  could  Thus,  Mr.  Belford,  said  she,  must 
he  have  had  this  kind  assurance  it  always  be  with  poor  souls,  who 
as  early  as  he  wished  for  it.  have  never  thought  of  their  long 

There  are  few  instances  of  like  voyage  till  the  moment  they  are 
disinterestedness,  I doubt,  in  this  to  embark  for  it. 
tribe.  Till  now  I always  held  it  She  made  such  other  obserya- 
for  gospel,  that  friendship  and phy-  tions  upon  this  subject,  as,  coming 
sician  were  incompatible  things ; from  the  mouth  of  a person  who 
and  little  imagined,  that  a man  of  will  so  soon  be  a companion  for 
medicine,  when  he  had  given  over  angels,  I shall  never  forget.  And 
his  patient  to  death,  would  think  indeed,  when  I went  home,  that  I 
of  any  visits  but  those  of  cere-  might  engraft  them  the  better  on 
mony,  that  he  might  stand  well  my  memory,  I entered  them  down 
with  the  family,  against  it  came  in  writing:  but  1 will  not  let  you 
to  their  turns  to  go  through  his  see  them,  until  you’are  in  a frame 
turnpike.  more  proper  to  benefit  by  them, 

After  the  doctor  was  gone,  she  than  you  are  likely  to  be  in  one 
fell  into  a very  serious  discourse  while. 

of  the  vanity  of  life,  and  the  wis-  Thus  far  I had  written,  when 
dom  of  preparing  for  death,  while  the  unexpected  early  return  of  my 
health  and  strength  remained,  j servant  with  your  packet  (yours 
and  before  the  infirmities  of  body  and  he  meeting  at  Slough,  and 
impaired  the  faculties  of  the  exchanging  letters)  obliged  me  to 
mind,  and  disabled  them  from  leave  off  to  give  its  contents  a 
acting  with  the  necessary  efficacy  reading.  — Here,  therefore,  1 
and  clearness:  the  whole  ealeu-  close  this  letter, 
lated  for  every  one’s  meridian, 

but  particularly,  as  it  was  easy  to  letter  lxxxi. 

observe,  for  thine  and  mine.  Mr  Love]aco  t0  John  Belfordi  Esq. 

She  was  very  curious  to  know 

further  particulars  of  the  be-  Tuesday  morning,  Aug.  29. 

haviour  of  poor  Belton  in  his  last  Now,  Jack , will  I give  thee  an 
moments.  V ou  must  not  wonder  account  of  what  passed  on  occa- 
at  my  inquiries,  Mr.  Belford,  said  sion  of  the  visit  made  us  by  Col. 
she ; for  who  is  it  that  is  to  under-  j Morden. 
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He  came  on  horseback,  at- 
tended by  one  servant;  and  Lord 
M.  received  him,  as  a relation  of 
Miss  Harlowe’s,  with  the  highest 
marks  of  civility  and  respect. 

After  some  general  talk  of  the 
times,  and  of  the  weather,  and 
such  nonsense  as  Englishmen  ge- 
nerally make  their  introductory 
topics  to  conversation,  the  colonel 
addressed  himself  to  Lord  M.  and 
to  me,  as  follows  : 

I need  not,  my  lord,  and  Mr. 
Lovelace,  as  you  kuow  the  rela- 
tion I bear  to  the  Harlowe  family, 
make  any  apology  for  entering 
upon  a subject,  which,  on  account 
or  that  relation,  you  must  think 
is  the  principal  reason  of  the 
honour  I have  done  myself  in  this 
visit. 

Miss  Harlowe,  Miss  Clarissa 
Harlowe’s  affair,  said  Lord  M. 
with  his  usual  forward  bluntness. 
That,  sir,  is  what  you  mean.  She 
is,  by  all  accounts,  the  most  excel 
lent  woman  in  the  world. 

I am  glad  to  hear  that  is  your 
lordship’s  opinion  of  her.  It  is 
every  one’s. 

It  is  not  only  my  opinion,  Col. 
Morden  (proceeded  the  prating 
peer)  but  it  is  the  opinion  of  all  my 
family:  of  my  sisters,  of  my 
nieces,  and  of  Mr.  Lovelace  him- 
self. 

Col.  Would  to  heaven  it  had  al- 
ways been  Mr.  Lovelace’s  opinion 
of  her! 

Lovel.  You  have  been  out  of 
England,  colonel,  a good  many 
years.  Perhaps  you  are  not  yet 
fully  apprized  of  all  the  particu- 
lars of  this  case. 


Col.  I have  been  out  of  Eng- 
land, sir,  about  seven  years.  My 
cousin  Clary  was  then  about  twelve 
years  of  age : but  never  was  there 
at  twenty  so  discreet,  so  prudent, 
and  so  excellent  a creature.  All 
that  knew  her,  or  saw  her,  ad- 
mired her.  Mind  and  person, 
never  did  I see  such  promises  of 

ferfection  in  any  young  lady : and 
am  told,  nor  is  it  to  be  wondered 
at,  that  as  she  advanced  to  matu- 
rity, she  more  than  justified  and 
made  good  those  promises.  — 
Then  as  to  fortune  — what  her 
father,  what  her  uncles,  and  what 
I myself,  intended  to  do  for  her, 
besides  what  her  grandfather  had 
done  — there  is  not  a finer  fortune 
in  the  countv. 

Lovel.  All  this,  colonel,  and 
more  than  this,  is  Miss  Clarissa 
Harlowe;  and  had  it  not  been  for 
the  implacableness  and  violence 
of  her  family  (all  resolved  to  push 
her  upon  a match  as  unworthy  of 
her,  as  hateful  to  her)  she  had  still 
been  happy. 

Col.  1 own,  Mr.  Lovelace,  the 
truth  of  what  you  observed  just 
now,  that  I am  not  thoroughly  ac- 
quainted with  all  that  has  passed 
between  you  and  my  cousin.  But 

Eermit  me  to  say,  that  when  I first 
eard,  that  you  made  your  ad- 
dresses to  her,  I knew  but  of  one 
objection  against  you.  That,  in- 
deed, a very  great  one:  and  upon 
a letter  sent  me,  1 gave  her  my 
free  opinion  upon  the  subject.* 
But  had  it  not  been  for  that,  I 
own,  that  in  my  private  mind 
there  could  not  have  been  a more 
* See  Vol.  II.  p.  247,  & seq. 
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suitable  match : for  you  are  a gal- 
lant gentleman,  graceful  in  your 
person,  easy  and  genteel  in  your 
deportment,  and  in  your  family, 
fortunes,  and  expectations,  happy 
as  a man  can  wish  to  be.  Tnen  j 
the  knowledge  I had  of  you  in 
Italy  (although,  give  me  leave  to 
say,  your  conduct  there  was  not 
wholly  unexceptionable)  con- 
vinces me  that  you  are  brave : and 
few  gentlemen  come  up  to  you  in 
wit  and  vivacity.  Your  education 
has  given  you  great  advantages; 
your  manners  are  engaging,  and 
you  have  travelled;  and  I lcnow, 
if  you’ll  excuse  me,  you  make 
better  observations  than  you  are 
governed  by.  All  these  qualifica- 
tions make  it  not  at  all  surprising, 
that  a young  lady  should  love 
you:  and  that  this  love,  joined  to 
that  indiscreet  warmth  wherewith 
ray  cousin’s  friends  would  have 
forced  her  inclinations  in  favour 
of  men  who  are  far  your  inferiors 
in  the  qualities  I have  named, 
should  throw  her  upon  your  pro- 
tection. But  then,  if  there  were 
these  two  strong  motives,  the  one 
to  induce,  the  other  to  impel  her, 
let  me  ask  you,  sir,  if  she  were  not 
doubly  entitled  to  generous  usage 
from  a man  whom  she  chose  for 
her  protector;  and  whom,  let  me 
take  the  liberty  to  say,  she  could 
so  amply  reward  for  the  protec- 
tion he  was  to  afford  her? 

Lovel.  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe 
was  entitled,  sir,  to  the  best  usage 
that  man  could  give  her.  I have 
uo  scruple  to  own  it.  I will  al- 
ways do  her  the  justice  that  she 
so  well  deserves.  I know  what 
Clarissa . IV. 


will  be  your  inference;  and  have 
only  to  say,  that  time  past  can- 
not be  recalled.  Perhaps  1 wish 
it  could. 

The  colonel,  then  in  a very 
| manly  strain,  set  forth  the  wicked- 
ness of  attempting  a woman  of 
virtue  and  character.  He  said 
that  men  had  generally  too  many 
advantages  from  the  weakness, 
credulity,  and  inexperience  of  the 
fair  sex : that  their  early  learning, 
which  chiefly  consisted  in  in- 
flaming novels,  and  idle  and  im- 
probable romances , contributed 
to  enervate  and  weaken  their 
minds:  that  his  cousin,  however, 
he  was  sure,  was  above  the  reach 
of  common  seduction,  and  not  to 
be  influenced  to  the  rashness  her 
parents  accused  her  of,  by  weaker 
motives  than  their  violence,  and 
the  most  solemn  promises  on  my 
part:  but,  nevertheless,  having 
those  motives  and  her  prudence 
(eminent  as  it  was)  being  rather 
the  effect  of  constitution  than  expe- 
rience, (a  fine  advantage,  however, 
he  said,  to  ground  anunblameable 
future  life  upon)  she  might  not  be 
apprehensive  of  bad  designs  in  a 
man  she  loved:  it  was  therefore,  a 
very  heinous  thing  to  abuse  the 
confidence  of  such  a woman. 

He  was  going  on  in  this  trite 
manner;  when,  interrupting  him, 
I said:  These  general  observa- 
tions, colonel,  suit  not  perhaps 
this  particular  case.  But  you 
yourself  are  a man  of  gallantry; 
and,  possibly,  were  you  to  be  put 
to  the  question,  might  not  be  able 
to  vindicate  every  action  of  your 
life,  any  more  than  I. 
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Col.  You  are  welcome,  sir,  to 
put  what  questions  you  please  to 
me.  And,  I thank  God,  I can 
both  own  and  be  ashamed  of  my 
errors. 

Lord  M.  looked  at  me;  but  as 
the  colonel  did  not  by  his  manner 
seem  to  intend  a reflection,  I had 
no  occasion  to  take  it  for  one; 
especially  as  I can  as  readily  own 
my  errors,  as  he  or  any  man,  can 
his,  whether  ashamed  of  them  or 
not. 

He  proceeded.  As  you  seem  to 
call  upon  me,  Mr.  Lovelace,  I will 
tell  you  (without  boasting  of  it) 
what  has  been  my  general  prac- 
tice, till  lately,  that 1 hope  1 have 
reformed  it  a good  deal. 

I have  taken  liberties,  which  the 
laws  of  morality  will  by  no  means 
justify;  and  once  I should  have 
"thought  myself  warranted  to  cut 
the  throat  of  any  young  fellow, 
who  should  make  as  free  with  a 
sister  of  mine,  as  I have  made 
with  the  sisters  and  daughters  of 
others.  But  then  I took  care 
never  to  promise  any  thing  I in- 
tended not  to  perform.  A modest 
ear  should  as  soon  have  heard 
downright  obscenity  from  my 
lips  as  matrimony,  it  I had  not  in- 
tended it.  Young  ladies  are  ge- 
nerally ready  enough  to  believe 
we  mean  honourably,  if  they  love 
us;  and  it  would  look  like  a 
strange  affront  to  their  virtue  and 
charms,  that  it  should  be  sup- 
posed needful  to  put  the  question 
whether,  in  your  address,  you 
mean  a wife.  But  when  once  a 
man  makes  a promise,  I think  it 
ought  to  be  performed;  and  a 


woman  is  well  warranted  to  ap- 
peal to  every  one  against  the  per- 
fidy of  a deceiver ; and  is  always 
sure  to  have  the  world  on  her 
side. 

Now,  Sir,  continued  he,  I be- 
lieve you  have  so  much  honour 
as  to  own,  that  you  could  not 
have  made  way  to  so  eminent 
a virtue , without  promising  mar- 
riage; and  that  very  explicitly 
and  solemnly  — 

I know  very  well,  colonel,  inter- 
rupted I , all  you  would  say.  You 
will  excuse  me,  I am  sure,  that 
1 break  in  upon  you , when  you 
find  it  is  to  answer  the  end  you 
drive  at. 

I own  to  you , then , that  I have 
acted  very  unworthily  by  Mis? 
Clarissa  Harlowe;  and  I’ll  tell 
you  further,  that  I heartily  repent 
of  my  ingratitude  and  baseness  to 
her.  Nay , I will  say  still  further, 
that  I am  so  grossly  culpable,  as 
to  her , that  even  to  plead,  that  the 
abuses  and  affronts  I daily  re- 
ceived from  her  implacable  rela- 
tions, were  in  any  manner  a pro- 
vocation to  me  to  act  vilely  by 
her,  would  be  a mean  and  low 
attempt  to  excuse  myself  — so 
low  and  so  mean , that  it  would 
doubly  condemn  me.  And  if  you 
can  say  worse,  speak  it. 

He  looked  upon  Lord  M.  and 
then  upon  me , two  or  three  times. 
And  my  lord  said,  My  nephew 
speaks  what  he  thinks,  i’ll  answer 
for  him. 

Lovel.  Ido,  sir;  and  what  can! 
say  more?  And  what  further,  in 
your  opinion,  can  be  done? 

Col.  Done!  sir?  Why,  sir,  [in 
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a haughty  tone  he  spoke]  I need 
not  tell  you  that  reparation  fol- 
lows repentance.  And  I hope 
you  make  no  scruple  of  justifying 
your  sincerity  as  to  the  one,  by 
the  other. 

I hesitated  (for  I relished  not 
the  manner  of  his  speech , and  his 
haughty  accent)  as  undetermined 
whether  to  take  proper  notice  of 
it  or  not. 

Col.  Let  me  put  this  question 
to  you , Mr.  Lovelace : is  it  true, 
as  I have  heard  it  is,  that  you 
would  marry  my  cousin,  if  she 
would  have  you?  — What  say 
you,  sir?  — 

This  wound  meup  a peg  higher. 

Lovel.  Some  questions,  as  they 
may  be  put,  imply  commands, 
colonel.  1 would  be  glad  to  know 
how  I am  to  take  yours.  And 
what  is  to  be  the  end  of  your 
interrogatories? 

Col.  Sly  questions  are  not  meant 
by  me  as  commands,  Mr.  Love- 
lace. The  end  is , to  prevail  upon 
a gentleman  to  act  like  a gen- 
tleman, and  a man  of  honour. 

Lovel.  ( briskly ) And  by  what 
arguments , sir , do  you  propose  to 
prevail  upon  me? 

Col.  By  what  arguments,  sir, 

fjrevail  upon  a gentleman  to  act 
ike  a gentleman!  — I am  sur- 
prised at  that  question  from  Mr. 
Lovelace. 

Lovel.  Why  so,  sir? 

Col.  Why  so,  sir  I ( angrily ) — 
Let  me  — 

Lovel.  ( interrupting ) I don’t 
choose,  colonel,  to  be  repeated 
upon  in  that  accent. 

Lord  M.  Come,  come,  gen- 


tlemen, I beg  of  you  to  be  willing 
to  understand  one  another.  You 
young  gentlemen  are  so  warm  — 
Col.  Not  I,  my  lord  — I am 
neither  very  young  nor  unduly 
warm.  Your  nephew,  my  lord, 
can  make  me  be  every  thing  he 
would  have  me  to  be. 

Lovel.  And  that  shall  be , what- 
ever you  please  to  be,  colonel. 

Col.  (fiercely)  The  choice  be 
yours,  Mr.  Lovelace.  Friend  or 
foe ! as  you  do  or  are  willing  to 
do  justice  to  one  of  the  finest 
women  in  the  world. 

Lord  M.  I guessed  from  both 
your  characters  what  would  be 
the  case  when  you  met.  Let  me 
interpose,  gentlemen,  and  beg 
you  Dut  to  understand  one  an- 
other. You  both  shoot  at  one  mark; 
and  if  you  are  patient,  will  both 
hit  it.  Let  me  beg  of  you,  colonel, 
to  give  no  challenges  — 

Col.  Challenges,  my  lord!  — 
They  are  things  I ever  was  readier 
to  accept  than  to  offer.  But  does 
your  lordship  think,  that  a man, 
so  nearly  related  as  I have  the 
honour  to  be  to  the  most  ac- 
complished woman  on  earth  — 
Lord  M.  ( interrupting ) We  all 
allow  the  excellencies  of  the  lady 
— and  we  shall  all  take  it  as 
the  greatest  honour  to  be  allied 
to  her  that  can  be  conferred 
upon  us. 

Col.  So  you  ought , my  lord  1 — 
A perfect  Chamont ! thought  I*. 
Lord  M.  So  we  ought , colonel ! 
And  so  we  do!  — And  pray  let 
every  one  do  as  he  ought!  — and 
no  more  than  he  ought;  and  you, 
* See  Otway's  Orphan. 
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Colonel,  let  me  tell  you,  will  not  Only,  only,  only,  stammered 
be  so  hasty.  the  agitated  peer,  these  young 

Lovel.  ( coolly ) Come,  come,  gentlemen  are,  are,  are,  are — 
Col.  Morden,  don’t  let  this  dis-  oreyoung  gentlemen,  that’s  all.— 
pute,  whatever  you  intend  to  Pray,  Colonel  Morden,  [who  again 
make  of  it,  go  further  than  with  entered  the  room  with  a sedater 
you  and  me.  You  deliver  your-  aspect]  let  this  cause  have  a fair 
self  in  very  high  terms.  Higher  trial,  I beseech  you. 
than  ever  I was  talked  to  in  my  Col.  With  all  my  heart,  my 
life.  But  here,  beneath  this  roof,  lord. 

it  would  be  inexcusable  for  me  to  Mowbray  whispered  me , What 
take  that  notice  of  it,  which  per-  is  the  cause,  Bob?  — Shall  1 take 
haps  it  would  become  me  to  take  the  gentleman  to  task  for  thee, 
elsewhere.  my  boy? 

Col.  This  is  spoken  as  I wish  Not  for  the  world , whispered! 

the  man  to  speak , whom  I should  The  colonel  is  a gentleman , and 
be  pleased  to  call  my  friend , if  all  I desire  you’ll  not  say  one  word, 
his  actions  were  of  a piece;  and  Well,  well,  well,  Bob,  I have 
as  I would  have  the  man  speak,  done.  I can  turn  thee  loose  to 
whom  1 would  think  it  worth  my  the  best  man  upon  God’s  earth; 
while  to  call  my  foe.  I love  a that’s  all,  Bob;  strutting  off  to  the 
man  of  spirit,  as  I love  my  soul,  other  end  of  the  room. 

But,  Mr.  Lovelace,  as  my  lord  Col.  I am  sorry,  my  lord,  I 
thinks  we  aim  at  one  mark,  let  me  should  give  your  lordship  the 
say , that  were  we  permitted  to  be  least  uneasiness.  I came  not  with 
alone  for  six  minutes,  I dare  say,  such  a design, 
we  should  soon  understand  one  Lord  M.  Indeed,  colonel,  I 
another  perfectly  well.  — And  he  thought  you  did , by  your  taking 
moved  to  the  door.  fire  so  quickly.  I am  glad  to  hear 

Lovel.  I am  entirely  of  your  you  say  you  did  not.  How  soon 
opinion,  sir;  and  will  attend  you.  a little  spark  kindles  into  aflame; 

My  lord  rung,  and  stept  be-  especially  when  it  meets  with 
tween  us:  Colonel,  return,  I be-  such  combustible  spirits! 
seech  you , return , said  he : for  he  Col.  If  I had  had  the  least 
had  stept  out  of  the  room , while  thought  of  proceeding  to  extremi- 
my  lord  held  me  — nephew , you  ties , I am  sure  Mr.  Lovelace 
shall  not  go  out.  would  have  given  me  the  honour 

The  bell  and  my  lord’s  raised  of  a meeting  where  I should  have 
voice  brought  in  Mowbray,  and  been  less  an  intruder : but  I came 
Clements,  my  lord’s  gentleman;  with  an  amicable  intention:  — to 
the  former  in  his  careless  way,  reconcile  differences , rather  than 
with  his  hands  behind  him,  What’s  to  widen  them, 
the  matter,  Bob?  What’s  the  Lovel.  Well,  then,  Co! Morden, 
matter,  my  lord?  let  us  enter  upon  the  subject  in 
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your  own  way.  I don’t  know  the 
man  I should  sooner  choose  to  be 
upon  terms  with , than  one  whom 
Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe  so  much 
respects.  Rut  I cannot  bear  to  be 
treated , either  in  word  or  accent, 
in  a menacing  way. 

Lord  M.  W ell , well , well , well, 
gentlemen,  this  is  somewhat  like. 
Angry  men  make  to  themselves  beds 
of  nettles,  and  when  they  lie  down 
in  them,  are  uneasy  with  every 
body.  But  I hope  you  are  friends. 
Let  me  hear  you  say  you  are.  I 
am  persuaded , colonel , that  you 
don’t  know  all  this  unhappy  story. 
You  don’t  know  how  desirous  my 
nephew  is , as  well  as  all  of  us , to 
have  this  matter  end  happily. 
You  don’t  know,  do  you,  colonel, 
that  Mr.  Lovelace , at  all  our  re- 
quests, is  disposed  to  marry  the 
lady? 

Col.  At  all  your  requests , my 
lord ! — I should  have  hoped,  that 
Mr.  Lovelace  was  disposed  to  do 
justice  for  the  sake  of  justice ; and 
when  at  the  same  time  the  doing 
of  justice  was  doing  himself  the 
highest  honour. 

Mowbray  lifted  up  his  before 
half-closed  eyes  to  the  colonel, 
and  then  glanced  them  upon  me. 

Lovel.  This  is  in  very  high 
language,  colonel. 

Mowbr.  By  my  soul,  I thought  so. 

Col.  High  language , Mr.  Love- 
lace ! Is  it  not  just  language? 

Lovel.  It  is,  colonel.  And  I 
think,  the  man  that  does  honour 
to  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe,  does  me 
honour.  But,  nevertheless,  there 
is  a manner  in  speaking,  that  may 
be  liable  to  exception,  where  the 


words,  without  that  manner,  can 
bear  none. 

Col.  Your  observation  in  the 
general  is  undoubtedly  just:  but 
if  you  have  the  value  for  my 
cousin,  that  you  say  you  have, 
you  must  needs  think  — 

Ijovel.  You  must  allow  me , sir, 
to  interrupt  you.  — If  I have  the 
value  I say  I have  — I hope , sir, 
when  I say  I have  that  value  there 
is  no  room  for  that  if,  pronounced 
as  you  pronounced  it  with  an 
emphasis? 

Col.  You  have  broken  in  upon 
me  twice , Mr.  Lovelace.  I am  as 
little  accustomed  to  be  broken  in 
upon  as  you  are  to  be  repealed 
upon. 

Lord  M.  Two  barrels  of  gun- 
powder by  my  conscience ! YVhat 
a devil  will  it  signify  talking,  if 
thus  you  are  to  blow  one  another 
up  at  every  wry  word? 

Lovel.  No  man  of  honour,  my 
lord,  will  be  easy  to  have  his 
veracity  called  in  question,  though 
but  by  implication. 

Col.  Had  you  heard  me  out, 
Mr.  Lovelace,  you  would  have 
found  that  my  if  was  rather  an  if 
of  inference,  than  of  doubt.  But 
’tis , really , a strange  liberty  gen- 
tlemen of  free  principles  take; 
who  at  the  same  time  that  they 
would  resent  unto  death  the  im- 
putation of  being  capable  of  tell- 
ing an  untruth  to  a man , will  not 
scruple  to  break  through  the  most 
solemn  oaths  and  promises  to  a wo- 
man. I must  assure  you,  Mr.  Love- 
lace, that  I always  made  a con- 
science of  my  vows  and  promises. 
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Lovel.  You  did  right,  colonel. 
But  let  me  tell  you,  sir,  that  you 
know  not  the  man  you  talk  to , if 
you  imagine  he  is  not  able  to  rise 
to  a proper  resentment,  when  he 
sees  his  generous  concessions 
taken  for  a mark  of  base- spirited- 
ness. 

Col.  ( warmly  and  with  a sneer) 
Far  be  it  from  me,  Mr.  Lovelace, 
to  impute  to  you  the  baseness  of 
spirit  you  speak  of;  for  what 
would  that  be,  but  to  imagine, 
that  a man  who  has  done  a very 
flagrant  injury,  is  not  ready  to 
shew  his  bravery  in  defending 
it  — 

Mowbr.  This  is  d— n’d  severe, 
colonel.  It  is,  by  Jove.  I could 
not  take  so  much  at  the  hands  of 
any  man  breeding , as  Mr.  Love- 
lace before  this  took  at  yours. 

Col.  Who  are  you,  sir?  What 
pretence  have  you  to  interpose  in 
a cause  where  there  is  an  acknow- 
ledged guilt  on  one  side , and  the 
honour  of  a considerable  family, 
wounded  in  the  tenderest  part  by 
that  guilt,  on  the  other? 

Mowbr.  ( whispering  to  the  colo- 
nel) My  dear  child,  you  will  oblige 
me  highly , if  you  will  give  me  the 
opportunity  of  answering  your 
question.  And  was  going  out. 

The  colonel  was  held  in  by  my 
lord.  And  I brought  in  Mow- 
bray. 

Col.  Pray,  my  good  lord,  let 
me  attend  this  ofhcious  gentleman, 
I beseech  you  do.  I will  wait  upon 
your  lordship  in  three  minutes, 
depend  upon  it. 

Lovel.  Mowbray,  is  this  acting 
like  a friend  by  me,  to  suppose 


me  incapable  of  answering  for 
myself?  And  shall  a man  of 
honour  and  bravery,  as  I know 
Colonel  Morden  to  be,  (rash  as 
perhaps  in  this  visit  he  has  shewn 
himself)  have  it  to  say,  that  he 
comes  to  my  Lord  M.’s  house,  in 
a manner  naked  as  to  attendants 
and  friends , and  shall  not  for  that 
reason  be  rather  borne  with  than 
insulted?  Thfti  moment,  my  dear 
Mowbray,  leave  us.  You  have 
really  no  concern  in  this  business; 
and  if  you  are  my  friend , 1 desire 
you’ll  ask  the  colonel  pardon  for 
interfering  in  it  in  the  manner  you 
have  done. 

Mowbr.  Well,  well,  Bob;  thou 
shalt  be  arbiter  in  this  matter.  I 
know  I have  no  business  in  it  — 
and,  colonel,  ( holding  out  his 
hand)  I leave  you  to  one  who 
knows  how  to  defend  his  own 
cause  as  well  as  any  man  in  Eng- 
land. 

Col.  ( Taking  Mowbray's  hand , 
at  Lord  M.'s  request)  "You  need 
not  tell  me  that , Mr.  Mowbray.  I 
have  no  doubt  of  Mr.  Lovelace’s 
ability  to  defend  his  own  cause, 
were  it  a cause  to  be  defended. 
And  let  me  tell  you,  Mr.  Love- 
lace, that  I am  astonished  to 
think , that  a brave  man , and  a 
generous  man,  as  you  have  ap- 
peared to  be  in  two  or  three  in- 
stances that  you  have  given  in  the 
little  knowledge  I have  of  you, 
should  be  capable  of  acting  as  you 
have  done  by  the  most  excellent 
of  her  sex. 

Lord  M.  W ell , but , gentlemen, 
now  Mr.  Mowbray  is  gone,  and 
you  have  both  shewn  instances  of 
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courage,  and  generosity  to  boot, 
let  me  desire  you  to  lay  your 
heads  together  amicably,  and 
think  whether  there  be  any  thing 
to  be  done  to  make  all  end  happily 
for  the  lady. 

Lovel.  But  hold,  my  lord,  let 
me  say  one  thing  now  Mowbray  is 
gone;  and  that  is,  that  1 think  a 
gentleman  ought  not  to  put  up 
tamely  one  or  two  severe  things 
that  the  colonel  has  said. 

Lord  M.  What  the  devil  canst 
thou  mean?  I thought  all  had 
been  over.  Why  thou  hast  no- 
thing to  do , but  to  confirm  to  the 
colonel,  that  thou  art  willing  to 
marry  Miss  Harlowe,  if  she  will 
have  thee. 

Col.  Mr.  Lovelace  will  not 
scruple  to  say  that , I suppose,  not- 
withstanding all  that  has  passed : 
but  if  you  think,  Mr.  Lovelace, 
I have  said  any  thing  I should  not 
have  said,  I suppose  it  is  this, 
that  the  man  who  has  shewn  so 
little  of  the  thing  honour,  to  a 
defenceless  unprotected  woman, 
ought  not  to  stand  so  nicely  upon 
the  empty  name  of  it,  with  a man 
who  is  expostulating  with  him 
upon  it.  I am  sorry  to  have  cause 
to  say  this,  Mr.  Lovelace;  but  I 
would  on  the  same  occasion,  re- 
peat it  to  a king  upon  his  throne, 
and  surrounded  by  all  his  guards. 

Lord  M.  But  what  is  all  this, 
but  more  sacks  upon  the  mill?  more 
coals  upon  the  fire?  You  have  a 
mind  to  quarrel,  both  of  you,  I 
see  that.  Are  you  not  willing, 
nephew , are  you  not  most  willing, 
to  marry  this  lady,  if  she  can  be 
prevailed  upon  to  have  you? 


Lovel.  D — n me,  my  lord,  if 
I’d  marry  an  empress,  upon  such 
treatment  as  this. 

Lord  M.  Why,  now,  Bob,  thou 
art  more  choleric  than  the  colonel. 
It  was  his  turn  just  now.  And  now 
you  see  he  is  cool,  you  are  all 
gunpowder. 

Lovel.  1 own  the  colonel  has 
many  advantages  over  me;  but 
perhaps  there  is  one  advantage  he 
has  not  if  it  were  put  to  the  trial. 

Col.  I came  not  hither,  as  I 
said  before,  to  seek  the  occasion: 
but  if  it  be  offered  me,  I won’t  re- 
fuse it  — and  since  we  find  we  dis- 
turb my  good  Lord  M.  I’ll  take 
my  leave,  and  will  go  home  by 
the  way  of  St.  Alban’s. 

Lovel.  I’ll  see  you  part  of  the 
way , with  all  my  heart , colonel. 

Col.  I accept  your  civility  very 
cheerfully,  Mr.  Lovelace. 

Lord  M.  ( interposing  again , as 
ice  were  both  for  going  out ) And 
what  will  this  do,  gentlemen? 
Suppose  you  kill  one  another, 
will  the  matter  be  bettered  or 
worsted  by  that?  Will  the  lady 
be  made  happier  or  unhappier , do 
you  think,  by  either  or  both  of 
your  deaths  ? Your  characters  are 
too  well  known  to  make  fresh  in- 
stances of  the  courage  of  either 
needful.  And  I think,  if  the 
honour  of  the  lady  is  your  view, 
colonel,  it  can  be  no  other  way  so 
effectually  promoted  as  by  mar- 
riage. And,  sir,  if  you  would  use 
your  interest  with  her,  it  is  very 
probable  that  you  may  succeea, 
though  nobody  else  can. 

Lovel.  I think,  my  lord,  I have 
said  all  that  a man  can  say,  (since 
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what  has  passed  cannot  be  re- 1 
called)  and  you  see  Col.  Morden 
rises  in  proportion  to  my  coolness,  I 
till  it  is  necessary  for  me  to  assert 
myself,  or  even  he  would  despise 
me. 

Lord  M.  Let  me  ask  you,  colo- 
nel; have  you  any  way,  any  me- 
thod, that  you  think  reasonable 
and  honourable  to  propose,  to 
bring  about  a reconciliation  with 
the  lady?  That  is  what  we  all 
wish  for.  And  I can  tell  you , sir, 
it  is  not  a little  owing  to  her  fa- 
mily, and  to  their  implacable 
usage  of  her,  that  her  resent- 
ments are  heightened  against  my 
nephew;  who,  however,  has  used 
her  vilely;  but  is  willing  to  repair 
her  wrongs  — 

Lovel.  Not,  my  lord,  for  the 
sake  of  her  family;  nor  for  this 
gentleman’s  haughty  behaviour; 
but  for  her  own  sake , and  in  full 
sense  of  the  wrongs  I have  done 
her. 

Col.  As  to  my  haughty  be- 
haviour, as  you  call  it,  sir,  lam 
mistaken  if  you  would  not  have 
gone  beyond  it  in  the  like  case,  of 
a relation  so  meritorious , and  so 
unworthily  injured.  And , sir,  let 
me  tell  you , that  if  your  motives 
are  not  love,  honour,  and  justice, 
and  if  they  have  the  least  tincture 
of  mean  compassion  for  her,  or  of 
an  uncheerful  assent  on  your  part, 

I am  sure  it  will  neither  be  desired 
or  accepted  by  a person  of  my 
cousin’s  merit  and  sense , nor  shall 
I wish  that  it  should. 

Lovel.  Don’t  think , colonel, 
that  I am  meanly  compounding 
off  a debate , that  I should  as  will- 


ingly go  through  with  you  as  to 
eat  or  drink,  if  1 have  the  occasion 
given  me  for  it:  but  thus  much  I 
will  tell  you,  that  my  lord,  that 
Lady  Sarah  Sadleir,  Lady  Betty 
Lawrence,  my  two  cousins  Mon- 
tague, and  myself,  have  written 
to  her  in  the  most  solemn  and 
sincere  manner , to  offer  her  such 
terms  as  no  one  but  herself  would 
refuse,  and  this  long  enough  be- 
fore Col.  Morden’s  arrival  was 
dreamt  of. 

Col.  What  reason,  sir,  may  I 
ask , does  she  give , against  listen- 
ing to  so  powerful  a mediation, 
and  to  such  offers? 

Lovel.  It  looks  like  capitulating, 
or  else  — 

Col.  It  looks  not  like  any  such 
thing  to  me,  Mr.  Lovelace,  who 
have  as  good  an  opinion  of  your 
spirit  as  man  can  have.  And  what, 
pray,  is  the  part  I act,  and  my 
motives  for  it?  Are  they  not,  in 
desiring  that  justice  may  be  done 
to  my  cousin  Clarissa  Harlowe, 
that  1 seek  to  establish  the  honour 
of  Mrs.  Lovelace,  if  matters  can 
once  be  brought  to  bear? 

Lovel.  Were  she  to  honour  me 
with  her  acceptance  of  that  name, 
Mr.  Morden,  I should  not  want 
you  or  any  man  to  assert  the  honour 
of  Mrs.  Lovelace. 

Col.  I believe  it.  But  till  she 
has  honoured  you  with  that  ac- 
ceptance , she  is  nearer  to  me  than 
to  you,  Mr.  Lovelace.  And  1 
speak  this , only  to  shew  you,  that 
in  the  part  I take , I mean  rather 
to  deserve  your  thanks  than  your 
displeasure , though  against  your- 
self, were  there  occasion.  Nor 
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ought  you  to  take  it  amiss,  if  you 
rightly  weigh  the  matter:  for,  sir, 
whom  doth  a lady  want  protection 

Sinst  but  her  injurers?  And 
i has  been  her  greatest  injurer? 
— Till,  therefore,  sh^  becomes 
entitled  to  your  protection,  as 
your  wife , you  yourself  cannot 
refuse  me  some  merit  in  wishing 
to  have  justice  done  my  cousin. 
But,  sir,  you  were  going  to  say,  that 
if  it  were  not  to  look  like  capitu- 
lating, you  would  hint  the  reasons 
my  cousin  gives  against  accepting 
such  an  honourable  mediation. 

I then  told  him  of  my  sincere 
offers  of  marriage:  “I  made  no 
difficulty,  I said,  to  own  my  ap- 
prehensions, that  my  unhappy 
behaviour  to  her  had  greatly  af- 
fected her:  but  that  it  was  the  im- 
placableness of  her  friends  that 
had  thrown  her  into  despair,  and 
given  her  a contempt  for  life.”  I 
told  him,  “that  she  had  been  so 
good,  as  to  send  me  a letter  to 
divert  me  from  a visit  my  heart 
was  set  upon  making  her:  a letter, 
on  which  I built  great  hopes,  be- 
cause she  assured  me  in  it , that 
she  was  going  to  her  father's;  and 
tha 1 1 might  see  her  there , token  she 
teas  received , if  it  were  not  my  own 
fault." 

Col.  Is  it  possible?  And  were 
you,  sir,  thus  earnest?  And  did 
she  send  you  such  a letter? 

Lord  M.  confirmed  both;  and 
also,  that,  in  obedience  to  her 
desire,  and  that  intimation,  I had 
come  down  without  the  satisfac- 
tion I had  proposed  to  myself  in 
seeing  her. 

g it  is  very  true,  colonel,  said  I: 


and  I should  have  told  you  this 
before:  but  your  heat  made  me 
decline  it;  for,  as  I said,  it  had 
an  appearance  of  meanly  capitu- 
lating with  you.  An  aojectness 
of  heart,  of  which  had  I been 
capable,  I should  have  despised 
myself  as  much  as  I might  have 
expected  you  would  despise  me. 

Lord  M.  proposed  to  enter  into 
the  proof  of  all  this:  he  said,  in 
his  phraseological  way,  that  one 
story  teas  good  till  another  toas 
heard:  that  the  Harlowe  family 
and  I,  ’twas  true,  had  behaved 
like  so  many  Orsons  to  one  an- 
other; and  that  they  had  been 
very  free  with  all  our  family  be- 
sides: that  nevertheless,  for  the 
lady ’8  sake,  more  than  for  theirs, 
or  even  for  mine,  (he  could  tell  me) 
he  would  do  greater  things  forme, 
than  they  could  ask,  if  she" could 
be  brought  to  have  me:  and  that 
this  he  wanted  to  declare,  and 
would  sooner  have  declared,  if  he 
could  have  brought  us  sooner  to 
patience , and  a good  under- 
standing. 

The#  colonel  made  excuses  for 
his  warmth,  on  the  score  of  his 
affection  to  his  cousin. 

My  regard  for  her  made  me 
readily  admit  them : and  so  a fresh 
bottle  of  Burgundy , and  another 
of  Champagne,  being  put  upon 
the  table,  we  sat  down  in  good 
humour,  after  all  this  blustering, 
in  order  to  enter  closer  into  the 
particulars  of  the  case:  which  I 
undertook,  at  both  their  desires, 
to  do. 

But  these  things  must  be  the 
subject  of  another  letter,  which 
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shall  immediately  follow  this,  if  it 
do  not  accompany  it. 

• Meantime  you  will  observe,  that 
a bad  cause  gives  a man  great  dis- 
advantages: for  I myself  think, 
that  the  interrogatories  put  to  me 
with  so  much  spirit  by  the  colonel, 
made  me  look  cursedly  mean:  at 
the  same  time  that  it  gave  him  a 
superiority  which  I know  not  how 
to  allow  to  the  best  man  in  Europe. 
So  that,  literally  speaking,  as  a 
good  man  would  infer,  guut  is  its 
own  punisher-,  in  that  it  makes  the 
most  lofty  spirit  look  like  the  mis- 
creant he  is.  — A good  man,  I say: 
so,  Jack,  proleptically , I add,  thou 
hast  no  right  to  make  the  observa- 
tion. 

LETTER  LXXXII. 

Mr.  Lovelace  in  Continuation. 

■ Tuesday  afternoon,  Aug.  29. 

I went  back  in  this  part  of  our 
conversation  to  the  day  that  I was 
obliged  to  come  down  to  attend 
my  lord,  in  the  dangerous  illness 
wnich  some  feared  would  have  been 
his  last. 

I told  the  colonel,  “what  earnest 
letters  I had  written  to  a particular 
friend,  to  engage  him  to  prevail 
upon  the  lady  not  to  slip  a day 
that  had  been  proposed  for  the 
private  celebration  of  our  nuptials : 
and  of  ray  letters*  written  to  her- 
self on  that  subject;”  for  1 had 
stepped  to  my  closet,  and  fetched 
down  all  the  letters  and  draughts, 
and  copies  of  letters , relatiug  to 
this  affair. 

I read  to  him  “ several  passages 
in  the  copies  of  those  letters,  which 

* Letters  lvii.  lviii.  lix.  Lxiii.  of  Vol.  HI. 


thou  wilt  remember  make  not  a 
little  to  my  honour.”  And  I told 
him,  “that  I wished  I had  kept 
copies  of  those  to  my  friend  on  the 
same  occasion;  by  which  he  would 
have  seen  how  much  in  earnest  I 
was  in  my  professions  to  her,  al- 
though she  would  not  answer  one 
of  them.”  And  thou  may’st  re- 
member, that  one  of  those  four 
letters  accounted  to  herself,  why 
I was  desirous  she  should  remain 
where  I had  left  her.* 

I then  proceeded  to  give  him  an 
account  “of  the  visit  made  by 
Lady  Sarah  and  Lady  Betty  to 
Lord  M.  and  me,  in  order  to  induce 
me  to  do  her  justice:  of  my  readi- 
ness to  comply  with  their  desires; 
and  of  their  high  opinion  of  her 
merit:  of  the  visit  made  to  Miss 
Ilowe  by  my  cousins  Montague, 
in  the  name  of  us  all , to  engage 
her  interest  with  her  friend  in  my 
behalf:  of  my  conversation  with 
Miss  Howe  at  a private  assembly, 
to  whom  I gave  the  same  assur- 
ances, and  besought  her  interest 
with  her  friend.” 

I then  read  the  copy  of  the  letter 
(though  so  much  to  my  disad- 
vantage) which  was  written  to  her 
by  Miss  Charlotte  Montague, 
Aug.  1,**  entreating  her  alliance 
in  the  names  of  all  our  family. 

This  made  him  ready  to  think, 
that  his  fair  cousin  carried  her 
resentment  against  me  too  far.  He 
did  not  imagine,  he  said,  that 
either  myself  or  our  family  had 
been  so  much  in  earnest. 

So  thou  seest,  Belford,  that  it  is 

* See  Vol.  in.  Letter  lvii. 

**  Letter  xxiii.  of  this  volume. 
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but  glossing  over  one  part  of  a This  letter  gave  him  high  satis- 
story,  and  omitting  another,  that  faction.  You  write  here,  Mr. 
will  make  a bad  cause  a good  one  Lovelace,  from  your  heart.  ’Tis  a 
at  any  time.  What  an  admirable  letter  full  of  penitence  and  ac- 
lawyer  should  I have  made!  And  knowledgment.  Your  request  is 
what  a poor  hand  would  this  reasonalne  — to  be  forgiven  only 
charming  creature,  with  all  her  as  you  shall  appear  to  deserve  it 
innocence,  have  made  of  it  in  a after  a time  of  probation,  which 
court  of  justice,  against  a man  who  you  leave  to  her  to  fix.  Pray,  sir, 
had  so  much  to  say  and  to  shew  for  did  she  return  an  answer  to  this 
himself!  letter? 

I then  hinted  at  the  generous  She  did,  but  with  reluctance,  I 
annual  tender  which  Lord  M.  and  own,  and  not  tilll  had  declared  by 
his  sisters  made  to  his  fair  cousin,  my  friend , that  if  I could  not  pro- 
in apprehension  that  she  might  cure  one , I would  go  up  to  town, 
suffer  by  her  friends’  implacable-  and  throw  myself  at  her  feet, 
ness.  I wish  I might  be  permitted  to 

And  this  also  the  colonel  highly  see  it,  sir,  or  to  hear  such  parts 
applauded,  and  was  pleased  to  of  it  read,  as  you  shall  think 
lament  the  unhappy  misunder-  proper. 

standing  between  the  two  families,  Turning  over  my  papers , Here 

which  had  made  the  Harlowes  less  it  is,  sir.*  I will  make  no  scruple 
fond  of  an  alliance  with  a family  to  put  it  into  your  hands, 
of  so  much  honour,  as  this  instance  T his  is  very  obliging,  Mr.  Love- 

shewed  ours  to  be.  lace. 

I then  to  Id  him,  “that  having,  Hereadit.  My  charming  cousin! 
by  my  friend,  [meaning  thee]  who  — How  strong  her  resentment!  — 
was  admitted  into  her  presence,  Yet,  how  charitable  her  wishes! 
(and  who  had  always  been  an  Good  heaven!  that  such  an  ex- 
admirer of  her  virtues , and  had  cellent  creature  — but,  Mr.  Love- 
given  me  such  advice  from  time  to  lace , it  is  to  your  regret,  as  much 
time  in  relation  to  her  as  I wished  as  to  mine,  I doubt  not  — 

I had  followed)  been  assured,  that  Interrupting  him,  I swore  that 
a visit  from  me  would  be  very  dis-  it  was. 

agreeable  to  her,  I once  more  So  it  ought,  said  he.  Nor  do  I 
resolved  to  try  what  a letter  would  wonder  that  it  should  be  so.  I 
do;  and  that,  accordingly,  on  the  shall  tell  you  by-and-by,  pro- 
7th  of  August  I wrote  to  her  one.  ceeded  he,  how  much  she  suffers 

“This,  colonel,  is  the  copy  of  it.  with  her  friends  by  false  and 
I was  then  out  of  humour  with  my  villainous  reports.  But,  sir,  will 
Lord  M.  and  the  ladies  of  my  fa-  you  permit  me  to  take  with  me 
mily.  You  will  therefore  read  it  these  two  letters?  I shall  make 
to  yourself.”  * 

* See  Letter  xxxvi.  * See  Letter  xl. 
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use  of  them  to  the  advantage  of 
you  both. 

I told  him , I would  oblige  him 
with  all  my  heart.  And  this  he 
took  very  kindly  (as  he  had  rea- 
son) ; and  put  them  in  his  pocket- 
book  , promising  to  return  them  in 
a few  days. 

I then  told  him,  “ that  upon  this 
her  refusal,  I took  upon  myself  to 
go  to  town,  in  hopes  to  move  her 
in  my  favour;  and  that,  though  I 
went  without  giving  her  notice  of 
my  intention,  yet  had  she  got  some 
notion  of  my  coming,  and  so  con- 
trived to  be  out  of  the  way:  and 
at  last,  when  she  found  I was  fully 
determined  at  all  events  to  see  her, 
before  I went  abroad,  (which  I 
shall  do,  said  I,  if  I cannot  prevail 
upon  her)  she  sent  me  the  letter  I 
have  already  mentioned  to  you, 
desiring  me  to  suspend  my  pur- 
posed visit:  and  that  for  a reason 
which  amazes  and  confounds  me ; 
because  I don’t  find  there  is  any 
thing  in  it : and  yet  I never  knew 
her  once  dispense  with  her  word; 
for  she  always  made  it  a maxim, 
that  it  ivas  not  lawful  to  do  evil , that 
good  might  come  of  it:  and  yet  in 
this  letter,  for  no  reason  in  the 
world  but  to  avoid  seeing  me,  (to 
gratify  an  humour  only)  has  she 
sent  me  out  of  town , depending 
upon  the  assurance  she  had  given 
me.” 

Col.  This  is  indeed  surprising. 
But  I cannot  believe  that  my 
cousin,  for  such  an  end  only,  or  in- 
deed for  any  end,  according  to  the 
character  1 hear  of  her,  should 
stoop  to  make  use  of  such  an 
artinee. 


Lovel.  This,  colonel,  is  the  thing 
that  astonishes  me;  and  yet,  see 
here!  — This  is  the  letter  she 
wrote  me  — nay , sir , ’tis  her  own 
hand. 

Col.  I see  it  is ; and  a charming 
hand  it  is. 

Lovel.  You  observe,  colonel, 
that  all  her  hopes  of  reconciliation 
with  her  parents  are  from  yon. 
You  are  her  dear  blessed  friend! 
She  always  talked  of  you  with 
delight. 

Col.  Would  to  heaven  I had 
come  to  England  before  she  left 
Harlowe  Place ! — Nothing  of  this 
had  then  happened.  Not  a man 
of  those  whom  I have  heard  that 
her  friends  proposed  for  her, 
should  have  had  her.  Nor  you, 
Mr.  Lovelace , unless  I had  found 
you  to  be  the  man,  every  one  who 
sees  you  must  wish  you  to  be:  and  if 
you  had  been  that  man,  no  one 
living  should  I have  preferred  to 
you  for  such  an  excellence. 

My  lord  and  I both  joined  in  the 
wish : and  ’faith  I wished  it  most 
cordially. 

The  colonel  read  the  letter  twice 
over,  and  then  returned  it  to  me. 
’Tis  all  a mystery,  said  he.  I can 
make  nothing  of  it.  For,  alas!  her 
friends  are  as  averse  to  a recon- 
ciliation as  ever. 

Lord  M.  I could  not  hare 
thought  it.  But  don’t  you  think 
there  is  something  very  favour- 
able to  my  nephew  in  this  letter 
— something  that  looks  as  if  the 
lady  would  comply  at  last? 

Col.  Let  me  die  if  I know  what 
to  make  of  it.  This  letter  is  very 
different  from  her  preceding  one. 
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— You  returned  an  answer  to  it, 
Mr.  Lovelace? 

Lovel.  An  answer,  colonel!  No 
doubt  of  it.  And  an  answer  full 
of  transport.  I told  her,  “I  would 
directly  set  out  for  Lord  M.’s , in 
obedience  to  her  will.  I told  her 
that  I would  consent  to  any  thing 
she  should  command , in  order  to 

fromote  this  happy  reconciliation. 

told  her,  that  it  should  be  my 
hourly  study  to  the  end  of  my  life, 
to  deserve  a goodness  so  transcen- 
dent.” But  I cannot  forbear  say- 
ing, that  I am  not  a little  shocked 
and  surprised , if  nothing  more  be 
meant  by  it , than  to  get  me  into 
the  country  without  seeing  her. 

Col.  That  can’t  be  the  thing, 
depend  upon  it, sir:  there  must  be 
more  in  it  than  that.  For  were 
that  all,  she  must  think  you  would 
soon  be  undeceived , and  that  you 
would  then  most  probably  resume 
your  intention  — unless , indeed, 
she  depended  upon  seeing  me  in 
the  interim,  as  she  knew  I was 
arrived.  But  I own,  I know  not 
what  to  make  of  it.  Only  that 
she  does  me  a great  deal  of  honour, 
if  it  be  me  that  she  calls  her  blessed 
friend , whom  she  always  loved  and 
honoured.  Indeed,  I ever  loved 
her:  and  if  I die  unmarried,  and 
without  children , shall  be  as  kind 
to  her  as  her  grandfather  was  ;j 
and  the  rather  as  I fear  that  there 
is  too  much  of  envy  and  self-love 
in  the  resentments  her  brother  and 
sister  endeavour  to  keep  up  in  her 
father  and  mother  against  her. 
But  I shall  know  better  how  to 
judge  of  this,  when  my  cousin i 


James  comes  from  Edinburgh; 
and  he  is  every  hour  expected. 

But  let  me  ask  you , Mr.  Love- 
lace, what  is  the  name  of  your 
friend , who  is  admitted  so  easily 
into  rav  cousin’s  presence?  Is  it 
not  Belford,  pray? 

Lovel.  It  is,  sir;  Mr.  Belford  is 
a man  of  honour ; and  a great  ad- 
mirer of  your  fair  cousin. 

Was  I right,  as  to  the  first,  J ack  ? 
The  last  I nave  such  strong  proof 
of,  that  it  makes  me  question  the 
first;  since  she  would  not  have 
been  out  of  the  way  of  my  intend- 
ed visit  but  for  thee. 

Col.  Are  you  sure,  sir,  that  Mr. 
Belford  is  a man  of  honour? 

Lovel.  I can  swear  for  him, 
colonel.  What  makes  you  put 
this  question? 

Col.  Only  this : that  an  officious 
pragmatical  novice  has  been  sent 
up  to  inquire  into  my  cousin’s  life 
and  conversation ; and,  would  you 
believe  it,  the  frequent  visits  of  this 
gentleman  have  been  interpreted 
basely  to  her  disreputation?  — 
Read  that  letter,  Mr.  Lovelace; 
and  you  will  be  shocked  at  every 
part  of  it. 

This  cursed  letter,  no  doubt,  is 
from  the  young  Levite,  whom 
thou,  Jack,  descri bedst,  as  making 
inquiry  of  Mrs.  Smith  about  Miss 
Harlowe’s  character  and  visitors.* 

I believe  I was  a quarter  of  an 
hour  in  reading  it:  for  I made  it, 
though  not  a short  one , six  times 
as  long  as  it  is,  by  the  additions  of 
oaths  and  curses  to  every  pedantic 
line.  Lord  M.  too  helped  to 
lengthen  it,  by  the  like  execra- 
* See  p.  86,  et  aoq. 
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tions.  And  thou,  Jack,  wilt  have 
as  much  reason  to  curse  it  as  we. 

You  cannot  but  see,  said  the 
colonel , when  I had  done  reading 
it,  that  this  fellow  has  been  officious 
in  his  malevolence;  for  what  he 
says  is  mere  hearsay,  and  that 
hearsay  conjectural  scandal, 
without  fact,  or  the  appearance 
of  fact,  to  support  it;  so  that  an 
unprejudiced  eye,  upon  the  face 
of  the  letter,  would  condemn  the 
writer  of  it,  as  I did,  and  acquit 
my  cousin.  But  yet,  such  is  the 
spirit  by  which  the  rest  of  my  rela- 
tions are  governed , that  they  run 
away  with  the  belief  of  the  worst 
it  insinuates,  and  the  dear  creature 
has  had  shocking  letters  upon  it ; 
the  pedant’s  hints  are  taken , and 
a voyage  to  one  of  the  colonies 
has  been  proposed  to  her,  as  the 
only  way  to  avoid  Mr.  Belford  and 
you.  I have  not  seen  these  letters, 
indeed;  but  they  took  a pride  in 
repeating  some  of  their  contents, 
which  must  have  cut  the  poor  soul 
to  the  heart ; and  these , joined  to 
her  former  sufferings — what  have 
you  not , Mr.  Lovelace , to  answer 
for? 

Lovel.  Who  the  devil  could  have 
expected  such  consequences  as 
these?  Who  could  have  believed 
there  could  be  parents  so  impla- 
cable? Brother  and  sister  so 
envious?  And,  give  me  leave  to 
say,  a lady  so  immoveably  fixed 
agaiyst  the  only- means  that  could 
be  taken  to  put  all  right  with  every 
body?  — And  what  now  can  be 
done? 

LordM.  1 have  great  hopes  that 
Col.  Morden  may  yet  prevail  upon 


his  cousin.  • And  by  her  last  letter, 
it  runs  in  my  mind , that  she  has 
some  thoughts  of  forgiving  all 
that’s  past.  Do  you  think,  colonel, 
if  there  should  not  be  such  a thing 
as  a reconciliation  going  forward 
at  present,  that  her  letter  may  not 
imply , that  if  we  could  bring  such 
a thing  to  bear  with  her  friends, 
she  would  be  reconciled  with  Mr. 
Lovelace? 

Col.  Such  an  artifice  would 
better  become  the  Italian  sub- 
tility, than  the  English  simplicity. 
Your  lordship  has  been  in  Italy,  I 
presume? 

Lovel.  My  lord  has  read  Boc- 
caccio, perhaps;  and  that's  as 
well,  as  to  the  hint  he  gives,  which 
may  be  borrowed  from  one  of  that 
author’s  stories.  But  Miss  Clarissa 
Harlowe  is  above  all  artifice.  She 
must  have  some  meaning  I cannot 
fathom. 

Col.  Well,  my  lord,  I can  only 
say,  that  I will  make  someuseof 
the  letters  Mr.  Lovelace  has  ob- 
liged me  with:  and  after  I have 
had  some  talk  with  my  cousin 
James,  who  is  hourly  expected; 
and  when  I have  dispatched  two 
or  three  affairs  that  press  upon 
me;  I will  pay  my  respects  to  my 
dear  cousin;  and  shall  then  be 
able  to  form  a better  judgment  of 
things.  Meantime  I will  write  to 
her;  for  I have  sent  to  inquire 
about  her,  and  find  she  wants 
consolation. 

Lovel.  If  you  favour  me,  co- 
lonel, with  the  d — n’d  letter  of 
that  fellow  Brand,  for  a day  or 
two,  you  will  oblige  me. 

Col.  I will,  but  remember,  the 
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man  is  a parson,  Mr.  Lovelace ; an 
innocent  one  too  they  say.  Else 
1 had  been  at  him  before  now. 
And  these  college  novices,  who 
think  they  know  every  thing  in 
their  cloisters , and  that  all  learn- 
ing lies  in  books,  make  dismal 
figures  when  they  come  into  the 
world  among  men  and  women. 

Lord  M.  Brand!  Brand!  Jt 
should  have  been  Firebrand,  1 
think , in  my  conscience ! 

Thus  ended  this  doughty  con- 
ference. 

I cannot  say,  Jack,  but  I am 
greatly  taken  with  Col.  Morden. 
He  is  brave  and  generous,  and 
knows  the  world;  and  then  his 
contempt  of  the  parsons  is  a cer- 
tain sign  that  he  is  one  of  us. 

We  parted  with  great  civility: 
Lord  M.  (not  a little  pleased  that 
we  did,  and  as  greatly  taken  with 
the  colonel)  repeated  his  wish, 
after  the  colonel  was  gone,  that 
he  had  arrived  in  time  to  save  the 
lady;  if  that  would  have  done  it. 

1 wish  so  too.  For,  by  my  soul, 
Jack,  I am  every  day  more  and 
more  uneasy  about  her.  But  I hope 
she  is  not  so  ill  as  I am  told  she  is. 

1 have  made  Charlotte  transcribe 
the  letter  of  this  Firebrand , as  my 
lord  calls  him;  and  will  inclose 
her  copy  of  it.  All  thy  phlegm  i 
know  will  be  roused  into  venge- 
ance when  thou  readest  it. 

I know  not  what  to  advise  as 
to  shewing  it  to  the  lady.  Yet, 
perhaps,  she  will  be  able  to 
reap  more  satisfaction  than  con- 
cern from  it,  knowing  her  own 
innocence;  in  that  it  will  give 
her  to  hope  that  her  friends’  treat- 


ment of  her  is  owing  as  much 
to  misrepresentation  as  to  their 
own  natural  implacableness.  Such 
a mind  as  hers,  I know,  would  be 
glad  to  find  out  the  shadow  of  a 
reason  for  the  shocking  letters  the 
colonel  says  they  have  sent  her, 
and  for  their  proposal  to  her  of 
going  to  some  one  of  the  colonies. 
Confound  them  all  — but  if  I 
Degin  to  curse,  I shall  never  have 
done]  — Then  it  may  put  her  upon 
such  a defence  as  she  might  be 
glad  of  an  opportunity  to  make, 
and  to  shame  them  for  their  mon- 
strous credulity  — but  this  I leave 
j to  thy  own  fat-headed  prudence  — 
only  it  vexes  me  to  the  heart,  that 
even  scandal  and  calumny  should 
dare  to  surmise  the  bare  possibi- 
lity of  any  man’s  sharing  the  fa- 
vours of  a woman,  who  now,  me- 
thinks,  I could  worship  with  a 
veneration  due  to  a divinity. 

Charlotte  and  her  sister  could 
not  help  weeping  at  the  base  as- 
persion: When,  when,  said  Patty, 
lifting  up  her  hands,  will  this 
sweet  lady’s  sufferings  be  at  an 
end?  0 cousin  Lovelace ! — 

And  thus  am  I blamed  for  every 
one’s  faults ! — When  her  brutal 
father  curses  her,  it  is  I.  I up- 
braid her  with  her  severe  mother. 
The  implacableness  of  her  stupid 
uncles,  is  all  mine.  The  virulence 
of  her  brother,  and  the  spite  and 
envy  of  her  sister,  are  entirely 
owing  to  me.  The  letter  of  this 
rascal  Brand  is  of  my  writing  — 
0,  Jack,  what  a wretch  is  thy 
Lovelace ! 

* * * 

Returned  without  a letter!  — 
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this  d — ned  fellow  Will  has  re- 
turned without  a letter! — Yet  the 
rascal  tells  me  that  he  hears  you 
have  been  writing  to  me  these  two 
days! 

Plague  confound  thee,  who 
must  know  my  impatience,  and 
the  reason  for  it! 

To  send  a man  and  horse  on 
purpose,  as  I did!  My  imagina- 
tion chained  to  the  belly  of  the 
beast,  in  order  to  keep  pace  with 
him! — Nowhe’is  got  to  this  place  5 
now  to  that;  now  to  London;  now 
to  thee! 

Now  [a  letter  given  him]  whip 
and  spur  upon  the  return.  This 
town  just  entered,  not  staying  to 
bait:  that  village  passed  by: 
leaves  the  wind  behind  him : in  a 
foaming  sweat  man  and  horse. 

And  in  this  way  did  he  actually 
enter  Lord  M.’s  court-yard. 

The  reverberating  pavement 
brought  me  down  — The  letter, 
Will ! — The  letter,  dog ! — The 
letter,  sirrah! 

No  letter,  sir!  — Then  wildly 
staring  round  me,  fists  clenched, 
and  grinning  like  a maniac,  Con- 
found thee  for  a dog,  and  him 
that  sent  thee  without  one!  — 
This  moment  out  of  my  sight, 
or  I’ll  scatter  thy  stupid  brains 
through  the  air.  I snatched  from 
his  holsters  a pistol,  while  the 
rascal  threw  himself  from  the 
foaming  beast , and  ran  to  avoid 
the  fate  which  I wished  with  all 
my  soul  thou  hadst  been  within 
the  reach  of  me  to  have  met 
with. 

But  to  be  as  meek  as  a lamb  to 
one  who  has  me  at  his  mercy,  and 


can  wring  and  torture  my  soul  as 
he  pleases,  what  const  thou  mean 
to  send  back  m j varlet  without  a 
letter?  — I will  send  away  by 
day- dawn  another  fellow  upon 
another  beast  for  what  thou  hast 
written ; and  I charge  thee,  on  thy 
allegiance,  that  thou  dispatch 
him  not  back  empty-handed. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Charlotte,  in  a whim  of  deli- 
cacy, is  displeased  that  I send  the 
inclosed  letter  to  you  — that  her 
hand- writing,  forsooth!  should 
go  into  the  hands  of  a single  man! 

There’s  encouragement  for  thee, 
Belford!  This  is  a certain  sign 
that  thou  may’st  have  her  if  thou 
wilt.  And  yet,  till  she  had  given 
me  this  unerring  demonstration 
of  her  glancing  towards  thee,  1 
could  not  have  thought  it.  Indeed 
I have  often  in  pleasantry  told  her 
that  I would  bring  such  an  affair 
to  bear.  But  I never  intended  it: 
because  she  really  is  a dainty  girl. 
And  thou  art  such  a clumsy  fellow 
in  thy  person,  that  I should  as 
soon  have  wished  her  a rhinoceros 
for  an  husband,  as  thee.  But, 
poor  little  dears ! they  must  stay 
till  their  time’s  come ! They  won't 
have  this  man,  and  they  won’t 
have  that  man,  from  seventeen 
to  twenty-five:  but  then,  afraid, 
as  the  saying  is,  that  God  has 
forgot  them , and  finding  their 
bloom  departing,  they  -are  glad 
of  whom  they  can  get,  and  verify 
the  fable  of  the  parson  and  the 
pears. 
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LETTER  LXXXJOI. 

Mr.  Brand  to  John  Harlowe,  Eaq. 

[Inclosed  in  the  preceding.] 

WORTHY  SIB,  MY  VERY  GOOD  FRIEND  AND 

PATRON, 

I arrived  in  town  yesterday, 
after  a tolerably  pleasant  journey 
(considering  the  hot  weather  and 
dusty  roads).  I put  up  at  the  Bull 
and  Gate  in  Holbom,  and  hasten- 
ed to  Co  vent  Garden.  I soon  found 
the  house  where  the  unhappy  lady 
lodgeth.  And,  in  the  back-shop, 
had  a good  deal  of  discourse* 
with  Mrs.  Smith  (her  landlady) 
whom  I found  to  be  so  highly  pre- 
possessed in  her  favour , that  I saw 
it  would  not  answer  your  desires 
to  take  my  informations  altogether 
from  her:  and  being  obliged  to 
attend  my  patron,  (who,  to  my 
sorrow, 

Sliscrum  est  alicna  vivere  quadra) 

I find  wanteth  much  waiting  upon, 
and  is  another  sort  of  a man  than 
he  was  at  college:  for,  sir,  inter 
nos , honours  change  manners.  For 
the  aforesaid  causes , I thought  it 
would  best  answer  all  the  ends  of 
the  commission  with  which  you 
honoured  me,  to  engage,  in  the 
desired  scrutiny,  the  wife  of  a 
particular  friend , who  liveth  al- 
most over- against  the  house  where 
she  lodgeth , and  who  is  a gentle- 
woman of  character  and  sobriety , a 
mother  of  children , and  one  who 
knoweth  the  world  well. 

To  her  I applied  myself,  there- 
fore, and  gave  her  a short  history 
of  the  case,  and  desired  she  would 

* See  p.  85. 
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very  particularly  inquire  into  the 
conduct  of  the  unhappy  young 
lady;  her  present  way  of  life  and 
subsistence;  her  visitors , her  em- 
ployments, and  such  like:  for 
these,  sir,  you  know,  are  the 
things  whereof  you  wished  to  be 
informed. 

Accordingly,  sir,  I waited  upon 
the  gentlewoman  aforesaid,  this 
day ; and,  to  my  very  great  trouble 
(because  I know  it  will  be  to  yours, 
and  likewise  to  all  your  worthy 
family’s)  I must  say,  that  I do  find 
things  look  a little  more  darkly 
than  I hoped  they  would.  For, 
alas!  sir,  the  gentlewoman’s  re- 
port turneth  not  out  so  favourably 
for  miss’s  reputation  as  I wished, 
as  you  wished,  and  as  every  one 
of  her  friends  wished.  But  so  it 
is  throughout  the  world , that  one 
false  step  generally  brings  on  an- 
other; ana  peradventure  a worse , 
and  a still  worse ; till  the  poor 
limed  sold  (a  very  fit  epithet  of  the 
divine  Quarles’s)  is  quite  entangled , 
and  (without  infinite  mercy)  lost 
for  ever. 

It  seemeth,  sir,  she  is,  notwith- 
standing, in  a very  ill  state  of 
health.  In  this  both  gentlewomen 
(that  is  to  say,  Mrs.  Smith  her 
landlady,  and  my  friend’s  wife) 
agree.  Yet  she  goeth  often  out 
in  a chair,  to  prayers  { as  it  is  said). 
But  my  friend’s  wife  told  me,  that 
nothing  is  more  common  in  Lon- 
don, than  that  the  frequenting 
of  the  church  at  morning  prayers 
is  made  the  pretence  and  cover  for 
private  assignations.  What  a sad 
thing  is  this!  that  what  was  de- 
signed for  wholesome  nourishment 
14 
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to  the  poor  soul,  should  be  turned 
into  rank  poison!  But,  as  Mr. 
Daniel  de  Foe  (an  ingenious  man, 
though  a Dissenter)  observeth, 
(but  indeed  it  is  an  old  proverb; 
only  1 think  he  was  the  first  that 
put  it  into  verse) 

God  never  Lad  a house  of  pray’r , 

But  Satan  bad  a chapel  there. 

Yet,  to  do  the  lady  justice , no- 
body cometh  home  with  her:  nor 
indeed  can  they,  because  shegoeth 
forward  and  backward  in  a sedan 
or  chair  (as  they  call  it).  But  then 
there  is  a gentleman  of  no  good 
character , (an  intimado  of  Mr. 
Lovelace)  who  is  a constant  visitor 
of  her,  and  of  the  people  of  the 
house,  whom  he  regaleth  and 
treateth , and  hath  (of  consequence) 
their  high  good  words. 

I have  thereupon  taken  the 
trouble  (for  I love  to  be  exact  in 
any  commission  I undertake)  to  in- 
quire particularly  about  this  gen- 
tleman, as  he  is  called  (albeit  I hold 
no  man  so  but  by  his  actions ; for, 
as  Juvenal  saith, 

— Nohilitas  sole  ist,  (tlque  unica  virtus.) 

And  this  I did  before  'I  would  sit 
down  to  write  to  you. 

His  name  is  Belford.  He  hath 
a paternal  estate  of  upwards  of 
one  thousand  pounds  by  the  year; 
and  is  now  in  mourning  for  an 
uncle,  who  left  him  very  con- 
siderably besides.  He  beareth  a 
very  profligate  character  as  to 
women , (fori  inquired  particularly 
about  that)  and  is  Mr.  Lovelace’s 
more  especial  privado , with  whom 


he  holdeth  a regular  correspond- 
ence; and  hath  been  often  seen 
with  miss  (tete-a-tete)  at  the 
window  — in  no  bad  way , indeed: 
but  my  friend’s  wife  is  of  opinion, 
that  all  is  not  as  it  should  be.  And, 
indeed,  it  is  mighty  strange  to  me, 
if  miss  be  so  notable  a penitent , (as 
is  represented)  and  if  she  have 
such  an  aversion  to  Mr.  Lovelace, 
that  she  will  admit  his  privado  into 
her  retirements , and  see  no  other 
company. 

1 understand,  from  Mrs.  Smith, 
that  Mr.  Hickman  was  to  see  her 
sometime  ago,  from  Miss  Howe; 
and  I am  told  by  another  hand 
(you  see,  sir,  how  diligent  1 have 
been  to  execute  the  commissions 
you  gave  me)  that  he  had  no 
extraordinary  opinion  of  this  Bel- 
ford, at  first;  though  they  were 
seen  together  one  morning  by  the 
opposite  neighbour  at  breakfast: 
and  another  time  this  Belford  was 
observed  to  watch  Mr.  Hickman  s 
coming  from  her;  so  that,  as  it 
should  seem , he  was  mighty 
zealous  to  ingratiate  himself  with 
Mr.  Hickman ; no  doubt  to  engage 
him  to  make  a favourable  report  to 
Miss  Howe  of  the  intimacy  he  was 
admitted  into  by  her  unhappy 
friend ; who,  (as  she  is  very  ill ) may 
mean  no  harm  in  allowing  his  visits 
(for  he,  it  seemeth,  brought  to  her, 
or  recommended,  at  least,  the 
doctor  and  apothecary  that  attend 
her) : but  I think,  upon  the  whole, 
it  looketh  not  well. 

I am  sorry,  sir,  I cannot  give 
you  a better  account  of  the  young 
lady’s  prudence.  But  what  shall 
we  say? 
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Uvaque  ronspcctd  livorem  ducit  ab  uw,  | 

as  Juvenal  observeth. 

One  thing  1 am  afraid  of;  which 
is,  that  miss  may  be  under  neces- 
sities; and  that  this  Belford  (who, 
as  Mrs.  Smith  owns,  hath  offered 
her  money , which  she,  at  the  time , ; 
refused)  may  find  an  opportunity  i 
to  take  advantage  of  those  neces-  j 
sides:  and  it  is  well  observed  by 
that  poet,  that 

/Egre  formosam  poleris  serrate  pucllam : 
Nunc  prece,  nunc  pretio,  forma  petit  a 
ruit. 


And  this  Belford  (who  is  a hold 
man , and  hath,  as  they  say,  the 
look  of  one)  may  make  good  that 
of  Horace  (with  whose  writings 
you  are  so  well  acquainted ; no- 
body better) ; 


Andax  omnia  perpeti , 

Gens  h«Tnanu  ruil  per  velitum  nefas. 

Forgive  me,  sir,  for  what  I am 
going  to  write ! But  if  you  could 
prevail  upon  the  rest  of  your  fa- 
mily to  join  in  the  scheme  which 
you,  and  her  virtuous  sister  Miss 
Arabella,  and  the  archdeacon,  and 
I,  once  talked  of,  (which  is  to  per- 
suade this  unhappy  young  lady 
to  go,  in  some  creditable  manner, 
to  some  one  of  the  foreign  colonies) 
it  might  save  not  only  her  own\credit 
and  reputation , but  the  reputation 
and  credit  of  all  her  family , and  a 
great  deal  of  vexation  moreover. 
For  it  is  my  humble  opinion,  that 
you  will  hardly  (any  ot  you)  enjoy 
yourselves  while  this  ( once  inno- 
cent) young  lady  is  in  the  way  of 
being  so  frequently  heard  of  by 
you : and  this  would  put  her  out  of 
the  icay  both  of  this  Belford  and  of 


that  Lovelace , and;  it  might  perad- 
venture  prevent  as  much  evil  as 
scandal. 

You  will  forgive  me,  sir,  for  this 
my  plainness.  Ovid  pleadeth  for 
me, 

— Adulator  nultus  amicus  erit. 

And  I have  no  view  but  that  of 
approving  myself  a zealous-well- 
wisher  to  all  your  worthy  family, 
(whereto  I owe  a great  number  of 
obligations)  and  very  particularly, 
sir, 

Your  obliged  and  humble 
servant, 

Wedn.  Aug.  9.  Elias  Brand. 

P.  S.  I shall  give  you  further 
hints  when  I come  down  (which 
will  be  in  a few  days) ; and  who 
my  informants  were ; but  by  these 
you  will  see,  that  1 have  been 
very  assiduous  (for  the  time)  in 
the  task  you  set  me  upon. 

The  length  of  my  letter  you  will 
excuse : for  I need  not  tell  you, 
sir,  what  narrative , complex , and 
conversation  letters  (such  a one 
as  mine)  require.  Every  one  to 
his  talent.  Letter-toriling  is  mine, 
1 will  be  bold  to  say;  and  that 
my  correspondence  was  much 
coveted  at  the  University,  on 
that  account,  by  Tyros,  and  even 
by  Sophs,  when  I was  hardly  a 
Soph  myself.  But  this  I should 
not  have  taken  upon  me  to 
mention,  but  only  in  defence  of 
the  length  of  my  letter;  for  no- 
body writeth  shorter,  or  pithier, 
when  the  subject  requireth  com- 
mon forms  only  — but  in  apo- 
logizing for  my  prolixity , 1 am 
adding  to  the  fault  (if  it  were 
14* 
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one,  which,  however,  I cannot 
think  it  to  be,  the  subject  con- 
sidered; but  this  1 have  said 
before  in  other  words):  so,  sir, 
if  you  will  excuse  my  postscript, 
1 am  sure  you  will  not  find  fault 
with  my  letter. 

One  word  more,  as  to  a matter  of 
erudition , which  you  greatly  love 
to  hear  me  start,  and  dwell  upon. 
Dr.  Lewen  once,  in  your  pre- 
sence, (as  you,  my  good  patron, 
cannot  but  remember)  in  a 
smartish  kind  of  debate  be- 
tween him  and  me,  took  upon 
him  to  censure  the  parenthetical 
style,  as  I call  it.  He  was  a very 
learned  and  judicious  man,  to 
be  sure,  and  an  ornament  to  our 
function:  but  yet  1 must  needs 
say,  that  it  is  a style  which  I 
greatly  like ; and  the  good  doc- 
tor was  then  past  his  youth,  and 
that  time  oflife,  of  consequence, 
when  a fertile  imagination , and 
rich  fancy,  pour  in  ideas  so  fast 
upon  a writer,  that  parentheses 
are  often  wanted  (and  that  for 
the  sake  of  brevity,  as  well  as 
perspicuity)  to  save  the  reader 
the  trouble  of  reading  a passage 
more  than  once.  Every  man  to 
his  talent  (as  I said  before).  We 
are  all  so  apt  to  set  up  our 
natural  biasses  for  general  stan- 
dards, that  I wondered  the  less 
at  the  worthy  doctor’s  stiffness 
on  this  occasion.  He  smiled  at 
me,  you  may  remember,  sir  — 
and,  whether  I was  right  or  not, 
I am  sure  I smiled  at  him.  And 
you , my  worthy  patron , (as  I had 
the  satisfaction  to  observe) 
seemed  to  be  of  my  party.  But 


was  it  not  strange,  that  the  old 
gentleman  and  /should  so  widely 
differ,  when  the  end  with  both 
(that  is  to  say,  perspicuity  or 
clearness ) was  the  same?  — But 
what  shall  we  say?  — 

Errnre  est  ho  minis , sed  non  persislere — 

I think  I have  nothing  to  add, 
until  I have  the  honour  of 
attending  you  in  person ; but 
that  1 am  (as  above  &e.  &c.  &c. 

E.  B. 

LETTER  LXXXIV. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Wednesday  night,  Aug.  30. 

It  was  lucky  enough  that  our 
two  servants  met  at  Hannah’s*, 
which  gave  them  so  good  an  oppor- 
tunity of  exchanging  their  letters 
time  enough  for  each  to  return  to 
his  master  early  in  the  day. 

Thou  dost  well  to  boast  of  tby 
capacity  for  managing  servants, 
and  to  set  up  for  correcting  our 
poets  in  their  characters  of  this 
class  of  people**,  when,  like  a 
madman,  thou  canst  beat  their 
teeth  out,  and  attempt  to  shoot 
them  through  the  head,  for  not 
bringing  to  thee  what  they  had  no 
power  to  obtain. 

You  well  observe***,  that  you 
would  have  made  a thorough- 
paced  lawyer.  The  whole  of  the 
conversation-piece  between  you 
and  the  colonel  affords  a convinc- 
ing proof  that  there  is  a black  and 
a white  side  to  every  cause : but 

* The  Windmill,  near  Slough. 

**  See  p.  U2— 144. 

***  See  p.  203. 
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what  must  the  conscience  of  a 
partial  whitener  of  his  own  cause, 
or  blackener  of  another's , tell  him, 
while  he  is  throwing  dust  in  the 
eyes  of  his  judges,  and  all  the  time 
knows  his  own  guilt? 

The  colonel,  I see,  is  far  from 
being  a faultless  man : but  while 
he  sought  not  to  carry  hispointby 
breach  of  faith,  he  has  an  excuse 
which  thou  hast  not.  But  with 
respect  to  him,  and  to  us  all,  I can 
now,  with  detestation  of  some  of 
my  own  actions,  see,  that  the 
taking  advantage  of  another  per- 
son’s good  opinion  of  us,  to  injure 
(perhaps  to  ruin)  that  other,  is  the 
most  ungenerous  wickedness  that 
can  be  committed. 

Man  acting  thus  by  man , we 
should  not  be  at  a loss  to  give  such 
actions  a name:  but  is  it  not  doubly 
and  trebly  aggravated,  when  such 
advantage  is  taken  of  an  unex- 
perienced and  innocent  young  j 
creature,  whom  we  pretend  to  love  | 
above  all  the  women  in  the  world ; 
and  when  we  seal  our  pretences  j 
by  the  most  solemn  vows  and  pro- 1 
testations  of  inviolable  honour, 
that  we  can  invent? 

I see  that  this  gentleman  is  the 
best  match  that  thou  ever  couldst 
have  had,  upon  all  accounts:  his 
spirit  such  another  impetuous  one 
as  thy  own : soon  taking  fire ; vin- ! 
dictive;  and  only  differing  in  this, 
that  the  cause  he  engages  in  is  a 
just  one.  But,  commend  me  to 
honest  brutal  Mowbray,  who,  be- 
fore he  knew  the  cause,  offers  his 
sword  in  thy  behalf  against  a man 
who  had  taken  the  injured  side, 


and  whom  he  had  never  seen 
before. 

As  soon  as  I had  run  through 
your  letters,  and  the  copy  of  that 
of  the  incendiary  Brand’s,  (by  the 
latter  of  which  I saw  to  what  cause 
a great  deal  of  this  last  implaca- 
bleness of  the  Harlowe  family  is 
owing)  I took  coach  to  Smith’s, 
although  I had  been  come  from 
thence  Dut  about  an  hour,  and  had 
taken  leave  of  the  lady  for  the 
night. 

1 sent  down  for  Mrs.  Lovick,and 
desired  her,  in  the  first  place,  to 
acquaint  the  lady  (who  was  busied 
in  her  closet)  that  I had  letters 
from  Berks:  in  which  1 was  in- 
formed that  the  interview  between 
Col.  Morden  and  Mr.  Lovelace  had 
ended  without  ill  consequences; 
that  the  colonel  intended  to  write 
to  her  very  soon,  and  was  interest- 
ing himself  meanwhile  in  her  fa- 
vour, with  her  relations:  that  I 
hoped,  that  this  agreeable  news 
would  be  the  means  of  giving  her 
good  rest;  and  I would  wait  upon 
her  in  the  morning,  by  the  time 
she  should  return  from  prayers, 
with  all  the  particulars. 

She  sent  me  word,  that  she 
should  be  glad  to  see  me  in  the 
morning ; and  was  highly  obliged 
to  me  for  the  good  news  1 had  sent 
her  up. 

I then,  in  the  back-shop,  read 
to  Mrs.  Lovick  and  to  Mrs.  Smith, 
the  copy  of  Brand’s  letter,  and 
asked  them,  if  they  could  guess 
at  the  man’s  informant?  They 
were  not  at  a loss ; Mrs.  Smith 
1 having  seen  the  same  fellow  Brand , 
|who  had  talked  with  her,  as  I 
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mentioned  in  a former  * , come  out 
of  a milliner’s  shop  over  against 
them;  which  milliner,  she  said, 
had  also  lately  been  very  inquisi- 
tive about  the  lady. 

I wanted  no  further  hint;  but 
bidding  them  take  no  notice  to 
the  lady  of  what  I had  read,  1 
crossed  over  the  way;  and  asking 
for  the  mistress  of  the  house,  she 
came  to  me. 

Retiring  with  her,  at  her  invita- 
tion, into  her  parlour,  I desired  to 
know,  if  she  were  acquainted  with 
a young  country  clergyman  of  the 
name  of  Brand.  She  hesitatingly, 
seeing  me  in  some  emotion,  owned, 
that  she  had  some  small  know- 
ledge of  the  gentleman.  Just  then 
came  in  her  husband,  who  is,  it 
seems,  a petty  officer  in  the  Excise 
(and  not  an  ill-behaved  man,)  who 
owned  a fuller  knowledge  of  him. 

I have  the  copy  of  a letter,  said 
I,  from  this  Brand,  in  which  he 
has  taken  great  liberties  with  my 
character,  and  with  that  of  the 
most  unblameable  lady  in  the 
world , which  he  grounds  upon  in- 
formations that  you,  madam,  have 
given  him.  And  then  I read  to 
them  several  passages  in  his  let- 
ter; and  asked,  what  foundation 
she  had  for  giving  that  fellow 
such  impressions  of  either  of  us? 

Thev  knew  not  what  to  answer : 
but  at  last  said , that  be  had  told 
them  how  wickedly  the  young 
lady  had  run  away  from  her 
parents:  what  worthy  and  rich 
people  they  were:  in  what  favour 
be  stood  with  them ; and  that  they 

* See  p.  85. 


had  employed  him  to  inauire  after 
her  behaviour,  visitors,  &c. 

They  said,  “that  indeed  they 
knew  very  little  of  the  young  lady; 
but  that  [curse  upon  their  censo- 
riousness!] it  was  but  too  natural 
to  think,  that  where  a lady  had 
given  way  to  a delusion,  and  taken 
so  wrong  a step,  she  would  not 
stop  there : that  the  most  sacred 
places  and  things  were  but  too 
often  made  cloaks  forbad  actions: 
that  Mr.  Brand  had  been  informed 
(perhaps  by  some  enemy  of  mine) 
that  I was  a man  of  very  free  prin- 
ciples, and  an  intimado , as  he  calls 
it,  of  the  man  who  had  ruined  her. 
And  that  their  cousin  Barker,  a 
mantua-maker , who  lodged  up 
one  pair  of  stairs,  (and  who,  at 
their  desire , came  down  and  con- 
firmed what  they  said)  “had  often 
from  her  window,  seen  me  with 
the  lady,  in  her  chamber,  and  both 
talking  very  earnestly  together: 
and  that  Mr.  Brand,  being  unable 
to  account  for  her  admitting  my 
visits,  and  knowing  I was  but  a 
new  acquaintance  of  hers , and  an 
old  one  of  Mr.  Lovelace , thought 
himself  obliged  to  lay  these  mat- 
ters before  her  friends.” 

This  was  the  sum  and  substance 
of  their  tale.  0 how  I cursed  the 
censoriousness  of  this  plaguy  tri- 
umvirate! a parson,  a milliner, 
and  a mantua-maker!  the  two  lat- 
ter, not  more  by  business  led  to 
adorn  the  persons,  than  generally 
by  scandal  to  destroy  the  reputa- 
tions of  those  they  have  a mind  to 
exercise  their  talents  upon! 

The  two  women  took  great 
pains  to  persuade  me,  that  they 
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themselves  were  people  of  con* 
science:  — of  consequence,  I told 
them,  too  much  addicted,  I feared, 
to  censure  other  people  who  pre- 
tended not  to  their  strictness ; for 
that  I had  ever  found  censorious- 
ness, narrowness,  and  unchari- 
tableness, to  prevail  too  much  with 
those  who  affected  to  be  thought 


but  that  I would  have  him,  Mr. 
Walton,  (for  that  is  the  husband’s 
name)  write  to  his  acquaintance 
Brand,  as  soon  as  possible,  as  be 
had  offered  — and  so  I left  them. 

As  to  what  thou  sayest  of  thy 
charming  cousin,  let  me  know  if 
thou  hast  any  meaning  in  it:  I 
have  not  the  vanity  to  think  my- 


more  pious  than  their  neighbours,  self  deserving  of  such  a lady  as 


They  answered,  that  that  was 
not  their  case;  and  that  they  had 
since  inquired  into  the  lady’s  cha- 
racter and  manner  of  life,  and 
were  very  much  concerned  to 
think  any  thing  they  had  said 
should  be  made  use  of  against  her. 

And  as  they  heard  from  Mrs. 

Smith,  that  she  was  not  likely  to 
live  long,  they  should  be  sorry  she 
should  go  out  of  the  world  a suf- 
ferer by  their  means,  or  with  an  ill 
opinion  of  them,  though  strangers 
to  her.  The  husband  offered  to 
write,  if  I pleased,  to  Mr.  Brand, 
in  vindication  of  the  lady;  and  the 
two  women  said,  they  should  be 
glad  to  wait  upon  her  in  person, 
to  beg  her  pardon  for  any  thing 
she  had  reason  to  take  amiss  from 
them ; because  they  were  now  con- 
vinced that  there  was  not  such 
another  young  lady  in  the  world. 

I told  them , that  the  least  said 
of  the  affair  to  the  lady,  in  her 
present  circumstances,  was  best. 

That  she  was  an  heavenly  crea- 
ture, and  fond  of  taking  all  oc- 
casions to  find  excuses  for  her  re- 
lations on  their  implacableness  to 
her:  that  therefore  I should  take 
some  notice  to  her  of  the  unchari- 
table and  weak  surmises  which 
gave  birth  to  so  vile  a scandal:]  letters  as  I could  read  toiler;  and 


Miss  Montague:  and  should  not, 
therefore,  care  to  expose  myself  to 
her  scorn,  and  to  thy  derision. 
But  were  I assured  I might  avoid 
both  these , I would  soon  acquaint 
thee,  that  1 should  think  no  pains 
nor  assiduity  too  much , to  obtain 
a share  in  the  good  graces  of  such 
a lady. 

But  I know  thee  too  well  to  de- 
pend upon  any  thing  thou  sayest 
on  this  subject.  Thou  loveBt  to 
make  thy  friends  the  object  of  ri- 
dicule to  ladies;  and  imaginest, 
from  the  vanity  (and  in  this  re- 
spect, I will  say  littleness)  of  thine 
own  heart,  that  thou  shiuest  the 
brighter  for  the  foil. 

Thus  didst  thou  once  play  off 
the  rough  Mowbray  with  Miss 
Hatton , till  the  poor  fellow  knew 
not  how  to  go  either  backward  or 
forward. 

LETTER  LXXXV. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Thursday,  11  o'clock,  Aug.  31. 

1 am  just  come  from  the  lady, 
whom  I left  cheerful  and  serene. 

She  thanked  me  for  my  com- 
munication of  the  preceding  night. 
I read  to  her  such  parts  of  your 
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1 thought  it  was  a good  test  to 
distinguish  the  froth  and  whipt- 
syllabub  in  them , from  the  cream, 
in  what  one  could  and  could  not 
read  to  a woman  of  so  fine  a mind ; 
since  four  parts  out  of  six  of  thy 
letters,  which  I thought  enter- 
taining as  I read  them  to  myself, 
appeared  to  me,  when  I would 
have  read  them  to  her,  most  ab- 
ominable stuff,  and  gave  meavery 
contemptible  idea  of  thy  talents, 
and  of  my  own  judgment. 

She  was  far  from  rejoicing,  as 
I had  done,  at  the  disappointment 
her  letter  gave  you  when  ex- 
plained. 

She  said , she  meant  only  an  in- 
nocent allegory,  which  might 
carry  instruction  and  warning  to 
you,  when  the  meaning  was  taken, 
as  well  as  answer  her  own  hopes 
for  the  time.  It  was  run  off  in  a 
hurry.  She  was  afraid  it  was  not 
quite  right  in  her.  But  hoped  the 
end  would  excuse  (if  it  could  not 
justify)  the  means.  And  then  she 
again  expressed  a good  deal  of 
apprehension,  lest  you  should  still 
take  it  into  your  head  to  molest 
her , when  her  time , she  said , was 
so  short,  that  she  wanted  every 
moment  of  it ; repeating  what  she 
had  said  once  before,  that  when 
she  wrote,  she  was  so  ill,  that  she 
believed  she  should  not  have  lived 
till  now.  If  she  had  thought  she 
should,  she  must  have  studied  for 
an  expedient  that  would  have 
better  answered  her  intentions. 
Hinting  at  a removal  out  of  the 
knowledge  of  us  both. 

But  she  was  much  pleased  that 
tho  conference  between  you  and 


Colonel  Morden,  after  two  or 
three  such  violent  sallies , as  I ac- 
quainted her  you  had  had  be- 
tween you,  ended  so  amicably; 
and  said  she  must  absolutely  de- 

Eend  upon  the  promise  I had  given 
er,  to  use  my  utmost  endeavours 
to  prevent  further  mischief  on  her 
account. 

She  was  pleased  with  the  justice 
you  did  ner  character  to  her 
cousin. 

She  was  glad  to  hear,  that  he 
had  so  kind  an  opinion  of  her; 
and  that  he  would  write  to  her. 

I was  under  an  unnecessary 
concern,  how  to  break  to  her  that 
I had  the  copy  of  Brand’s  vile  let- 
ter: unnecessary , I say;  for  she 
took  it  just  as  you  thought  she 
would , as  an  excuse  she  wished  to 
have  for  the  implacableness  of  her 
friends : and  begged  I would  let 
her  read  it  herself;  for,  said  she, 
the  contents  cannot  disturb  me, 
be  they  what  they  will. 

I gave  it  to  her , and  she  read  it 
to  herself;  a tear  now-and-then 
being  ready  to  start,  and  a sigh 
sometimes  interposing. 

She  gave  me  back  the  letter 
with  great  and  surprising  calm- 
ness, considering  the  subject 
There  was  a time , said  she,  and 
that  not  long  since,  whA  such  a 
letter  as  this  would  have  greatly 
pained  me.  But  I hope  I have 
now  got  above  all  these  things: 
and  1 can  refer  to  your  kind  offi- 
ces, and  to  those  of  Miss  Howe, 
the  justice  that  will  be  done  to  my 
memory  among  my  friends.  There 
is  a good  and  a bad  light  in  which 
every  thing  that  befals  us  may  be 
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taken.  If  the  human  mind  will 
busy  itself  to  make  the  worst  of 
every  disagreeable  occurrence,  it 
will  never  want  woe.  This  letter, 
affecting  as  the  subject  of  it  is  to 
my  reputation,  gives  me  more 
pleasure  than  pain , because  I can 
gather  from  it,  that  had  not  my 
friends  been  prepossessed  by  mis- 
informed, or  rash  and  officious 
persons,  who  are  always  at  hand 
to  flatter  or  sooth  the  passions  of 
the  affluent,  they  could  not  have 
been  so  immoveably  determined 
against  me.  But  now  they  are 
sufficiently  cleared  from  every  im- 
putation of  unforgivingness;  for, 
while  I appeared  to  them  in  the 
character  of  a vile  hypocrite , pre- 
tending to  true  penitence,  yet 
giving  up  myself  to  profligate 
courses,  how  could  I expect  either 
their  pardon  or  blessing? 

But , madam , said  I , you’ll  see 
by  the  date  of  this  letter,  August  9, 
that  their  severity,  previous  to 
that,  cannot  be  excused  by  it. 

It  imports  me  much,  replied  she, 
on  account  of  my  present  wishes, 
as  to  the  office  you  are  so  kind  to 
undertake,  that  you  should  not 
think  harshly  of  my  friends.  I 
must  own  to  you,  that  I have  been 
apt  sometimes  myself  to  think 
them  not  only  severe,  but  cruel. 
Suffering  minds  will  be  partial  to 
their  own  cause  and  merits.  Know- 
ing their  own  hearts,  if  sincere, 
they  are  apt  to  murmur  when 
harshly  treated : but  if  they  are 
not  believed  to  be  innocent,  by  per- 
sons who  have  a right  to  decide 
upon  their  conduct  according  to 
their  own  judgments , how  can  it 


be  helped?  Besides,  sir,  how  do 
you  know,  that  there  are  not 
about  my  friends  as  well-meaning 
misrepresenters  as  Mr.  Brand 
really  seems  to  be?  But  be  this 
as  it  will , there  is  no  doubt  that 
there  are  and  have  been  multi- 
tudes of  persons,  as  innocent  as 
myself,  who  have  suffered  upon 
surmises  as  little  probable  as  those 
on  which  Mr.  Brand  founds 'his 
judgment.  Your  intimacy  , sir, 
with  Mr.  Lovelace,  (and  may  I 
say?)  a character  which,  it  seems, 
you  have  been  less  solicitous  for- 
merly to  justify,  than  perhaps  you 
will  be  for  the  future,  and  your 
frequent  visits  to  me , may  well  be 
thought  to  be  questionable  cir- 
cumstances in  my  condi^it. 

I could  only  admire  her  in 
silence. 

But  you  see,  sir,  proceeded  she, 
how  necessary  it  is  for  young 
people  of  our  sex  to  be  careful  of 
our  company.  And  how  much,  at 
the  same  time , it  behoves  young 
persons  of  yours  , to  be  chary  of 
their  own  reputation , were  it  only 
for  the  sake  of  such  of  ours  as 
they  may  mean  honourably  by; 
and  who  otherwise  may  suffer  in 
their  good  names  for  being  seen 
in  their  company. 

As  to  Mr.  Brand,  continued 
she , he  is  to  be  pitied ; and  let  me 
enjoin  you,  Mr.  Belford,  not  to 
take  up  any  resentments  against 
him,  which  may  be  detrimental 
either  to  his  person  or  his  fortune. 
Let  his  function  and  his  good 
meaning  plead  for  him.  He  will 
have  concern  enough,  when  he 
finds  every  body,  wnose  displea- 
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sure  I now  labour  under , acquit- 
ting my  memory  of  perverse  guilt, 
and  joining  in  a general  pity 
for  me. 

This,  Lovelace,  is  the  woman 
whose  life  thou  hast  curtailed  in 
the  blossom  of  it ! — How  many 
opportunities  must  thou  have  had 
of  admiring  her  inestimable  worth, 
yet  couldst  have  thy  senses  so 
mufih  absorbed  in  the  woman  in 
her  charming  person,  as  to  be 
blind  to  the  angel  that  shines  out 
in  such  full  glory  in  her  mind! 
Indeed,  I have  ever  thought  my- 
self, when  blest  with  her  con- 
versation, in  the  company  of  a 
real  angel:  and  I am  sure  it  would 
be  impossible  for  me,  were  she  to 
be  as  beautiful , and  as  crimsoned 
over  with  health , as  I have  seen 
her,  to  have  the  least  thought  of 
sex,  when  I heard  her  talk. 

Thursday,  three  o’clock,  Aug.  31. 

On  my  re-visit  to  the  lady,  I 
found  her  almost  as  much  a suf- 
ferer from  joy,  as  she  had  some- 
times been  from  grief:  for  she 
had  just  received  a very  kind 
letter  from  her  cousin  Morden; 
which  she  was  so  good  as  to 
communicate  to  me.  As  she  had 
already  begun  to  answer  it,  I 
begged  leave  to  attend  her  in  the 
evening,  that  I might  not  inter- 
rupt her  in  it. 

The  letter  is  a very  tender 
one  **** 

Here  Mr.  Belford  gives  the  sub- 
stance of  it  upon  his  memory  ; but 
that  is  omitted;  as  the  letter  is 
given  at  length  f See  the  next 
letter .]  And  then  adds: 


But , alas ! all  will  be  now  too 
late.  For  the  decree  is  certainly 
gone  out  — the  world  is  unworthy 
of  her. 


LETTER  LXXXVL 
Colonel  Morden  to  Miss  Cl.  Harlowe. 

Tuesday,  Aug.  29. 

I should  not,  my  dearest  cousin, 
have  been  a fortnight  in  England, 
without  either  doing  myself  the 
honour  of  waiting  upon  you  in 

Eereon,  or  of  writing  to  you , if  I 
ad  not  been  busying  myself  al- 
most all  the  time  in  your  service; 
in  hopes  of  making  my  visit  or 
letter  still  more  acceptable  to  you 
— acceptable  as  I have  reason  to 
presume  either  will  be,  from  the 
unquestionable  love  I ever  bore 
you , and  from  the  esteem  you  al- 
ways honoured  me  with. 

Little  did  I think , that  so  many 
days  would  have  been  required  to 
effect  my  well-intended  purpose, 
where  there  used  to  be  a love  so 
ardent  on  one  side,  and  where 
there  still  is , as  I am  thoroughly 
convinced,  the  most  exalted  merit 
on  the  other ! 

I was  yesterday  with  Mr.  Love- 
lace and  Lord  M.  I need  not  tell 
you,  it  seems,  how  very  desirous 
the  whole  family  and  all  the  rela- 
tions of  that  nobleman  are  of  the 
honour  of  an  alliance  with  you: 
nor  how  exceedingly  earnest  the 
ungrateful  man  is  to  make  you  all 
the  reparation  in  his  power. 

I think,  my  dear  cousin,  that 
you  cannot  now  do  better  than  to 

S've  him  the  honour  of  your  hand, 
e says  such  just  and  great 
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things  of  your  virtue,  and  so 
heartily  condemns  himself,  that  I 
think  there  is  honourable  room 
for  you  to  forgive  him:  and  the 
more  room,  as  it  seems  you  are 
determined  against  a legal  pro- 
secution. 

Your  effectual  forgiveness  of 
Mr.  Lovelace,  it  is  evident  to  me, 
will  accelerate  a general  reconci- 
liation : for  at  present , my  other 
cousins  cannot  persuade  them- 
selves that  he  is  in  earnest  to  do 
you  justice;  or  that  you  would 
refuse  him,  if  you  believed  he 
was. 

But , my  dear  cousin,  there  may 
possibly  be  something  in  this  affair 
to  which  I may  be  a stranger.  If 
there  be,  and  you  will  acquaint 
me  with  it,  all  that  a naturally 
warm  heart  can  do  in  your  behalf, 
shall  be  done. 

I hope  1 shall  be  able,  in  my 
next  visits  to  my  several  cousins, 
to  set  all  right  with  them. 
Haughty  spirits , when  convinced 
that  they  have  carried  resent- 
ments too  high,  want  but  a 
good  excuse  to  condescend:  and 
parents  must  always  love  the 
child  they  once  loved. 

But  if  I find  them  inflexible , I 
will  set  out , and  attend  you  with- 
out delay ; for  I long  to  see  you, 
after  so  many  years’  absence. 

Meanwhile,  I beg  the  favour  of 
few  lines,  to  inform  me  if  you 
have  reason  to  doubt  Mr.  Love- 
lace’s sincerity.  For  my  part,  1 
can  have  none,  if  I am  to  judge 
from  the  conversation  that  passed 
between  us  yesterday,  in  presence 
of  Lord  M. 


You  will  be  pleased  to  direct 
for  me  at  your  uncle  Antony’s. 

Permit  me , my  dearest  cousin, 
till  I can  procure  a happy  recon- 
ciliation between  you  and  your 
father,  and  brother,  and  uncles, 
to  supply  the  place  to  you  of  all 
those  near  relations,  as  well  as 
that  of 

Your  affectionate  kinsman, 

And  humble  servant, 
Wm.  Mobden. 

LETTER  LXXXVH. 

Miss  Cl.  Harlowe  to  Wm.  Morden,  Esq. 

Thursday,  Aug.  31. 

I most  heartily  congratulate 
you,  dear  sir,  on  your  return  to 
your  native  country. 

I heard  with  much  pleasure 
that  you  were  come;  but  I was 
both  afraid  and  ashamed , till  you 
encouraged  me  by  a first  notice, 
to  address  myself  to  you. 

How  consoling  is  it  to  my 
wounded  heart  to  find,  that  you 
have  not  been  carried  away  by 
that  tide  of  resentment  and  dis- 
pleasure with  which  I have  been 
so  unhappily  overwhelmed  — but 
that,  while  my  still  nearer  rela- 
tions have  not  thought  fit  to  ex- 
amine into  the  truth  of  vile  re- 
ports raised  against  me , you  have 
informed  yourself  of  my  inno- 
cence, and  generously  credited  the 
information ! 

I have  not  the  least  reason  to 
doubt  Mr.  Lovelace’s  sincerity  in 
his  offers  of  marriage:  nor  that 
all  his  relations  are  heartily  de- 
sirous of  ranking  me  among  them. 
I have  had  noble  instances  of 
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their  esteem  for  me , on  their  ap- 
prehending that  my  father’s  dis- 
pleasure must  have  subjected  me 
to  difficulties:  and  this,  after  I 
had  absolutely  refused  their  press- 
ing solicitations  in  their  relation’s 
favour,  as  well  as  his  own. 

Nor  think  me , my  dear  cousin, 
blameable  for  refusing  him.  I had 
given  Mr.  Lovelace  no  reason  to 
think  me  a weak  creature.  If  I 
had,  a man  of  his  character  might 
have  thought  himself  warranted 
to  endeavour  to  take  ungenerous 
advantage  of  the  weakness  he 
had  been  able  to  inspire.  The 
consciousness  of  my  own  weakness 
("in  that  case)  might  have  brought 
me  to  a composition  with  his 
wickedness. 

I can  indeed  forgive  him.  But 
that  is , because  I think  his  crimes 
have  set  me  above  him.  Can  I be 
above  the  man,  sir,  to  whom  I 
shall  give  my  hand  and  my  vows; 
and  with  them  a sanction  to  the 
most  premeditated  baseness?  No, 
sir!  let  me  say,  that  your  cousin 
Clarissa,  were  she  likely  to  live 
many  years , and  that  (if  she  mar- 
ried not  this  man)  in  penury  or 
want,  despised  and  forsaken  by 
all  her  friends,  puts  not  so  high  a 
value  upon  the  conveniencies  of 
life,  nor  upon  life  itself,  as  to  seek 
to  re-obtain  the  one,  or  to  pre- 
serve the  other,  by  giving  such  a 
sanction:  a sanction,  which  ( were 
she  to  perform  her  duty ) would  re- 
ward the  violator. 

Nor  is  it  so  much  from  pride  as 
from  principle,  that  I say  this. 
What,  sir!  when  vijtue,  when 
chastity,  is  the  crown  of  a woman, 


and  particularly  of  a wife , shall 
your  cousin  stoop  to  many  the 
man  who  could  not  form  an  at- 
tempt upon  hers , but  upon  a pre- 
sumption, that  she  was  capable  of 
receiving  his  offered  hand , when 
he  had  found  himself  mistaken  in 
the  vile  opinion  he  had  conceived 
of  her?  Hitherto  he  has  not  had 
reason  to  think  me  weak.  Nor 
will  I give  him  an  instance  bo 
flagrant,  that  weak  I am,  in  a 
point  in  which  it  would  be  crimi- 
nal to  be  found  weak. 

One  day,  sir,  you  will  perhaps 
know  all  my  story.  But,  when- 
ever it  is  known , I beg  that  the 
author  of  my  calamities  may  not 
be  vindictively  sought  after.  He 
could  not  have  been  the  author 
of  them,  but  for  a strange  con- 
currence of  unhappy  causes.  As 
the  law  will  not  be  able  to  reach 
him  when  I am  gone,  the  ap- 
prehension of  any  other  sort  of 
vengeance  terrifies  me:  since,  in 
such  a case , should  my  friends  be 
safe,  what  honour  would  his  death 
bring  to  my  memory?  — If  any 
of  them  should  come  to  misfor- 
tune, how  would  my  fault  be  ag- 
gravated ! 

God  long  preserve  you,  my 
dearest  cousin , and  bless  you  but 
in  proportion  to  the  consolation 
ou  have  given  me,  in  letting  me 
now  that  you  still  love  me ; and 
that  I have  one  near  and  dear  re- 
lation who  can  pity  and  forgive 
me  (and  then  will  you  be  greatly 
blessed  — ) ; is  the  prayer  of 
Your  ever  grateful  and 
affectionate 
Clamssa  Harlows. 


CLARISSA  HARLOWE. 
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LETTER  LXXXVIII. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

[In  answer  to  his  Letters  lxv.  Lx x i x . ] 
Thursday,  Aug.  31. 

I cannot  but  own,  that  I am  cut 
to  the  heart  by  this  Miss  Marlowe’s 
interpretation  of  her  letter.  She 
ought  never  to  be  forgiven.  She, 
a meek  person,  and  a penitent, 
and  innocent,  and  pious,  and  1 
know  not  what,  who  can  deceive 
with  a foot  in  the  grave ! — 

’Tis  evident,  that  she  sat  down 
to  write  this  letter  with  a design 
to  mislead  and  deceive.  And  if 
she  be  capable  of  that,  at  such  a 
crisis,  she  has  as  much  need  of 
heaven's  forgiveness , as  I have  of 
hers:  and,  with  all  her  cant  of 
charity  and  charity , if  she  be  not 
more  sure  of  it  than  I am  of  her 
real  pardon,  and  if  she  take  the 
thing  in  the  light  she  ought  to 
take  it  in,  she  will  have  a few 
darker  moments  yet  to  come  than 
she  seems  to  expect. 

Lord  M.  himself,  who  is  not  one 
of  those  (to  speak  in  his  own 
phrase)  who  can  penetrate  a mill- 
stone,sees  the  deceit,  and  thinks  it 
unworthy  of  her;  though  my  cou- 
sins Montague  vindicate  her.  And 
no  wonder : this  cursed  partial  sex 

[I  hate  ’em  all  — by  my  soul,  I 
late  ’em  all!]  will  never  allow  any 
thing  against  an  individual  of  it, 
where  ours  is  concerned.  Be- 
cause, if  they  censure  deceit  in 
another,  they  must  condemn  their 
own  hearts. 

She  is  to  send  me  a letter  after 
she  is  in  heaven , is  she  ? The  de- 


vil take  such  allegories;  and  the 
devil  take  thee  for  calling  this  ab- 
surdity an  innocent  artifice! 

1 insist  upon  it,  that  if  a woman 
of  her  character,  at  such  a critical 
time,  is  to  be  justified  in  such  a 
deception,  a man  in  full  health 
and  vigour  of  body  and  mind,  as  I 
am,  may  be  excused  for  all  his 
stratagems  and  attempts  against 
her.  And,  thank  my  stars,  I can 
now  sit  me  down  with  a quiet  con- 
science on  that  score.  By  my 
soul,  I can,  Jack.  Nor  has  any 
body,  who  can  acquit  her , a right 
to  blame  me.  But  with  some,  in- 
deed, every  thing  she  does  must 
be  good,  every  thing  I do  must  be 
bad  — And  why?  because  she  has 
'always  taken  care  to  coax  the 
stupid  misjudging  world,  like  a 
woman;  while  I have  constantly 
defied  and  despised  its  censures, 
like  a man. 

But  notwithstanding  all,  you  . 
may  let  her  know  from  me,  that  I 
will  not  molest  her;  since  my  vi- 
sits would  be  so  shocking  to  her; 
and  l hope  she  will  take  this  into 
her  consideration  as  a piece  of  ge- 
nerosity, which  she  could  hardly 
expect  after  the  deception  she  has 
ut  upon  me.  And  let  her  further 
now,  that  if  there  be  any  thing  in 
my  power  that  will  contribute 
either  to  her  ease  or  honour,  I will 
obey  her,  at  the  very  first  intima- 
tion, however  disgraceful  or  de- 
trimental to  my  sen.  All  this,  to 
make  her  unapprehensive,  and 
that  she  may  have  nothing  to  pull 
her  back. 

If  her  cursed  relations  could  be 
brought  as  cheerfully  to  perform 
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their  parts,  I’d  answer  life  for  life 
for  her  recovery. 

But  who,  that  has  so  many  ludi- 
crous images  raised  in  his  mind 
by  thy  awkward  penitence,  can 
forbear  laughing  at  thee  ? Spare, 
I beseech  thee,  dear  Belford,  for 
the  future  all  thine  own  aspira- 
tions, if  thou  wouldest  not  dis- 
honour those  of  an  angel  in- 
deed. 

When  I came  to  that  passage, 
where  thou  say’st,  that  tnou  con- 
siderest  her*  as  one  sent  from 
heaven  to  draw  thee  after  her  — 
for  the  heart  of  me,  I could  not 
for  an  hour  put  thee  out  of  my 
head,  in  the  attitude  of  Dame 
Elizabeth  Carteret,  on  her  monu- 
ment in  Westminster  Abbey.  If 
thou  never  observedst  it,  go 
thither  on  purpose ; land  there  wilt 
thou  see  this  dame  in  effigy,  with 
uplifted  head  and  hand,  tne  latter 
taken  hold  of  by  a cupid,  every 
inch  of  stone,  one  clumsy  foot 
lifted  up  also,  aiming,  as  the 
sculptor  designed  it,  to  ascend; 
but  so  executed,  as  would  rather 
make  one  imagine  that  the  figure 
(without  shoe  or  stocking,  as  it  is, 
though  the  rest  of  the  body  is 
robea)  was  looking  up  to  its  corn- 
cutter:  the  other  riveted  to  its 
native  earth,  bemired,  like  thee' 
(i immersed  thou  callest  it),  beyond 
the  possibility  of  unsticking  itself. 
Both  figures,  thou  wilt  find,  seem 
to  be  in  a contention,  the  bigger, 
whether  it  should  pull  down  the 
lesser  about  its  ears  — the  lesser 
(a  chubby  fat  little  varlet,  of  a 
fourth  part  of  the  other’s  bigness, 

* Sec  p.  188. 


with  wings  not  much  larger  than 
those  of  a butterfly)  whether  it 
should  raise  the  larger  to  a heaven 
it  points  to,  hardly  big  enough 
to  contain  the  great  toes  of 
either. 

Thou  wilt  say,  perhaps,  that 
the  Dame’s  figure  in  stone,  may 
do  credit,  in  the  comparison,  to 
thine,  both  in  grain  and  shape, 
wooden  as  thou  art  all  over:  but 
that  the  lady,  who  in  every  thing 
but  in  the  trick  she  has  played  me 
so  lately,  is  truly  an  angel,  is  but 
sorrily  represented  by  the  fat- 
flanked  cupid.  This  I allow  thee. 
But  yet  there  is  enough  in  thy 
aspirations,  to  strike  my  mind 
with  a resemblance  of  thee  and 
the  lady  to  the  figures  on  the 
wretched  monument;  for  thou 
oughtest  to  remember,  that,  pre- 
ared  as  she  may  be  to  mount  to 
er  native  skies,  it  is  impossible 
for  her  to  draw  lafter  her  a heavy 
fellow  who  has  so  much  to  repent 
of  as  thou  hast. 

But  now,  to  be  serious  once 
more,  let  me  tell  you,  Belford, 
that  if  the  lady  be  really  so  ill  as 
you  write  she  is,  it  will  become 
you,  [no  Roman  style  here! J in  a 
case  so  very  affecting,  to  be  a 
little  less  pointed  and  sarcastic  in 
!your  reflections.  For,  upon  my 
soul,  the  matter  begins  to  grate 
me  most  confoundedly. 

I am  now  so  impatient  to  hear 
oftener  of  her,  that  I take  the  hint 
accidentally  given  me  by  our  two 
fellows  meeting  at  Slough,  and 
resolve  to  go  to  our  friend  Dole- 
man’s  atUxbridge;  whose  wife  and 
sister,  as  well  as  he,  have  so  fre- 
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quently  pressed  me  to  give  them  and  we  will  buy  each  a ring,  to 
my  company  for  a week  or  two.  wear  in  memory  of  the  honest  fel- 
There  shall  I be  within  two  hours’  low,  with  our  own  money,  that  we 
ride,  if  any  thing  should  happen  may  perform  his  will  as  well  as  our 
to  induce  her  to  see  me : for  it  will  own. 

well  become  her  piety,  and  My  fellow  rides  the  rest  of  the 
avowed  charity,  should  the  worst  night.  1 charge  you,  Jack,  if  you 
happen,  [the  Lord  of  heaven  and  would  save  his  life,  that  you  send 
earth,  however,  avert  that  worst!]  him  not  back  empty-handed, 
to  give  me  that  pardon  from  her 
lips , which  she  has  not  denied  me 

by  pen  and  ink.  And  as  she  wishes  LETTER  lxxxix. 

my  reformation  she  knows  not  Mr.  Belftrd  to  Robert  Lovelaco,  ESq. 
what  good  effects  such  an  inter- 
view may  have  upon  me.  Thursday  night,  Aug.  31. 

I shall  accordingly  be  at  Dole-  When  I concluded  my  last,  I 
man’s  to-moi'row  morning,  by  hoped,  that  my  next  attendance 
eleven  at  furthest.  My  fellow  will  upon  this  surprising  lady  would 
find  me  there,  at  his  return  from  furnish  me  with  some  particulars  as 
you  (with  a letter,  I hope).  I shall  agreeable  as  now  could  be  hoped 
have  Joel  with  me  likewise,  that  1 forfrom  the  declining  way  she  isin, 
may  send  the  oftener,  as  matters  by  reason  of  the  welcome  letter  she 
fall  out.  Were  1 to  be  still  nearer , had  received  from  her  cousin  Mor- 
or  in  town,  it  would  be  impossible  den.  But  it  proved  quite  other- 
to  withhold  myself  from  seeing  wise  to  me,  though  not  to  herself; 
her.  for  I think  1 never  was  more 

But,  if  the  worst  happen! — as,  shocked  in  my  life  than  on  the 
by  your  continual  knelling,  I occasion  I shall  mention  pre- 
know not  what  to  think  of  it!  — sently. 

[Yet,  once  more,  heaven  avert  When  I attended  her  about 
that  worst!  — How  natural  is  it  to  seven  in  the  evening,  she  told  me 
pray  when  one  cannot  help  one’s  that  she  found  herself  in  a very 
self!]  — Then  say  not,  in  so  petulant  way,  after  1 had  left  her. 
many  dreadful  words,  what  the  Strange,  said  she,  that  the  plea- 
event  is  — only  that  you  advise  sure  I received  from  my  cousin’s 
me  to  take  a trip  to  Paris  — and  letter  should  have  such  an  effect 
that  will  stab  me  to  the  heart  upon  me?  But  I could  not  help 

* * * giving  way  to  a comparative 

I so  well  approve  of  your  gene-  humour,  as  I may  call  it,  and  to 
rosity  to  poor  Belton’s  sister,  that  think  it  very  hard,  that  my  nearer 
I have  made  Mowbray  give  up  his  relations  did  not  take  the  methods 
legacy,  as  I do  mine,  towards  her  which  my  cousin  Morden  kindly 
India  Bonds.  When  I come  to  | took,  by  inquiring  into  my  merit 
town,  Tourville  shall  do  the  like;  | or  demerit,  and  giving  my  cause  a 
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fair  audit,  before  they  proceeded 
to  condemnation. 

She  had  hardly  said  (this,  when 
she  started,  and  a blush  over- 
spread her  sweet  face,  on  hearing, 
as  I also  did,  a sort  of  lumbering 
noise  upon  the  stairs,  as  if  a large 
trunk  were  bringing  up  between 
two  people : and  looking  upon  me 
with  an  eye  of  concern,  Blunder- 
ers ! said  she , they  have  brought 
in  something  two  hours  before  the 
time.  — Don’t  be  surprised,  sir  — 
it  is  all  to  save  you  trouble. 

Before  I could  speak,  in  came 
Mrs.  Smith:  0 madam,  said  she, 
what  have  you  done?  — Mrs. 
Lovick,  entering,  made  the  same 
exclamation.  Lord  have  mercy 
upon  me , madam ! cried  I , what 
have  you  done?  — For,  she  step- 
ping at  the  instant  to  the  door,  the 
women  told  me  it  was  a coffin.  — 
O Lovelace ! that  thou  hadst  been 
there  at  the  moment!  — Thou, 
the  causer  of  all  these  shocking 
scenes!  Surely  thou  couldst  not 
have  been  less  affected  than  I, 
who  have  no  guilt,  as  to  her,  to  an- 
swer for. 

With  an  intrepidity  of  a piece 
with  the  preparation,  having  di- 
rected them  to  carry  it  into  her 
bed-chamber,  she  returned  to  us : 
they  were  not  to  have  brought  it 
in  till  after  dark,  said  she  — Pray, 
excuse  me,  Mr.  Belford : and  don’t 
you,  Mrs.  Lovick,  be  concerned: 
nor  you,  Mrs.  Smith — why  should 
you?  There  is  nothing  more  in 
it,  than  the  unusualness  of  the 
thing.  Why  may  we  not  be  as 
reasonably  shocked  at  going  to 
the  church  where  are  the  monu- 


ments of  our  ancestors,  with  whose 
dust  we  even  hope  our  dust  shall 
be  one  day  mingled,  as  to  be 
moved  at  such  a sight  as  this? 

We  all  remaining  silent,  the 
women  having  their  aprons  at 
their  eyes,  Why  this  concern  for 
nothing  at  all?  said  she:  if  I am 
to  be  blamed  for  any  thing,  it  is 
for  shewing  too  much  solicitude, 
as  it  may  be  thought,  for  this 
earthly  part.  I love  to  do  every 
thing  for  myself  that  I can  do.  I 
ever  did.  Every  other  material 
point  is  so  far  done,  and  taken 
care  of,  that  I have  had  leisure  for 
things  of  lesser  moment.  Mi- 
nutenesses may  be  observed 
where  greater  articles  are  not 
neglected  for  them.  I might  have 
had  this  to  order,  perhaps,  when 
less  fit  to  order  it.  I have  no  mo- 
ther, no  sister,  no  Mrs.  Norton,  no 
Miss  Howe,  near  me.  Some  of 
you  must  have  seen  this  in  a few 
days,  if  not  now;  perhaps  have 
had  the  friendly  trouble  of  direct- 
ing it.  And  what  is  the  dif- 
ference of  a few  days  to  you,  when 
I am  gratified,  rather  than  dis- 
composed by  it?  1 shall  not  die 
the  sooner  for  such  a preparation. 
Should  not  every  body  that  has 
any  thing  to  bequeath  make  their 
will?  And  who,  that  makes  a will, 
should  be  afraid  of  a coffin?  — 
My  dear  friends  (to  the  women),  I 
have  considered  these  things ; do 
not,  with  such  an  object  before 
you  as  you  have  had  in  me  for 
weeks,  give  me  reason  to  think 
you  have  not. 

How  reasonable  was  all  this ! — 
l It  shewed,  indeed,  that  she  herself 
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had  well  considered  it.  But  yet  we 
could  not  help  being  shocked  at 
the  thoughts  of  the  coffin  thus 
brought  in ; the  lovely  person  be- 
fore our  eyes,  who  is  in  all  likeli- 
hood so  soon  to  fill  it. 

We  were  all  silent  still,  the 
women  in  grief,  I in  a manner 
stunned.  She  would  not  ask  vie, 
she  said;  but  would  be  glad,  since 
it  had  thus  earlier  than  she  had 
intended  been  brought  in,  that  her 
two  good  friends  would  walk  in 
and  look  upon  it.  They  would  be 
less  shocked  when  it  was  made 
more  familiar  to  their  eye:  don’t 
you  lead  back,  said  she,  a starting 
steed  to  the  object  he  is  apt  to 
start  at,  in  order  to  familiarize  him 
to  it,  and  cure  his  starting?  The 
same  reason  will  hold  in  this  case. 
Come,  my  good  friends,  I will  lead 
you  in. 

I took  my  leave ; telling  her  she 
had  done  wrong,  very  wrong ; and 
ought  not,  by  any  means,  to  have 
such  an  object  before  her. 

The  women  followed  her  in.  — 

’ Tis  a strange  sex ! nothing  is  too 
shocking  for  them  to  look  upon, 
or  see  acted , that  has  but  novelty 
and  curiosity  in  it. 

Do wn  I hastened;  got  a chair; 
and  was  carried  home,  extreraety 
shocked  and  discomposed:  yet 
weighing  the  lady’s  arguments, 
I know  not  why  I was  so  affected 
— except,  as  she  said,  at  the 
unusualness  of  the  thing. 

While  I waited  for  a chair,  Mrs. 
Smith  came  down,  and  told  me, 
that  there  were  devices  and  in- 
scriptions upon  the  lid.  Lord  bless 
me ! is  a coffin  a proper  subject  to 
Clarissa.  IV. 


display  fancy  upon?  — But  these 
great  minds  cannot  avoid  doing 
extraordinary  things! 

LETTER  XC. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robort  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Friday  morn.  Sept.  1. 

It  is  surprising  that  I,  a man, 
should  be  so  much  affected  as  1 
was,  at  such  an  object  as  was  the 
subject  of  my  former  letter;  who 
also,  in  my  late  uncle’s  case,  and 
poor  Belton’s,  had  the  like  before 
me,  and  the  directing  of  it : when 
she,  a woman,  of  so  weak  and 
tender  a frame,  who  was  to  fill  it, 
(so  soon  perhaps,  to  fill  it!)  could 
give  orders  about  it,  and  draw  out 
the  devices  upon  it,  and  explain 
them  with  so  little  concern,  as  the 
women  tell  me  she  did  to  them, 
last  night,  after  I was  gone. 

I really  was  ill,  and  restless  all 
night.  Thou  wert  the  subject  of 
my  execration,  as  she  of  my  ad- 
miration, all  the  time  I was  quite 
awake ; and  when  I dozed,  I dreamt 
of  nothing  but  of  flying  hour- 
glasses , deaths’-heads , spades, 
mattocks,  and  eternity;  the  hint  of 
her  devices  (as  given  me  by  Mrs. 
Smith)  running  in  my  head. 

However,  not  being  able  to  keep 
away  from  Smith’s  I went  thither 
about  seven.  The  lady  was  just 
gone  out:  she  had  slept  better,  I 
Found,  than  I,  though  her  solemn 
repository  was  under  her  window, 
not  far  from  her  befi-side. 

I was  prevailed  upon  by  Mrs. 
Smith  and  her  nurse  Shelbourne 
(Mrs.  Lovick  being  abroad  with 
her)  to  go  up  and  look  at  the 
15 
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devices.  Mrs.  Lovick  has  since 
shewn  me  a copy  of  the  draught 
by  which  all  was  ordered.  And 
I will  give  thee  a sketch  of  the 
symbols. 

The  principal  device,  neatly 
etched,  on  a plate  of  white  metal, 
is  a crowned  serpent,  with  its  tail 
in  its  mouth,  forming  a ring,  the 
emblem  of  eternity:  and  in  the 
circle  made  by  it  is  this  inscription  : 

CLARISSA  HARLOWE. 

April  x. 

[Then  the  year.] 

iETAT.  XIX. 

For  ornaments : at  top,  an  hour- 
glass, winged.  At  bottom,  an 
urn. 

Under  the  hour-glass,  on 
another  plate,  this  inscription : 

Here  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling: 
and  here  the  weary  be  at  rest.  Job. 
iii.  17. 

Over  the  urn,  near  the  bottom: 

Turn  again  unto  thy  rest,  O my  soul! 
for  the  Lord  hath  rewarded  thee: 
and  why?  Thou  hast  delivered  my 
soul  from  death;  mine  eyes  from 
tears ; and  my  feet  from  falling.  Ps. 
cxvi.  7,  8. 

Over  this  text  is  the  head  of  a 
white  lily,  snaptshort  off,  and  just 
falling  from  the  stalk;  and  this 
inscription  over  that,  between  the 
principal  plate  and  the  lily : 

The  days  of  man  are  but  as  grass.  For 
he  flourisbeth  as  a flower  of  the 
field:  for,  as  soon  as  the  wind  goetb 
over  it,  it  is  gone;  and  the  place 
thereof  shall  know  it  no  more.  Ps. 
cili.  15,  16. 

She  excused  herself  to  the  wo- 
men, on  the  score  ofjher  youth, 


and  being  used  to  draw  for  her 
needle-works,  for  having  shewn 
more  fancy  than  would  perhaps  be 
thought  suitable  on  so  solemn  an 
occasion. 

The  date,  April  10,  she  account- 
ed for,  as  not  being  able  to  tell 
what  her  closing-day  would  be; 
and  as  that  was  the  fatal  day  of 
her  leaving  her  father’s  house. 

She  discharged  the  undertaker's 
bill,  after  I went  away,  with  as 
much  cheerfulness  as  she  could, 
ever  have  paid  for  the  clothes  she 
sold  to  purchase  this  her  palace: 
for  such  she  called  it;  reflecting 
upon  herself  for  the  expensiveness 
of  it,  saying,  that  they  might 
observe  in  her , that  pride  left  not 
poor  mortals  to  the  last : but  indeed 
she  did  not  know  but  her  father 
would  permit  it,  when  furnished , to 
be  carried  down  to  be  deposited 
with  her  ancestors;  and,  in  that 
case,  she  ought  not  to  discredit 
those  ancestors  in  her  appearance 
among  them. 

It  is  covered  with  fine  black 
cloth,  and  lined  with  white  satin; 
soon,  she  said,  to  be  tarnished  by 
viler  earth  than  any  it  could  be 
covered  by. 

The  burial  dress  was  brought 
home  with  it.  The  women  had 
curiosity  enough,  I suppose,  to 
see  her  open  that,  if  she  did  open 
it. — And,  perhaps,  thou  wouldest 
have  been  glad  to  have  been  pre- 
sent, to  have  admired  it  too?  — 

Mrs.  Lovick  said  she  took  the 
liberty  to  blame  her;  and  wished 
the  removal  of  such  an  object  — 
from  her  bedchamber , at  least:  and 
was  so  affected  with  the  noble 
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answer  she  made  upon  it,  that  she 
entered  it  down  the  moment  she 
left  her. 

“To  persons  in  health,”  said  she, 
“this  sight  may  be  shocking:  and 
the  preparation,  and  my  uncon- 
cernedness in  it,  may  appear 
affected : but  to  me,  who  have  had 
so  gradual  a weaning  time  from 
the  world,  and  so  much  reason  not 
to  love  it,  I must  say,  1 dwell  on, 
1 indulge  ('and,  strictly  speaking, 
I enjoy)  tne  thoughts  of  death. 
For,  believe  me,”  ( looking  stead- 
fastly at  the  awful  receptacle)  “be- 
lieve what  at  this  instant  I feel  to 
be  most  true,  that  there  is  such  a 
vast  superiority  of  weight  and 
importance  in  the  thoughtofdeath, 
and  its  hoped-for  happy  conse- 
quences, that  it  in  a manner  anni- 
hilates all  other  considerations 
and  concerns.  Believe  me,  my 
good  friends,  it  does  what  nothing 
else  can  do:  it  teaches  me,  by 
strengthening  in  me  the  force  of 
the  divinest  example,  to  forgive 
the  injuries  I have  received ; and 
shuts  out  the  remembrance  of  past 
evils  from  my  soul.” 

And  now  let  me  ask  thee,  Love- 
lace, dost  thou  think,  that,  when 
the  time  shall  come  that  thou 
shalt  be  obliged  to  launch  into  the 
boundless  ocean  of  eternity,  thou 
wilt  be  able  (any  more  than  poor 
Belton)  to  act  thy  part  with  such 
true  heroism,  as  this  sweet  and 
tender  blossom  of  a woman  has 
manifested,  and  continues  to  ma- 
nifest? 

0 no ! it  cannot  be ! — And  why 
cannot  it  be?  — The  reason  is  I 
evident : she  has  no  xcilful  errors  j 


to  look  back  upon  with  self-re- 
proach — and  her  mind  is  strength- 
ened by  the  consolations  which 
flow  from  that  religious  rectitude 
which  has  been  the  guide  of  all 
her  actions;  and  which  has  taught 
her  rather  to  choose  to  be  a sufferer 
than  an  aggressor! 

This  was  the  support  of  the 
divine  Socrates,  as  thou  hast  read. 
When  led  to  execution,  his  wife, 
lamenting  that  he  should  suffer, 
being  innocent.  Thou  fool,  said 
he,  would’st  thou  wish  me  to  be 
guilty? 

LETTER  XCI. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Friday,  Sept.  1. 

How  astonishing,  in  the  midst 
of  such  affecting  scenes,  is  thy 
mirth  on  what  thou  callest  my  own 
aspirations!  Never,  surely,  was 
there  such  another  man  in  this 
world,  thy  talents  and  thy  levity 
taken  together!  — Surely,  what  I 
shall  send  thee  with  this  will  affect 
thee.  I f not,  nothing  can,  till  thy 
own  hour  come:  — and  heavy  will 
then  thy  reflections  be! 

1 am  glad,  however,  that  thou 
enablest  me  to  assure  the  lady, 
that  thou  wilt  no  more  molest  her; 
that  is  to  say,  in  other  words,  that 
after  having  ruined  her  fortunes, 
and  all  her  worldly  prospects,  thou 
wilt  be  so  gracious  as  to  let  her 
lie  down  and  die  in  peace. 

Thy  giving  up  to  poor  Belton’s 
sister  tne  little  legacy,  and  thy 
undertaking  to  make  Mowbray 
and  Tourville  follow  thy  example, 
is,  I must  say,  to  thy  honour,  of  a 
15* 
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piece  with  thy  generosity  to  thy 
Rosebud  and  her  Johnny;  and  to 
a number  of  other  good  actions, 
in  pecuniary  matters:  although 
thy  Rosebud’s  is,  I believe,  the 
only  instance,  where  a pretty 
woman  was  concerned,  of  such  a 
disinterested  bounty. 

Upon  my  faith,  Lovelace,  I love 
to  praise  thee;  and  often  and  often, 
as  thou  knowest,  have  I studied  for 
occasions  to  do  it:  insomuch,  that 
when  for  the  life  of  me  I could  not 
think  of  any  thing  done  by  thee 
that  deserved  praise,  1 have  taken 
pains  to  applaud  the  not  ungrace- 
ful manner  in  which  thou  hast 
performed  actions  that  merited 
the  gallows. 

Now  thou  art  so  near,  I will 
dispatch  my  servant  to  thee  if 
occasion  requires.  But,  I fear,  1 
shall  soon  give  thee  the  news  thou 
apprehendest.  For  I am  just  now 
sent  for  by  Mrs.  Smith;  who  has 
ordered  the  messenger  to  tell  me, 
that  she  knew  not  if  the  lady  will 
be  alive  when  I come. 

Friday,  Sept.  1.  Two  o’clock  at  Smith’s. 

I codld  not  close  my  letter  in 
such  an  uncertainty  as  must  have 
added  to  your  impatience.  For 
you  have,  on  several  occasions, 
convinced  me,  that  the  suspense 
you  love  to  give , would  be  the 
greatest  torment  to  you  that  you 
could  receive.  A common  case  with 
all  aggressive  and  violent  spirits, 
I believe.  I will  just  mention  then 
(your  servant  waiting  here  till  I 
have  written)  that  the  lady  has 
had  two  very  severe  fits:  in  the 
last  of  which  whilst  she  lay,  they 


sent  to  the  doctor  and  Mr.  God- 
dard, who  both  advised  that  a 
messenger  should  be  dispatched 
for  me,  as  her  executor;  being 
doubtful  whether,  if  she  had  a 
third,  it  would  not  carry  her  off. 

She  was  tolerably  recovered  by 
the  time  I came;  and  the  doctor 
made  her  promise  before  me,  that, 
while  she  was  so  weak,  she  would 
not  attempt  any  more  to  go 
abroad;  for,  by  Mrs.  Lovick’s 
description  who  attended  her,  the 
shortness  of  her  breath,  her  ex- 
treme weakness,  and  the  fervour 
of  her  devotions  when  at  church, 
were  contraries,  which,  pulling 
different  ways,  (the  soul  aspiring, 
the  body  sinking)  tore  her  tender 
frame  in  pieces. 

So  much  for  the  present.  I shall 
detain  Will  no  longer  than  just  to 
beg , that  you  will  send  me  back 
this  packet,  and  the  last.  Your 
memory  is  so  good,  that  once 
reading  is  all  you  ever  give,  or 
need  to  give,  to  any  thing.  And 
who  but  ourselves  can  make  out 
our  characters,  were  you  inclined 
to  let  any  body  see  what  passes 
between  us  ? If  1 cannot  be  obliged, 
I shall  be  tempted  to  with-nold 
what  I write  till  1 have  time  to  take 
a copy  of  it.* 

A letter  from  Miss  Howe  is  just 
now  brought  by  a particular  mes- 
senger, who  says  he  must  carry 
back  a few  lines  in  return.  But 
as  the  lady  is  just  retired  to  lie 

* It  may  not  be  amiss  to  observe , that 
Mr.  Belford’s  solicitude  to  get  back  his 
letters  was  owing  to  his  desire  of  ful- 
filling the  lady’s  wishes , that  he  would 
furnish  Miss  Howe  with  materials  to 
vindicate  her  memory. 


jOOgle 


CLARISSA  IIAKLOWE. 


229 


down,  the  man  is  to  call  again  by- 
and-by. 

LETTER  XCII. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Uxbridge,  Sept.  1.  Twelve  o’clock 
at  night. 

I send  you  the  papers  with  this. 
You  must  account  to  me  honestly 
and  fairly  when  I see  you , for  the 
earnestness  with  which  you  write 
for  them.  And  then  also  will  we 
talk  about  the  contents  of  your 
last  dispatch,  and  about  some  of 
your  severe  and  uufriendly  reflec- 
tions. 

Meantime,  whatever  thou  dost, 
don’t  let  the  wonderful  creature 
leave  us!  set  before  her  the  sin  of 
her  preparation,  as  if  she  thought 
she  could  depart  when  she  pleased. 
She’ll  persuade  herself,  at  this 
rate,  that  she  has  nothing  to  do, 
when  all  is  ready,  but  to  lie  down, 
and  go  to  sleep : and  such  a lively 
fancy  as  hers  will  make  a reality 
of  a jest  at  any  time. 

A jest,  I call  all  that  has  passed 
between  her  and  me;  a mere  jest 
to  die  for— for  has  not  her  triumph 
over  me,  from  first  to  last,  been 
infinitely  greater  than  her  suffer- 
ings from  me  ? 

Would  the  sacred  regard  I have 
for  her  purity,  even  for  her  per- 
sonal as  well  as  intellectual  purity, 
permit,  I could  prove  this  as  clear 
as  the  sun.  Tell  therefore  the  dear 
creature,  that  she  must  not  be 
wicked  in  her  piety.  There  is  a 
too  much , as  well  as  a too  little , 
even  in  righteousness.  Perhaps 
she  does  not  think  of  that.  — 0 


that  she  would  have  permitted  my 
attendance,  as  obligingly  as  she 
does  of  thine!  — The  dear  soul 
used  to  love  humour.  I remember 
the  time  that  she  knew  how  to 
smile  at  a piece  of  a-propos 
humour.  And,  let  me  tell  thee,  a 
smile  upon  the  lips,  or  a sparkling 
in  the  eye,  must  have  had  its  cor- 
respondent cheerfulness  in  a heart 
so  sincere  as  hers. 

Tell  the  doctor  I will  make  over 
all  my  possessions,  and  all  my 
reversions,  to  him,  if  he  will  but 
prolong  her  life  for  one  twelve- 
month  to  come.  But  for  one  twelve- 
month,  Jack!  — He  will  lose  all 
his  reputation  with  me,  and  I shall 
treat  him  as  Belton  did  his  doctor, 
if  he  cannot  do  this  for  me,  on  so 
young  a subject.  But  nineteen , 
Belford!  — Nineteen  cannot  so 
soon  die  of  grief,  if  the  doctor 
deserve  that  title;  and  sobloom- 
ing and  so  fine  a constitution  as 
she  had  but  three  or  four  months 
ago. 

But  what  need  the  doctor  to  ask 
her  leave  to  write  to  her  friends? 
Could  he  not  have  done  it,  without 
letting  her  know  any  thing  of  the 
matter?  That  was  one  of  the  like- 
liest means  that  could  be  thought 
of,  to  bring  some  of  them  about 
her,  since  she  is  so  desirous  to  see 
them.  At  least,  it  would  have 
induced  them  to  send  up  her 
favourite  Norton.  But  these  plaguy 
solemn  fellows  are  great  traders 
in  parade.  They’ll  cram  down 
our  throat  their  poisonous  drugs 
y wholesale,  without  asking  you 
a question ; and  have  the  assurance 
to  own  it  to  be  prescribing : but 
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when  they  are  to  do  good,  they 
are  to  require  your  consent. 

How  the  dear  creature’s  char- 
acter rises  in  every  line  of  thy 
letters!  but  it  is  owing  to  the  un- 
common occasions  she  has  met 
with  that  she  blazes  out  upon  us 
with  such  a meridian  lustre.  How, 
but  for  those  occasions,  could  her 
noble  sentiments,  her  prudent 
consideration,  her  forgiving  spirit, 
her  exalted  benevolence,  and  her 
equanimity  in  view  of  the  most 
shocking  prospects,  (which  set  her 
in  a light  so  superior  to  all  her  sex, 
and  even  to  the  philosophers  of 
antiquity)  have  been  manifested? 

I know  thou  wilt  think  I am 
going  to  claim  some  merit  to 
myself,  for  having  given  her  such 
opportunities  of  signalizing  her 
virtues.  But  I am  not;  for, if  I did, 
I must  share  that  merit  with  her 
implacable  relations,  who  would 
justly  be  entitled  to  two-thirds  of 
it,  at  least : and  my  soul  disdains 
a partnership  in  any  thing  with 
such  a family. 

But  this  I mention  as  an  answer 
to  thy  reproaches  that  I could  be 
so  little  edified  by  the  perfections, 
to  which  thou  supposest,  I was  for 
so  long  together  daily  and  hourly  j 
a personal  witness  — when  admir- 
able as  she  was  in  all  she  said,  and  j 
in  all  she  did,  occasion  had  not  at  I 
that  time  ripened,  and  called  forth ' 
those  amazing  perfections  which 
now  astonish  ana  confound  me. 

Hence  it  is , that  I admire  her 
more  than  ever;  and  that  my  love 
for  her  is  less  personal , as  I mayj 
say,  more  intellectual , than  ever  I 
thought  it  could  be  to  woman. 


Hence  also  it  is,  that  T am  con- 
fident (would  it  please  the  Fates 
to  spare  her,  and  make  her  mine) 
I could  love  her  with  a purity  that 
would  draw  on  my  own  future,  as 
well  as  ensure  her  temporal,  hap- 
piness.— And  hence,  by  necessary 
consequence,  shall  1 be  the  most 
miserable  of  all  men,  if  I am  de- 
prived of  her. 

Thou  severely  reflectest  upon 
me  for  my  levity;  the  Abbey  in- 
stance in  thine  eye,  1 suppose. 
And  I will  be  ingenuous  enough 
to  own,  that  as  thou  seest  not  my 
heart,  there  mav  be  passages,  in 
every  one  of  my  letters,  which  (the 
melancholy  occasion  considered) 
deserve  thy  most  pointed  rebukes. 
But,  faith,  Jack,  thou  art  such  a 
tragi  - comical  mortal,  with  thy 
leaden  aspirations  at  one  time, 
and  thy  flying  hour-glasses  and 
dreaming  terrors  at  another,  that, 
as  Prior  says,  What  serious  is , thou 
turn'st  to  farce;  and  it  is  impos- 
sible to  keep  within  the  bounds 
of  decorum  or  gravity,  when  one 
reads  what  thou  writest. 

But  to  restrain  myself,  (for  my 
constitutional  gaiety  was  ready  to 
run  away  with  me  again)  I will 
repeat,  I must  ever  repeat,  that 
I am  most  egregiously  affected 
with  the  circumstances  of  the 
case : and , were  this  paragon 
actually  to  quit  the  world,  should 
never  enjoy  myself  one  hour  to- 
gether, though  I were  to  live  to 
the  age  of  Methusalem. 

Indeed  it  i3  to  this  deep  concern , 
that  my  levity  is  owing:  for  1 
struggle  and  struggle,  and  try  to 
i buffet  down  my  cruel  reflections 
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a3  they  rise:  and  when  1 cannot, 

I am  forced,  as  I have  often  said, 
to  try  to  make  myself  laugh,  that 
I may  not  cry : for  one  or  other  1 
must  do : and  is  it  not  philosophy 
carried  to  the  highest  pitch,  for  a 
man  to  conquer  such  tumults  of 
soul  as  I am  sometimes  agitated 
by,  and,  in  the  very  height  of  the 
storm,  to  be  able  to  quaver  out  an 
horse-laugh? 

Y our  Senecas,  your  Epictetuses, 
and  the  rest  of  your  stoical  tribe, 
with  all  their  apathy-nonsense, 
could  not  come  up  to  this.  They 
could  forbear  wry  faces:  bodily 
pains  they  could  well  enough  seem 
to  support ; and  that  was  all : but 
the  pangs  of  their  own  smitten- 
down  souls  they  could  not  laugh 
over,  though  they  could  at  the 
follies  of  others.  They  read  grave 
lectures;  but  they  were  grave. 
This  high  point  of  philosophy,  to 
laugh  and  be  merry  in  the  midst 
of  the  most  soul-harrowing  woes, 
when  the  heart-strings  are  just 
bursting  asunder,  was  reserved  for 
thy  Lovelace. 

There  is  something  owing  to 
constitution,  I own;  aud  that  this 
is  the  laughing  time  of  my  life. 
For  what  a woe  must  that  be, 
which  for  an  hour  together  can 
mortify  a man  of  six  or  seven-and- 
twenty,  in  high  blood  and  spirits, 
of  a naturally  gay  disposition, 
who  can  sing,  dance,  and  scribble, 
and  take  and  give  delight  in  them 
all?  — But  then  my  grief,  as  my 
joy,  is  sharper  pointed  than  most 
other  men’s ; and,  like  what  Dolly 
Welby  once  told  me,  describing 
the  parturient  throes,  if  there  were 


not  lucid  intervals,  if  they  did  not 
come  and  go,  there  would  be  no 
bearing  them. 

* * # 

Aftek  all,  as  I am  so  little 
distant  from  the  dear  creature, 
and  as  she  is  so  very  ill,  I think  I 
cannot  excuse  myself  from  making 
her  one  visit.  Nevertheless,  if  1 
thought  her  so  near — [what  words 
shall  I use,  that  my  soul  is  not 
shocked  at  !j  and  that  she  would 
be  too  much  discomposed  by  a visit ; 
I would  not  think  of  it.  — Yet  how 
can  I bear  the  recollection,  that 
when  she  last  went  from  me  (her 
innocence  so  triumphant  over  my 
premeditated  guilt,  as  was  enough 
to  reconcile  her  to  life,  and  to  set 
her  above  the  sense  of  injuries  so 
nobly  sustained,  that)  she  should 
then  depart  with  an  incurable 
fracture  in  her  heart;  and  that 
that  should  be  the  last  time  I 
should  ever  see  her ! — How,  how, 
can  I bear  this  reflection ! 

0 Jack!  how  my  conscience, 
that  gives  edge  even  to  thy  blunt 
reflections,  tears  me!  — Even  this 
moment  would  I give  the  world  to 
push  the  cruel  reproaeher  from 
me  by  one  ray  of  my  usual  gaiety! 
— Sick  of  myself!  — Sick  of  the 
remembrance  of  my  vile  plots; 
and  of  my  light,  my  momentary 
ecstacy,  [villainous  burglar,  felon, 
thief,  that  I was!j  which  has 
brought  upon  me  such  durable  and 
such  heavy  remorse!  what  would 
I give  that  I had  not  been  guilty 
of  such  barbarous  and  ungrateful 
perfidy  to  the  most  excellent  of 
God’s  creatures! 

1 would  end,  methinks,  with  one 
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sprightlier  line!  — But  it  will  not 
be.  — Let  me  tell  thee  then , and 
rejoice  at  it  if  thou  wilt,  that  I 
am 

Inexpressibly  miserable ! 

LETTER  XCm. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

. Sat.  morning,  Sept.  2. 

I have  some  little  pleasure  given 
me  by  thine,  just  now  brought  me. 
I see  now  that  thou  hast  a little 
humanity  left.  Would  to  heaven 
for  the  dear  lady’s  sake,  as  well  as 
for  thy  own,  that  thou  hadst 
romaged  it  up  from  all  the  dark 
forgotten  corners  of  thy  soul  a 
little  sooner! 

The  lady  is  alive,  and  serene, 
and  calm , and  has  all  her  noble 
intellects  clear  and  strong:  but 
nineteen  will  not  however  save  her. 
She  says,  she  will  now  content  her- 
self with  her  closet  duties,  and  the 
visits  of  the  parish  minister;  and 
will  not  attempt  to  go  out.  Nor, 
indeed,  will  she,  I am  afraid,  ever 
walk  up  or  down  a pair  of  stairs 
again. 

I am  sorry  at  my  soul  to  have 
this  to  say : but  it  would  be  a folly 
to  flatter  thee. 

As  to  thy  seeing  her , I believe 
the  least  hint  of  that  sort,  now, 
would  cut  off  some  hours  of  her 
life. 

What  has  contributed  to  her 
serenity,  it  seems,  is  that  taking 
the  alarm  her  fits  gave  her,  she 
has  entirely  finished,  and  signed 
and  sealed,  her  last  will:  which 
she  had  deferred  doing  till  this 
time,  in  hopes,  as  she  said,  of  some 


good  news  from  Harlowe  Place, 
which  would  have  induced  her  to 
alter  some  passages  in  it. 

Miss  Howe’s  letter  was  not  given 
her  till  four  in  the  afternoon, 
yesterday;  at  which  time  the 
messenger  returned  for  an  answer. 
She  admitted  him  into  her  pre- 
sence in  the  dining-room,  ill  as  she 
then  was,  and  she  would  have 
written  a few  lines,  as  desired  by 
Miss  Howe;  but  not  being  able  to 
hold  a pen , she  bid  the  messenger 
tell  her,  that  she  hoped  to  be  well 
enough  to  write  a long  letter  by 
the  next  day’s  post;  and  would 
not  now  detain  him. 

‘ 

Saturday,  six  in  the  afternoon. 

I called  just  now,  and  found 
the  lady  writing  to  Miss  Howe. 
She  made  me  a melancholy  com- 
pliment, that  she  shewed  me  not 
Miss  Howe’s  letter,  because  I 
should  soon  have  that  and  all  her 
papers  before  me.  But  she  told 
me,  that  Miss  Howe  had  very  con- 
siderately obviated  to  Colonel 
Morden  several  things  which 
might  have  occasioned  misappre- 
hensions between  him  and  me; 
and  had  likewise  put  a lighter  con- 
struction, for  the  sake  of  peace,  on 
some  of  your  actions , than  they 
deserved. 

She  added,  that  her  cousin 
Morden  was  warmly  engaged  in 
her  favour  with  her  friends:  and 
one  good  piece  of  news  Miss 
Ho we's  letter  contained;  that  her 
father  would  give  up  some  matters 
which  (appertaining  to  her  of 
right)  would  make  my  executor- 
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ship  the  easier  in  some  particulars 
that  had  given  her  a little  pain. 

She  owned  she  had  been  obliged 
to  leave  off  (in  the  letter  she  was 
writing)  through  weakness. 

Will  says  he  shall  reach  you  to- 
night. 1 shall  send  in  the  morn- 
ing; and  if  I find  her  not  worse, 
will  ride  to  Edgeware , and  return 
in  the  afternoon. 

LETTER  XCIV. 

Miss  Howe  to  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe. 

Tuesday,  Aug.  29. 

MY  DEAREST  FRIEND, 

We  are  at  length  returned  to 
our  own  home.  I had  intended 
to  wait  on  you  in  Loudon : but  my 
mother  is  very  ill — alas ! my  dear, 
she  is  very  ill  indeed  — and  you 
are  likewise  very  ill  — I see  that 
by  yours  of  the  25th  — what  shall 
I do , if  I lose  two  such  near , and 
dear,  and  tender  friends  ? She  was 
taken  ill  yesterday  at  our  last 
stage  in  our  return  home  — and 
has  a violent  surfeit  and  fever, 
and  the  doctors  are  doubtful  about 
her. 

If  she  should  die,  how  will  all 
my  pertnesses  to  her  fly  in  my 
face ! — Why,  why,  did  I ever  vex 
her?  She  says  I have  been  all 
duty  and  obedience ! — She  kindly 
forgets  all  my  faults,  and  re- 
members every  thing  1 have  been 
so  happy  as  to  oblige  her  in.  And 
this  cuts  me  to  the  heart. 

I see,  I see,  my  dear,  you  are 
very  bad  — and  I cannot  bear  it. 
Do , my  beloved  Miss  Harlowe,  if 
you  can  be  better,  do,  for  my  sake, 
he  better;  and  send  me  word  of  it. 


Let  the  bearer  bring  me  a line. 
If  I lose  you,  my  more  than  sister, 
and  losemymother,  Ishall distrust 
my  own  conduct,  and  will  not 
marry.  And  why  should  I?  — 
Creeping,  cringing  in  courtship! 

— O my  dear,  these  men  are  a vile 
race  of  reptiles  in  our  day,  and  mere 
hears  in  their  oven.  See  in  Lovelace 
all  that  is  desirable  in  figure,  in 
birth , and  in  fortune : but  in  his 
heart  a devil ! — See  in  Hickman 

— indeed , my  dear,  I cannot  tell 
what  any  body  can  see  in  Hick- 
man, to  be  always  preaching  in 
his  favour.  And  is  it  to  be  ex- 

ected  that  I , who  could  hardly 

ear  control  from  a mother,  should 
take  it  from  a husband?  — From 
one  too,  who  has  neither  more 
wit,  nor  more  understanding,  than 
myself?  Yet  he  to  be  my  instruc- 
tor!— So  he  will,  I suppose;  but 
more  by  the  insolence  of  his  will, 
than  by  the  merit  of  his  counsel. 
It  is  in  vain  to  think  of  it.  I can- 
not be  a wife  to  any  man  breathing 
whom  I at  present  know.  This  1 
the  rather  mention  now , because, 
on  my  mother’s  danger,  I know 
you  will  be  for  pressing  me  the 
sooner  to  throw  myself  into  an- 
other sort  of  protection , should  I 
be  deprived  of  her.  But  no  more 
of  this  subject,  or  indeed  of  any 
other ; for  1 am  obliged  to  attend 
my  mamma , who  cannot  bear  me 
out  of  her  sight. 

Wednesday,  Ang.  30. 

Mv  mother,  heaven  be  praised ! 
has  had  a fine  night , and  is  much 
better.  Her  fever  has  yielded  to 
medicine!  and  now  I can  write 
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once  more  with  freedom  and  ease 
to  you,  in  hopes  that  you  also  are 
better.  If  this  be  granted  to  my 
prayers,  I shall  again  be  happy. 
1 write  with  still  the  more  alacrity, 
as  I have  an  opportunity  given  me 
to  touch  upon  a subject  in  which 
you  are  nearly  concerned. 

You  must  know  then,  my  dear, 
that  your  cousin  Morden  has  been 
here  with  me.  He  told  me  of  an 
interview  he  had  on  Monday  at 
Lord  M.’s  with  Lovelace;  and 
asked  me  abundance  of  questions 
about  you , and  about  that 
villainous  man. 

I could  have  raised  a fine  flame 
between  them  if  I would:  but, 
observing  that  he  is  a man  of  very 
lively  passions,  and  believing  you 
would  be  miserable  if  any  thing 
should  happen  to  him  from  a 
quarrel  with  a man  who  is  known 
to  have  so  many  advantages  at  his 
sword,  I made  not  the  worst  of  the 
subjects  we  talked  of.  But,  as  I 
could  not  tell  untruths  in  his 
favour,  you  must  think  I said 
enough  to  make  him  curse  the 
wretdi. 

I don’t  find,  well  as  they  used  to 
respect  Colonel  Morden , that  he 
has  influence  enough  upon  them 
to  bring  them  to  any  terms  of  re- 
conciliation. 

What  can  they  mean  by  it?  — 
But  your  brother  is  come  home,  it 
seems;  so,  the  honour  of  the  house, 
the  reputation  of  the  family,  is  all 
the  cry! 

The  colonel  is  exceedingly  out 
of  humour  with  them  all.  Yet  has 
he  not  hitherto,  it  seems,  seen 
your  brutal  brother.  I told  him 


how  ill  you  were,  and  communi- 
cated to  him  some  of  the  contents 
of  your  letter.  He  admired  you , 
cursed  Lovelace,  and  raved  against 
all  your  family.  — He  declared, 
that  they  were  all  unworthy  of 
you. 

At  his  earnest  request,  I per- 
mitted him  to  take  some  brief 
notes  of  such  of  the  contents  of 
your  letter  to  me,  as  I thought  I 
could  read  to  him;  and,  particu- 
larly, of  your  melancholy  con- 
clusion.* 

He  says,  that  none  of  your 
friends  think  you  so  ill  as  you  are, 
nor  will  believe  it.  He  is  sure 
they  all  love  you , and  that  dearly 
too. 

If  they  do , their  present  hard- 
ness of  heart  will  be  the  subject  of 
everlasting  remorse  to  them, 
should  you  be  taken  from  us  — 
but  now  it  seems  [barbarous 
wretches !]  you  are  to  suffer  within 
an  inch  of  your  life. 

He  asked  me  questions  about 
Mr.  Belford:  and  when  he  had 
heard  what  I had  to  say  of  that 
gentleman,  and  his  disinterested 
services  to  you , he  raved  at  some 
villainous  surmises  thrown  out 
against  you  by  that  officious 
pedant,  Brand:  who,  but  for  his 
gown,  I find  would  come  off  poorly 
enough  between  your  cousin  and 
Lovelace. 

He  was  so  uneasy  about  you 
himself,  that  on  Thursday,  the 
24th,  he  sent  up  an  honest  serious 
man  ,*#  one  Alston , a gentleman 
farmer , to  inquire  of  your  condi- 

* See  p.  175,  176. 

**  See  p.  152. 
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tion,  your  visitors,  and  the  like; 
who  brought  him  word , that  you 
was  very  ill , and  was  put  to  great 
streights  to  support  yourself:  but 
as  this  was  told  him  by  the  gen- 
tlewoman of  the  house  where  you 
lodge,  who  it  seems  mingled  with 
it  some  tart,  though  deserved,  re- 
flections upon  your  relations’ 
cruelty,  it  was  not  credited  by 
them:  and  I myself  hope  it  cannot 
be  true;  for  surely  you  could  not 
be  so  unjust,  I will  say,  to  my 
friendship,  as  to  suffer  any  incon- 
veniencies  for  want  of  money.  1 
think  I could  not  forgive  you,  if  it 
were  so. 

The  colonel  (as  one  of  your 
trustees)  is  resolved  to  see  you  put 
into  possession  of  your  estate: 
and,  in  the  meantime,  he  has 
actually  engaged  them  to  remit  to 
him  for  you  the  produce  of  it  ac- 
crued since  your  grandfather’s 
death , (a  very  considerable  sum) 
and  proposes  himself  to  attend 
you  with  it.  But,  by  a hint  be 
dropt,  I find  you  had  disappointed 
some  people’s  littleness,  by  not 
writing  to  them  for  money  and 
supplies;  since  they  were  deter- 
mined to  distress  you,  and  to  put 
you  at  defiance. 

Like  all  the  rest!  — I hope  I 
may  say  that  without  offence. 

Your  cousin  imagines,  that, 
before  areeoneiliation  takes  place, 
they  will  insist,  that  you  shall 
make  such  a will, as  tothatestate, 
as  they  shall  approve  of:  but  he 
declares,  he  will  not  go  out  of 
England  till  he  has  seen  justice 
done  you  by  every  body;  and  that 


you  shall  not  be  imposed  on  either 
by  friend  or  foe  — 

By  relation  or  foe,  should  he  not 
have  said? — For  a friend  will  not 
impose  upon  a friend. 

So,  my  dear,  you  are  to  buy  your 
peace,  if  some  people  are  to  have 
their  wills! 

Your  cousin  [not  /,  my  dear, 
though  it  was  always  my  opinion*] 
says , that  the  whole  family  is  too 
rich,  to  be  either  humble,  con- 
siderate, or  contented.  And  as  for 
himself,  he  has  an  ample  fortune, 
he  says,  and  thinks  of  leaving  it 
wholly  to  you. 

Had  this  villain  Lovelace  con- 
sulted his  worldly  interest  only, 
what  a fortune  would  he  have  had 
in  you, even  although  your  marry- 
ing him  had  deprived  you  of  a 
paternal  share! 

I am  obliged  to  leave  off  here. 
But  having  a good  deal  still  to 
write,  and  my  mother  better,  I 
will  pursue  the  subject  in  another 
letter,  although  I send  both  to- 

f ether.  I need  not  say  how  much 
am,  and  will  ever  be, 

Y our  affectionate,  &c. 

Anna  Howe. 

LETTER  XCV. 

Miss  Howe  to  Miss  Clarissa  Ilarlowe. 

Thursday,  Aug.  31. 

The  colonel  thought  fit  once,  in 
praise  of  Lovelace’s  generosity,  to 
say,  thatf  as  a man  of  honour  ought ) 
he  took  to  himself  all  the  blame, 
and  acquitted  you  of  the  con- 
sequences of  the  precipitate  step 
you  had  taken;  since,  he  6aid,  as 
you  loved  him,  and  was  in  his 

• See  Vol.  I.  p.  43. 
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power,  he  must  have  had  advan- 
tages, which  he  would  not  have 
had,  if  you  had  continued  at  your 
father’s,  or  at  any  friend’s. 

Mighty  generous , I said,  (were  it 
as  he  supposed)  in  such  insolent 
reflectors , the  best  of  them ; who 
pretend  to  clear  reputations  which 
never  had  been  sullied  but  by 
falling  into  their  dirty  acquaint- 
ance ! But  in  this  case  I averred, 
that  there  was  no  need  of  any 
thing  but  the  strictest  truth,  to 
demonstrate  Lovelace  to  be  the 
blackest  of  villains,  you  the 
brightest  of  innocents. 

This  he  catched  at;  and  swore, 
that  if  any  thing  uncommon  or 
barbarous  in  the  seduction  were  to 
come  out,  as  indeed  one  of  the 
letters  you  had  written  to  your 
friends,  and  which  had  been  shewn 
him,  very  strongly  implied ; that 
is  to  say,  my  dear,  if  any  thing 
worse  than  perjury,  breach  of 
faith,  and  abuse  of  a generous 
confidence,  were  to  appear  I — 

1 sorry  fellows!]  he  would  avenge 
lis  cousin  to  the  utmost. 

I urged  your  apprehensions  on 
this  head  from  your  last  letter  to 
me:  but  he  seemed  capable  of 
taking  what  I know  to  be  real 
greatness  of  soul , in  an  unworthy 
sense:  for  he  mentioned  directly 
upon  it,  the  expectation  your 
friends  had,  that  you  should  (pre- 
vious to  any  reconciliation  with 
them)  appear  in  a court  of  justice 
against  the  villain  — If  you  could 
dp  it  with  the  advantage  to  your- 
self that  I hinted  might  be  done. 

And  truly,  if  I would  have  heard 
him,  he  had  indelicacy  enough  to 


have  gone  into  the  nature  of  the 
proof  of  the  crime  upon  which  they 
wanted  to  have  Lovelace  ar- 
raigned. Yet  this  is  a man  im- 
proved by  travel  and  learning ! — 
Upon  my  word,  my  dear,  I,  who 
have  been  accustomed  to  the  most 
delicate  conversation  ever  since  I 
had  the  honour  to  know  you,  de- 
spise this  sex  from  the  gentleman 
down  to  the  peasant. 

Upon  the  whole,  I find  that  Mr. 
Morden  has  a very  slender  notion 
of  women’s  virtue,  in  particular 
cases:  for  which  reason  I put  him 
down,  though  your  favourite , as 
one  who  is  not  entitled  to  cast  the 
first  stone. 

I never  knew  a man  who  de- 
served to  be  well  thought  of  him- 
self for  his  morals,  who  had  a 
slight  opinion  of  the  virtue  of 
our  sex  in  general.  For  if,  from 
the  difference  of  temperament  and 
education,  modesty,  chastity,  and 
piety  too,  are  not  to  be  fouudin 
our  sex  preferable  to  the  other,  I 
should  think  it  a sign  of  a much 
worse  nature  in  ours. 

He  even  hinted  (as  from  your 
relations  indeed'  that  it  is  impos- 
sible but  there  ihust  be  some  will 
where  there  is  much  love. 

These  sort  of  reflections  are 
enough  to  make  a woman,  who 
has  at  heart  her  own  honour  and 
the  honour  of  her  sex,  to  look 
about  her,  and  consider  what  she 
is  doing  when  she  enters  into  an 
intimacy  with  these  wretches ; 
since  it  is  plain,  that  whenever 
she  throws  herself  into  the  power 
of  a man,  and  leaves  for  him  her 
parents  or  guardians , every  body 
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will  believe  it  tojbe  owing  more  to 
her  good  luck  than  to  her  discre- 
tion , if  there  be  not  an  end  of  her 
virtue : and  let  the  man  be  ever 
such  a villain  to  her,  she  must 
take  into  her  own  bosom  a share 
of  his  guilty  baseness. 

I am  writing  to  general  cases. 
You,  my  dear,  are  out  of  the 
question.  Your  story,  as  I have 
iieretofore  said,  will  afford  a 
warning  as  well  as  an  example:* 
for  who  is  it  that  will  not  infer, 
that  if  a person  of  your  fortune, 
character,  and  merit,  could  not 
escape  ruin,  after  she  had  put 
herself  into  the  power  of  her 
hya?.na,  what  can  a thoughtless, 
fond,  giddy  creature  expect? 

Every  man,  they  will  say,  is 
not  a Lovelace  — true:  but, 
then,  neither  is  every  woman  a 
Clarissa.  And  allow  for  the  one 
and  for  the  other,  the  example 
must  be  of  general  use. 

I prepared  Mr.  Morden  to  ex- 
pect your  appointment  of  Mr. 
Belford  for  an  office  that  we  both 
hope  he  will  have  no  occasion  to 
act  in  (nor  any  body  else)  for 
many,  very  many  years  to  come. 
He  was  at  first  startled  at  it:  but, 
upon  hearing  such  of  your  rea- 
sons as  had  satisfied  me,  he  only 
said,  that  such  an  appointment, 
were  it  to  take  place,  would  ex- 
ceedingly affect  his  other  cousins. 

He  told  me,  he  had  a copy  of 
Lovelace’s  letter  to  you,  imploring 
your  pardon,  and  offering  to  un- 
dergo any  penance  to  procure  it}** 

* Seo  Vol.  n.  p.  268. 

**  See  Letter  xxxvi.  of  this  Vol.  1 
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and  also  of  your  answer  to 
it.* 

I find  he  is  willing  to  hope,  that 
a marriage  between  you  may  still 
take  place;  which,  he  says,  will 
heal  up  all  breaches. 

I would  have  written  much 
more  — on  the  following  parti- 
culars especially;  to  wit,  of  the 
wretched  man’s  hunting  you  out 
of  your  lodgings:  of  your  rela- 
tions’ strange  implacableness  [I  am 
in  haste , and  cannot  think  of  a 
word  you  would  like  better,  just 
now]:  of  your  last  letter  to  Love- 
lace to  divert  him  from  pursuing 
you:  of  your  aunt  Hervey’s  peni- 
tential conversation  with  Mrs. 
Norton:  of  Mr.  VVyerley’s  re- 
newed address:  of  your  lessons 
to  me  in  Hickman’s  behalf,  so 
approvable,  were  the  man  more 
so  than  he  is:  but  indeed  1 am 
offended  with  him  at  this  instant, 
and  have  been  for  these  two  days : 
— of  your  sister’s  transportation 
project:  — and  of  twenty  and 
twenty  other  things!  — but  am 
obliged  to  leave  off  to  attend  my 
two  cousins  Spilsworth,  and  my 
cousin  Herbert,  who  are  come  to 
visit  us  on  account  of  my  mother’s 
illness  — I will  therefore  dispatch 
these  by  Rogers;  and  if  my 
mother  get  well  soon  (as  I hope 
she  will)  I am  resolved  to  see  you 
in  town,  and  tell  you  every  thing 
that  is  now  upon  my  mind;  and 
particularly,  mingling  my  soul 
with  yours , how  much  I am , and 
will  ever  be,  my  dearest  dear 
friend,  Your  affectionate, 
Anna  Howe. 

* See  Letter  xl.  of  this  Vol. 
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Let  Rogers  bring  one  line,  I 
pray  you.  I thought  to  have 
sent  him  this  afternoon ; but  he 
cannot  set  out  till  to-morrow 
morning  early. 

I cannot  express  how  much  your 
staggering  lines , and  your  con- 
clusion, affect  me ! 

LETTER  XCVI. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Sunday  evening,  Sept.  3. 

I wonder  not  at  the  impatience 
your  servant  tells  me  you  express 
to  hear  from  me.  I was  designing 
to  write  you  a long  letter,  and 
was  just  returned  from  Smith’s 
for  that  purpose;  but  since  you 
are  so  urgent,  you  must  be  con- 
tented with  a short  one. 

I attended  the  lady  this  morn- 
ing, just  before  I set  out  for 
Edgeware.  She  was  so  ill  over- 
night, that  she  was  obliged  to 
leave  unfinished  her  letter  to  Miss 
Howe.  But  early  this  morning 
she  made  an  end  of  it,  and  had 
just  sealed  it  up  as  I came.  She 
was  so  fatigued  with  writing,  that 
she  told  me  she  would  lie  down 
after  I was  gone,  and  endeavour 
to  recruit  her  spirits. 

They  had  sent  for  Mr.  Goddard, 
when  she  was  so  ill  last  night; 
and  not  being  able  to  see  him 
out  of  her  own  chamber,  he,  for 
the  first  time,  saw  her  house  as 
she  calls  it.  He  was  extremely 
shocked  and  concerned  at  it ; and 
chid  Mrs.  Smith  and  Mrs.  Lovick 
for  not  persuading  her  to  have 
such  an  object  removed  from  her 
bed-chamber:  and  when  they  ex- 


cused themselves  on  the  little 
authority  it  was  reasonable  to  sup- 
pose they  must  have  with  a lady 
so  much  their  superior,  he  re- 
flected warmly  on  those  who  had 
more  authority,  and  who  left  her 
to  proceed  with  such  a shock- 
ing and  solemn  whimsy,  as  he 
called  it. 

It  is  placed  near  the  window, 
like  a harpsichord,  though  covered 
over  to  the  ground : and  when  she 
is  so  ill , that  she  cannot  well  go 
to  her  closet,  she  writes  and  reads 
upon  it,  as  others  would  upon  a 
desk  or  table.  But  (only  as  she 
was  so  ill  last  night)  she  chooses 
not  to  see  any  body  in  that  apart- 
ment. 

I went  to  Edgeware ; and , re- 
turning in  the  evening,  attended 
her  again.  She  had  a letter 
brought  her  from  Mrs.  Norton  (a 
long  one,  as  it  seems  by  its  bulk ; 
just  before  I came.  But  she  had 
not  opened  it;  and  said,  that  as 
she  was  pretty  calm  and  com- 
posed , she  was  afraid  to  look  into 
the  contents,  lest  she  should  be 
ruffled;  expecting,  now,  to  hear 
of  nothing  that  could  do  her  good 
or  give  her  pleasure  from  that 
good  woman’s  dear  hard-hearted 
neighbours , as  she  called  her  own 
relations. 

Seeing  her  so  weak  and  ill,  I 
withdrew;  nor  did  she  desire  me 
to  tarry,  as  sometimes  she  does, 
when  I make  a motion  to  depart. 

I had  some  hints,  as  I went 
away,  from  Mrs.  Smith , that  she 
had  appropriated  that  evening  to 
some  offices,  that  were  to  save 
i trouble,  as  she  called  it,  after  her 
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departure;  and  had  been  giving 
orders  to  her  nurse,  and  to  Mrs. 
Lovick,  and  Mrs.  Smith,  about 
what  she  would  have  done  when 
she  was  gone;  and  I believe  they 
were  of  a very  delicate  and  affect- 
ing nature;  but  Mrs.  Smith  de- 
scended not  to  particulars. 

The  doctor  had  been  with  her, 
as  well  as  Mr.  Goddard ; and  they 
both  joined  with  great  earnest- 
ness to  pershade  her  to  have  her 
house  removed  out  of  her  sight: 
but  she  assured  them,  that  it  gave 
her  pleasure  and  spirits;  and 
being  a necessary  preparation, 
she  wondered  they  should  be  sur- 
prised at  it,  when  she  had  not  any 
of  her  family  about  her,  or  any 
old  acquaintance , on  whose  care 
and  exactness  in  these  punctilios , 
as  she  called  them,  she  could 
rely. 

The  doctor  told  Mrs.  Smith, 
that  he  believed  she  would  hold 
out  long  enough  for  any  of  her 
friends  to  have  notice  of  her  state, 
and  to  see  her,  and  hardly  longer ; 
and  since  he  could  not  find,  that 
she  had  any  certainty  of  seeing 
her  cousin  Morden,  (which  made 
it  plain  that  her  relations  con- 
tinued inflexible)  he  would  go 
home,  and  write  a letter  to  her 
father,  take  it  as  she  would. 

She  had  spent  great  part  of  the 
day  in  intense  devotions ; and  to- 
morrow morning  she  is  to  have 
with  her  the  same  clergyman  who 
has  often  attended  her;  from 
whose  hands  she  will  again  re- 
ceive the  sacrament. 

Thouseest,  Lovelace,  that  all 
is  preparing,  that  all  will  be 


ready ; and  I am  to  attend  her  to- 
morrow afternoon,  to  take  some 
instructions  from  her  in  relation 
to  my  part  in  the  office  to  be  per- 
formed for  her.  And  thus  omitting 
the  particulars  of  a fine  conversa- 
tion between  her  and  Mrs.  Lovick, 
which  the  latter  acquainted  me 
with , as  well  as  another  between 
her  and  the  doctor  and  apothe- 
cary, which  I had  a design  this 
evening  to  give  you,  they  being  of 
a very  affecting  nature,  I have 
yielded  to  your  impatience. 

I shall  dispatch  Harry  to-morrow 
morning  early  with  her  letter  to 
Miss  Howe:  an  offer  she  took 
very  kindly;  as  she  is  extremely 
solicitous  to  lessen  that  young 
lady’s  apprehensions  for  her  on 
not  hearing  from  her  by  Satur- 
day’s post:  and  yet,  if  she  write 
truth , as  no  doubt  but  she  will, 
how  can  her  apprehensions  be 
lessened? 

LETTER  XCVII. 

Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe  to  Miss  Howe. 

Saturday,  Sept.  2. 

I write,  my  beloved  Miss  Howe, 
though  very  ill  still:  but  I could 
not  by  the  return  of  your  mes- 
senger; for  I was  then  unable  to 
hold  a pen. 

Your  mother’s  illness  (as  men- 
tioned in  the  first  part  of  your 
letter)  gave  me  great  distress  for 
you,  till  I read  farther.  You  be- 
wailed it  as  became  a daughter 
so  sensible.  May  you  be  blessed 
in  each  other  for  many,  very 
many,  happy  years  to  come!  I 
doubt  not,  that  even  this  sudden 
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and  grievous  indisposition , by  the 
frame  it  has  put  you  in,  and  the 
apprehension  it  has  given  you  of 
losing  so  dear  a mother , will  con- 
tribute to  the  happiness  I wish 
you:  for,  alas!  my  dear,  we 
seldom  know  how  to  value  the 
blessings  we  enjoy,  till  we  are  in 
danger  of  losing  them,  or  have 
actually  lost  them:  and  then, 
what  would  we  give  to  have  them 
restored  to  us ! 

What,  I wonder,  has  again 
happened  between  you  and  Mr. 
Hickman?  Although  1 know  it 
not,  I dare  say  it  is  owing  to  some 
pretty  petulance,  to  some  half 
ungenerous  advantage  taken  of 
his  obligingness  and  assiduity. 
Will  you  never,  my  dear,  give  the 
weight  you  and  all  our  sex  ought 
to  give  to  the  qualities  of  sobriety 
and  regularity  of  life  and  manners 
in  that  sex  ? Must  bold  creatures, 
and  forward  spirits , for  ever , and 
by  the  best  and  wisest  of  us,  as 
well  as  by  the  indiscree  test,  be 
the  most  kindly  treated? 

My  dear  friends  know  not , that 
I have  actually  suffered  within  less 
than  an  inch  of  my  life. 

Poor  Mr.  Brand!  He  meant 
well,  I believe.  I am  afraid  all 
will  turn  heavily  upon  him , when 
he  probably  imagined,  that  he  was 
taking  the  best  method  to  oblige. 
But  were  he  not  to  have  been  so 
light  of  belief,  and  so  weakly 
officious;  and  had  given  a more 
favourable,  and,  it  would  be 
strange  if  I could  not  say,  a juster 
report,  things  would  have  been, 
nevertheless,  exactly  as  they  are. 

1 must  lay  down  my  pen.  1 am 


very  ill.  I believe  I shall  be  better 
by-and-by.  The  bad  writing 
would  betray  me , although  1 had 
a mind  to  keep  from  you,  what 
the  event  must  soon 

i # * 

Now  I resume  my  trembling 

?en.  Excuse  the  unsteady  writing, 
t will  be  so  — 

1 have  wanted  no  money:  so 
don’t  be  angry  about  such  a trifle 
as  money.  Yet  am  I glad  of  what 
you  incline  me  to  hope,  that  my 
friends  will  give  up  the  produce  of 
my  grandfather’s  estate  since  it 
has  been  in  their  hands : because, 
knowing  it  to  be  my  right,  and 
that  they  could  not  want  it,  I had 
already  disposed  of  a good  part 
of  it;  and  could  only  hope  they 
would  be  willing  to  give  it  up  at 
my  last  request.  And  now  how 
rich  shall  I think  myself  in  this 
my  last  stage ! — And  yet  I did 
not  want  before  — indeed  I did 
not  — for  who,  that  has  many 
superfluities , can  be  said  to  want. 

Do  not,  my  dear  friend,  be 
concerned  that  I call  it  my  last 
stage;  for  what  is  even  the  long 
life  which  in  high  health  we  wish 
for?  What,  but,  as  we  go  along, 
a life  of  apprehension , sometimes 
for  our  friends,  oftener  for  our- 
selves? And,  at  last,  when  arrived 
at  the  old  age  we  covet,  one  heavy 
loss  or  deprivation  having  suc- 
ceeded another,  we  see  ourselves 
stripped,  as  I may  say,  of  every 
one  we  loved;  and  find  ourselves 
exposed , as  uncompanionable 
poor  creatures , to  the  slights , to 
the  contempts,  of  jostling  youth, 
who  want  to  push  us  oft*  the  stage ; 
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in  hopes  to  possess  what  we  have : 
— and,  superadded  to  all,  our 
own  infirmities  every  day  increas- 
ing1: of  themselves  enough  to 

make  the  life  we  wished  for  the 
greatest  disease  of  all ! Don’t  you 
remember  the  lines  of  Howard, 
which  once  you  read  to  me  in  my 
ivy  bower?* 

In  the  disposition  of  what  be- 
longs to  me , I have  endeavoured 
to  do  every  thing  in  the  justest 
and  best  manner  I could  think  of ; 
putting  myself  in  my  relations’ 
places , and  in  the  greater  points, 
ordering  my  matters,  as  if  no  mis- 
understanding had  happened. 

I hope  they  will  not  think  much 
of  some  bequests  where  wanted, 
and  where  due  from  my  gratitude: 
but  if  they  should , what  is  done, 
is  done ; and  I cannot  now  help  it. 
Yet  I must  repeat,  that  I hope,  I 
hope , I have  pleased  every  one  of 
them.  For  I would  not,  on  any 
account,  have  it  thought,  that, 
in  my  last  disposition,  any  thing 

* These  we  the  line*  tho  lady  refer*  to : 
From  death  we  rose  to  life : 'tis  but  the 
same. 

Through  life  to  pass  again  from  whence 
we  came. 

With  shame  we  see  our  passions  can 
prevail , 

Whore  reason,  certainly,  and  virtue,  fail. 
Honoca,  that  empty  name!  can  death 
despise; 

Scorn’d  dove,  to  death,  as  to  a refuge 
flies; 

And  Sorrow  waits  for  death  with  long- 
ing eyes. 

Hope  triumphs  o’er  the  thoughts  of 
death ; and  tate 

Cheats  fools,  and  flatters  the  unfortunate. 
We  fear  to  lose,  what  a small  lime  must 
waste, 

Till  life  Itself  grows  the  disease  at  last,  ' 
Bogging  for  life , we  beg  for  more  decay,  1 
And  to  be  Ion g a-dying  only  pray.  i 

Clarissa.  IV, 


undaughterly,  unsisterly,  or  un- 
like a niece,  should  have  had  place 
in  a mind  that  is  so  truly  free  (as  I 
will  presume  to  say)  from  all  re- 
sentment, that  it  now  overflows 
with  gratitude  and  blessings  for 
the  good  1 have  received,  although 
it  be  not  all  that  my  heart  wished 
to  receive.  W ere  it  even  an  hardship 
that  1 was  not  favoured  with  more, 
what  is  it  but  an  hardship  of  half 
a year,  against  the  most  indulgent 
goodness  of  eighteen  years  and 
an  half,  that  ever  was  shewn  to  a 
daughter? 

My  cousin,  you  tell  me , thinks 
I was  off  my  guard,  and  that  I was 
taken  at  some  disadvantage.  In- 
deed, my  dear,  I was  not.  Indeed 
I gave  no  room  for  advantage  to 
be  takeu  of  me.  I hope,  one  day, 
that  will  be  seen,  if  I have  the 
justice  done  me  which  Mr.  Belford 
assures  me  of. 

I should  hope,  that  my  cousin 
has  not  taken  the  liberties , which 
you,  (by  au  observation  not,  in 

general,  unjust)  seem  to  charge 
im  with.  For  it  is  sad  to  think, 
that  the  generality  of  that  sex 
should  make  so  light  of  crimes, 
which  they  justly  hold  so  unpar- 
donable in  their  own  most  in- 
timate relations  of  ours  — yet 
cannot  commit  them  without  doing 
such  injuries  to  other  families  as 
they  think  themselves  obliged  to 
resent  unto  death,  when  offered 
to  their  own. 

But  we  women  are  too  often  to 
blame  on  this  head ; since  the  most 
virtuous  among  us  seldom  make 
virtue  the  test  of  their  approbation 
of  the  other  sex : insomuch  that  a 
16 
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man  may  glory  in  his  wickedness 
of  this  sort  without  being  rejected 
on  that  account,  even  to  the  faces 
of  women  of  unquestionable -vir- 
tue. Hence  it  is , that  a libertine 
seldom  thinks  himself  concerned 
so  much  as  to  save  appearances: 
and  what  is  it  not  that  our  sex 
suffers  in  their  opinion  on  this  very 
score?  And  what  have  I,  more 
than  many  others,  to  answer  for 
on  this  account,  in  the  world’s 
eye? 

May  my  story  be  a warning  to 
all,  how  they  prefer  a libertine  to 
a man  of  true  honour;  and  how 
they  permit  themselves  to  be 
misled  (where  they  mean  the  best) 
by  the  specious,  yet  foolish  hope 
of  subduing  riveted  habits,  and, 
as  I may  say,  of  altering  natures ! 
— The  more  foolish , as  constant 
experience  might  convince  us, 
that  there  is  hardly  one  in  ten,  of 
even  tolerably  happy  marriages, 
in  which  the  wife  keeps  the  hold 
in  the  husband’s  affections,  which 
she  had  in  the  lover’s.  What  in- 
fluence then  can  she  hope  to  have 
over  the  morals  of  an  avowed 
libertine,  who  marries  perhaps 
for  conveniency,  who  despises  tne 
tie,  and  whom , it  is  too  probable, 
nothing  but  old  age , or  sickness, 
or  disease  (the  consequence  of 
ruinous  riot)  can  reclaim? 

I am  very  glad  you  gave  my 
cous  — 

Sunday  morning,  (Sept.  8,)  six  o’clock. 

Hither  I had  written,  and  was 
forced  to  quit  my  pen.  And  so 
much  weaker  and  worse  I grew, 
that  had  I resumed  it,  to  have 


closed  here,  it  must  have  been 
with  such  trembling  unsteadiness, 
that  it  would  have  given  you  more 
concern  for  me,  than  the  delay 
of  sending  it  away  by  last  night's 
post  can  do.  I deferred  it  there- 
fore, to  see  how  it  would  please 
God  to  deal  with  me.  Ana  I find 
myself,  after  a better  night  than  I 
expected,  lively  and  clear;  and 
hope  to  give  you  a proof  that  I do, 
in  the  continuation  of  my  letter, 
which  I will  pursue  as  currently  as 
if  I had  not  left  off. 

I am  glad  you  so  considerately 
gave  my  cousin  Morden  favour- 
able impressions  of  Mr.  Belford; 
since,  otherwise,  some  misunder- 
standing might  have  happened 
between  them : for  although  I hope 
this  Mr.  Belford  is  an  altered  man, 
and  in  time  will  be  a reformed 
one,  yet  is  he  one  of  those  high 
spirits  that  has  been  accustomed 
to  resent  imaginary  indignities  to 
himself , when,  I believe,  he  has 
not  been  studious  to  avoid  giving 
real  offences  to  others:  men  of  this 
cast  acting  as  if  they  thought  all 
the  world  was  made  to  bear  with 
them,  and  they  not  with  any  body 
in  it. 

Mr.  Lovelace , you  tell  me, 
thought  fit  to  entrust  my  cousin 
with  the  copy  of  his  letter  of  peni- 
tence to  me,  and  with  myanswerto 
it,  rejecting  him  and  his  suit : and 
Mr.  Belford  moreover  acquaints 
me,  how  much  concerned  Mr. 
Lovelace  is  for  his  baseness , and 
how  freely  he  accused  himself  to 
my  cousin.  This  shews,  that  the 
true  bravery  of  spirit  is  to  be 
above  doing  a vile  action;,  and 
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that  nothing  subjects  the  human 
mind  to  so  much  meanness,  as  the 
consciousness  of  having  done  wil- 
ful wrong  to  our  fellow-creatures. 
How  low,  how  sordid,  are  the  sub- 
missions which  elaborate  baseness 
compels ! That  that  wretch  could 
treat  me  as  he  did , and  then  could 
so  poorly  creep  to  me  for  forgive- 
ness of  crimes  so  wilful , so  black, 
and  so  premeditated!  How  my 
soul  despised  him  for  his  meanness 
on  a certain  occasion , of  which 
you  will  one  day  be  informed!* 
And  him  whose  actions  one’s  heart 
despises,  it  is  far  from  being  diffi- 
cult to  reject,  had  one  ever  so  par- 
tially favoured  him  once. 

Y et  I am  glad  this  violent  spirit 
can  thus  creep ; that,  like  a poi- 
sonous serpent,  he  can  thus  coil 
himself,  and  hide  his  head  in  his 
own  narrow  circlets ; because  this 
stooping,  this  abasement,  gives 
me  hope  that  no  further  mischief 
will  ensue. 

All  my  apprehension  is,  what 
may  happen  when  I am  gone ; lest 
then  my  cousin , or  any  other  of 
my  family,  should  endeavour  to 
avenge  me,  and  risk  their  own 
more  precious  'lives  on  that  ac- 
count. 

If  that  part  of  Cain’s  curse  were 
Mr.  Lovelace’s,  To  be  a fugitive 
and  vagabond  in  the  earth;  that  is 
to  say,  if  it  meant  no  more  harm 
to  him,  than  that  he  should  be 
obliged  to  travel,  as  it  seems  he 
intends  (though  I wish  him  no  ill 

* Meaning  his  meditated  second  vio- 
lence (See  Vol.  III.  Letter  lvi.)  and  his 
succeeding  letters  to  her  supplicating  for 
her  pardon. 


in  his  travels) , and  I could  know 
it  5 then  should  I be  easy  in  the 
hoped  for  safety  of  my  friends 
from  his  skilful  violence  — 0 that 
I could  hear  he  was  a thousand 
miles  off! 

When  I began  this  letter,  I did 
not  think  I could  have  run  to  such 
a length.  But  ’tis  to  you,  my 
dearest  friend,  and  you  have  a 
title  to  the  spirits  you  raise  and 
support;  for  they  are  no  longer 
mine,  and  will  subside  the  moment 
I cease  writing  to  you. 

But  what  ao  you  bid  me  hope 
for,  when  you  tell  me,  that  if  your 
mother’s  health  will  permit,  you 
will  Bee  me  in  town  ? I hope  your 
mother’s  health  will  be  perfected 
as  you  wish ; but  I dare  not  pro- 
mise myself  so  great  a favour ; so 
great  a blessing , I will  call  it — ' 
and  indeed  1 know  not  if  I should 
be  able  to  bear  it  now ! — 

Yet  one  comfort  it  is  in«your 
power  to  give  me;  and  that  is,  let 
me  know,  and  very  speedily  it 
must  be,  if  you  wish  to  oblige  me, 
that  all  matters  are  made  np  be- 
tween you  and  Mr.  Hickman;  to 
whom,  I see,  you  are  resolved, 
with  all  your  bravery  of  spirit,  to 
owe  a multitude  of  obligations  for 
his  patience  with  your  flightiness. 
Think  of  this,  my  dear  proud 
friend!  and  think,  likewise,  of 
what  I have  often  told  you , that 
pride,  in  man  or  woman,  is  an  ex- 
treme that  hardly  everfails,  sooner 
or  later,  to  bring  forth  its  mor- 
tifying CONTRARY. 

May  you,  my  dear  Miss  Howe, 
have  no  discomforts  but  what  you 
make  to  yourself!  As  it  will  be 
IG* 
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in  your  own  power  to  lessen  such 
as  these,  they  ought  to  be  your 
punishment  if  you  do  not.  There 
is  no  such  thing  as  perfect  happi- 
ness here,  since  the  busy  mind 
will  make  to  itself  evils,  were  it  to 
find  none.  You  will  therefore 
pardon  this  limited  wish,  strange 
as  it  may  appear,  till  you  consider 
it : for  to  wish  you  no  infelicities, 
either  within  or  without  you,  were 
to  wish  you  what  can  never  happen 
in  this  world;  and  what  perhaps 
ought  not  to  be  wished  for,  if  by  a 
wish  one  could  give  one’s  friend 
such  an  exemption;  since  we  are 
not  to  live  here  always. 

We  must  not,  in  short,  expect 
that  our  roses  will  grow  without 
thorns:  but  then  they  are  useful 
and  instructive  thorns:  which  by 

E ricking  the  fingers  of  the  too 
asty  plucker,  teach  future  cau- 
tion. And  who  knows  not  that 
difficulty  gives  poignancy  to  our 
enjoyments;  which  are  apt  to  lose  j 
their  relish  with  us  when  they  are 
over-easily  obtained? 

I must  conclude  — 

God  for  ever  bless  you , and  all 
you  love  and  honour,  and  reward : 
you  here  and  hereafter  for  your , 
kindness  to 

Your  ever  obliged  and 
affectionate 
Clarissa  Hablowe. 

LETTER  xcvra. 

Mrs.  Norton  to  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe. 

[/»  Answer  to  hers  of  Thursday,  August  ii. 
See  p.  170.] 

Thursday,  August  31. 

I had  written  sooner,  my  dearest 
young  lady , but  that  I have  been 


endeavouring , ever  since  the  re- 
ceipt of  your  last  letter,  to  obtain 
a private  audience  of  your  mother, 
in  hopes  of  leave  to  communicate 
it  to  her.  But  last  night  I was 
surprised  by  an  invitation  to 
breakfast  at  Harlowe-Place  this 
morning:  and  the  chariot  came 
early  to  fetch  me : an  honour  I did 
not  expect. 

When  I came,  I found  there 
was  to  be  a meeting  of  all  your  fa- 
mily with  Colonel  Morden , at 
Harlowe-Place;  and  it  was  pro- 
posed by  your  mother,  and  con- 
sented to,  that  I should  be  pre- 
sent. Your  cousin,  I understand 
had  with  difficulty  brought  this 
meeting  to  bear ; for  your  brother 
had  before  industriously  avoided 
all  conversation  with  him  on  the 
affecting  subject;  urging,  that  it 
was  not  necessary  to  talk  to  Mr. 
Morden  upon  it , who,  being  a re- 
moter relation  than  themselves, 
had  no  business  to  make  himself  a 
judge  of  their  conduct  to  their 
daughter,  their  niece,  and  their 
sister:  especially  as  he  had  de- 
clared himself  in  her  favour;  add- 
ing, that  he  should  hardly  have 
patience  to  be  questioned  by  Mr. 
Morden  on  that  head. 

I was  in  hopes  that  your  mother 
would  have  given  me  an  oppor- 
tunity of  talking  with  her  alone 
before  the  company  met;  but  she 
seemed  studiously  to  avoid  it : I 
dare  say,  however,  not  with  her 
inclination. 

I was  ordered  in  iust  before  Mr. 
Morden  came , ana  was  bid  to  sit 
down  — which  I did  in  the  win- 
dow. 
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The  colonel,  when  he  came,  farewell  of  Miss  Howe:  Adieu,  my 
began  the  discourse , by  renewing,  dear , adieu,"  are  you  words  — 
as  he  called  it,  his  solicitations  in  O,  my  child!  my  child!  said 
your  favour.  He  set  before  them  your  mamma,  weeping,  and  elasp- 
your  penitence;  your  ill  health;  ing  her  hands, 
your  virtue,  though  once  betrayed,  Dear  madam,  said  your  brother, 

and  basely  used ; he  then  read  to  be  so  good  as  to  think  you  have 
them  Mr.  Lovelace’s  letter,  a most  more  children  than  this  ungrateful 
contrite  one  indeed*;  and  your  one. 

high-souled  answer**;  for  that  was  Yet  your  sister  seemed  af- 
what  he  justly  called  it;  and  he  fected. 

treated  as  it  deserved  Mr.  Brand’s  Your  uncle  Harlowe,  wiping 
officious  information  (of  which,  I his  eyes,  0 cousin,  said  he,  if  one 
had  before  heard,  he  had  made  thought  the  poor  girl  was  really  so 
them  ashamed)  by  representations  ill  — 

founded  upon  inquiries  made  by  She  must,  said  your  uncle  An- 
Mr.  Alston***,  whom  he  had  pro-  tony.  This  is  written  to  her  pri- 
cured  to  go  up,  on  purpose  to  ac-  vate  friend.  God  forbid  she  should 
quaint  himself  with  your  manner  be  quite  lost! 
of  life,  and  what  was  meant  by  the  Your  uncle  Harlowe  wished  they 
visits  of  that  Mr.  Belford.  did  not  carry  their  resentments 

He  then  told  them,  that  he  had  too  far. 
the  day  before  waited  upon  Miss  I begged,  for  God’s  sake,  wring- 
Howe , and  had  been  shewn  a let-  ing  my  hands , and  with  a bended 
ter  from  you  to  herf , and  per-  knee,  that  they  would  permit  me 
mitted  to  take  some  memorandums  to  go  up  to  you;  engaging  to  give 
from  it,  in  which  you  appeared,  them  a faithful  account  of  the  way 
both  by  hand- writing,  and  the  you  were  in.  But  I was  chidden 
contents,  to  be  so  very  ill  that  it  by  your  brother;  and  this  oeca- 
seemed  doubtful  to  him , if  it  were  sioned  some  angry  words  between 
possible  for  you  to  get  over  it.  him  and  Mr.  Moraen. 

And  when  he  read  to  them  that  I believe,  sir,  I believe,  madam, 
passage,  where  you  ask  Miss  said  your  sister , to  her  father  and 
Howe,  “What  can  be  done  for  mother,  we  need  not  trouble  my 
you  now , were  your  friends  to  be  cousin  to  read  any  more.  It  does 
ever  so  favourable?  and  wish,  for  but  grieve  and  disturb  you.  My 
their  sakes,  more  than  for  your  sister  Clary  seems  to  be  ill:  I think, 
oten,  that  they  would  still  relent;’’  if  Mrs.  Norton  were  permitted  to 
and  then  say,  “You  are  very  ill  go  up  to  her,  it  would  be  right. 
— you  must  drop  your  pen  — and  Wickedly  as  she  has  acted , if  she 
ask  excuse  for  your  crooked  writ-  be  truly  penitent  — 
ing;  and  take,  as  it  were,  a last  Here  she  stopt;  and  every  one 
* Seo  p 79  **  See  p 87  being  silent,  I stood  up  once  more, 

»**  Seep.  152.  f See p.  175.  and  besought  them  to  let  me  go: 
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and  then  I offered  to  read  a pas- 
sage or  two  in  your  letter  to  me  of 
the  24th.  But  I was  taken  up  again 
by  your  brother;  and  this  occa- 
sioned still  higher  words  between 
the  colonel  ana  him. 

Your  mother,  hoping  to  gain 
upon  your  inflexible  brother , and 
to  divert  the  anger  of  the  two 
gentlemen  from  each  other,  pro- 
posed that  the  colonel  should  pro- 
ceed in  reading  the  minutes  he 
had  taken  from  your  letter. 

He  accordingly  read , “ Of  your 
resuming  your  pen:  that  you 
thought  you  had  taken  your  last 
farewell;  and  the  rest  of  that  very 
affecting  passage,  in  which  you 
are  obliged  to  break  off  more  than 
once  and  afterwards  to  take  an 
airing  in  a chair.”  Your  brother 
and  sister  were  affected  at  this; 
and  he  had  recourse  to  his  snuff- 
box. And  where  you  comfort  Miss 
Howe,  and  say,  “You  shall  be 
happy ; ’’  It  is  more , said  he , than 
she  will  let  any  body  else  be. 

Your  sister  called  you,  sweet 
soul!  but  with  a low  voice:  then 
grew  hard-hearted  again;  yet 
said,  Nobody  could  help  being 
affected  by  your  pathetic  grief — 
but  that  it  was  your  talent. 

The  colonel  then  went  on  to  the 
good  effect  your  airing  had  upon 
you;  to  your  good  wisnes  to  Miss 
Howe  and  Mr.  Hickman;  and  to 
your  concluding  sentence,  that 
when  the  happy  life  you  wished  to 
her  comes  to  be  wound  up,  she 
may  be  as  calm  and  as  easy  at 
quitting  it , as  you  hope  in  God 
you  shall  be.  Your  mother  could 
not  stand  this;  but  retired  to  a 


corner  of  the  room,  and  sobbed, 
and  wept.  Your  father  for  a few 
minutes  could  not  speak , though 
he  seemed  inclined  to  say  some- 
thing. 

Your  uncles  were  also  both  af- 
fected : — but  your  brother  went 
round  to  each;  and  again  reminded 
your  mother  that  she  had  other 
children:  what  was  there , he  said, 
in  what  was  read , but  the  result 
of  the  talent  you  had  of  moving 
the  passions?  and  he  blamed  them 
for  choosing  to  hear  read  what 
they  knew  their  abused  indulgence 
could  not  be  proof  against. 

This  set  Air.  Moraen  up  again: 
fie  upon  you,  cousin  Harlowe, 
said  he  — I see  plainly  to  whom  it 
is  owing  that  all  relationship  and 
ties  of  blood  with  regard  to  this 
sweet  sufferer  are  laid  aside.  Such 
rigours  as  these  make  it  difficult 
for  a sliding  virtue  ever  to  recover 
itself. 

Your  brother  pretended  the 
honour  of  the  family,  and  declared, 
that  no  child  ought  to  be  forgiven 
who  abandoned  the  most  indulgent 
of  parents  against  warning, 
against  the  light  of  knowledge,  as 
you  had  done. 

But,  sir,  and  ladies,  said  I, 
rising  from  my  seat  in  the  window, 
and  humbly  turning  round  to  each, 
if  I may  be  permitted  to  speak, 
my  dear  Miss  asks  only  for  a bless- 
ing. She  does  not  beg  to  be  re- 
ceived to  favour;  she  is  very  ill, 
and  asks  only  for  a last  blessing. 

Come,  come,  goody  Norton, 
[1  need  not  tell  you  who  said  this] 
you  are  up  again  with  your  lamen- 
tables ! — A good  woman , as  you 
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are , to  forgive  so  readily  a crime 
that  has  been  as  disgraceful  to 
your  part  in  her  education,  as  to 
her  family,  is  a weakness  that 
would  induce  one  to  suspect  your 
virtue  if  you  were  to  be  encount- 
ered by  a temptation  properly  ad- 
apted. 

By  some  such  charitable  logic, 
said  Mr.  Morden,  as  this,  is  my 
cousin  Arabella  captivated,  I 
doubt  not.  If  to  be  uncharitable 
and  unforgiving,  is  to  give  a proof 
of  virtue,  you,  Mr.  James  Har- 
lowe , are  the  most  virtuous  young 
man  in  the  world. 

I knew  how  it  would  be,  replied 
your  brother,  in  a passion,  if  I 
met  Mr.  Morden  upon  this  busi- 
ness. I would  have  declined  it; 
but  you,  sir,  to  his  father,  would 
not  permit  me  so  to  do. 

But,  sir,  turning  to  the  colo- 
nel, in  no  other  presence  — 

Then,  cousin  James,  inter- 
rupted the  other  gentleman,  that 
which  is  your  protection,  it  seems 
is  mine.  I am  not  used  to  bear  de- 
fiances thus  — you  are  my  cousin, 
sir,  — and  the  son  and  nephew  of 
persons  as  dear  as  near  to  me  — 
there  he  paused  — 

Are  we,  said  your  father,  to  be 
made  still  more  unhappy  among 
ourselves,  when  the  villain  lives 
that  ought  to  be  the  object  of  every 
one’s  resentment,  who  has  either 
a value  for  the  family , or  for  this 
ungrateful  girl? 

That’s  the  man,  said  your  cou- 
sin, whom  last  Monday,  as  you 
know , I went  purposely  to  make 
the  object  of  mine.  But  what  could 
I say,  when  I found  him  so  willing 


to  repair  his  crime?  — And  I give 
it  as  my  opinion,  and  have  written 
accordingly  to  my  poor  cousin,  that 
it  is  best  for  all  round , that  his 
offer  should  be  accepted ; and  let 
me  tell  you  — 

Tell  me  nothing,  said  your  fa- 
ther, quite  enraged , of  that  very 
vile  fellow!  I have  a riveted 
hatred  to  him.  I would  rather  see 
the  rebel  di§  an  hundred  deaths, 
were  it  possible,  than  that  she 
should  give  such  a villain  as  him 
a relation  to  my  family. 

Well,  but  there  is  no  room  to 
think , said  your  mother , that  she 
will  give  us  such  a relation,  my 
dear.  The  poor  girl  will  lessen , I 
fear,  the  number  of  our  relations ; 
not  increase  it.  If  she  be  so  ill  as 
we  are  told  she  is , let  us  send  Mrs. 
Norton  up  to  her.  — That’s  the 
least  we  can  do  — let  us  take  her, 
however,  out  of  the  hands  of  that 
Belford. 

Both  your  uncles  supported  this 
motion;  the  latter  part  of  it  espe- 
cially. 

Your  brother  observed,  in  his 
ill-natured  way,  what  a fine  piece 
of  consistency  it  was,  in  you,  to 
refuse  the  vile  injurer,  and  the 
amends  he  offered;  yet  to  throw 
yourself  upon  the  protection  of  his 
fast  friend. 

Miss  Harlowe  was  apprehen- 
sive, she  said,  that  you  would 
leave  all  you  could  leave  to  that 
pert  creature  Miss  Howe  [so  she 
called  her],  if  you  should  die. 

0 do  not,  do  not  suppose  that, 
ray  Bella,  said  your  poor  mother. 
I cannot  think  of  parting  with  my 
Clary  — with  all  her  faults,  she  is 


i Google 


248 


the  nisTomr  of 


my  child  — her  reasons  for  her 
conduct  are  not  heard.  It  would 
break  my  heart  to  lose  her.  — I 
think,  my  dear,  to  your  father, 
none  so  fit  as  I to  go  up,  if  you 
will  give  me  leave : and  Mrs.  Nor- 
ton shall  accompany  me. 

This  was  a sweet  motion,  and 
your  'father  paused  upon  it.  Mr. 
Morden  offered  his  service  to 
escort  her.  Your  uncles  seemed 
to  approve  of  it.  But  your  brother 
dashed  all.  I hope,  sir,  said  he, 
to  his  father;  I hope,  madam,  to 
his  mother;  that  you  will  not 
endeavour  to  recover  a faulty 
daughter,  by  losing  an  uncul- 
pable  son.  I do  declare,  that  if 
ever  my  sister  Clary  darkens  these 
doors  again,  I never  will.  I will 
set  out,  madam,  the  same  hour 
you  go  to  London  (on  such  an  er- 
rand) to  Edinburgh;  and  there 
I will  reside;  ana  try  to  forget 
that  I have  relations  in  England 
so  near  and  so  dear  as  you  are  now 
all  to  me. 

Good  God,  said  the  colonel, 
what  a declaration  is  this ! — And 
suppose,  sir,  and  suppose,  ma- 
dam, [turning  to  your  father  and 
mother]  this  should  be  the  case, 
whether  is  it  better,  think  you, 
that  you  should  lose  for  ever  such 
a daughter  as  my  cousin  Clary,  or 
that  your  son  should  go  to  Edin- 
burgh, and  reside  there  upon  an 
estate  which  will  be  the  better  for 
for  his  residence  upon  it. 

Your  brother’s  passionate  be- 
haviour hereupon  is  hardly  to  be 
described.  He  resented  it  as  pro- 
moting an  alienation  of  the  affec- 
tion of  the  family  to  him.  And  to 


such  a height  were  resentments 
carried,  every  one  siding  with 
him,  that  the  colonel,  with  hands 
and  eyes  lifted  up,  cried  out,  what 
hearts  of  flint  am  I related  to ! — 
O,  cousin  Harlowe,  (to  your  fa- 
ther,} are  you  resolved  to  have  but 
one  daughter?  Are  you,  madam, 
to  be  taught,  by  a son  who  has 
no  bowels,  to  forget  you  are  a 
mother? 

The  colonel  turned  from  them 
to  draw  out  his  handkerchief,  and 
could  not  for  a minute  speak.  The 
eyes  of  every  one  but  the  hard- 
hearted brother,  caught  tears 
from  his. 

But  then  turning  to  them  (with 
the  more  indignation,  as  it  seemed, 
as  he  had  been  obliged  to  shew  a 
humanity,  which,  however,  no 
brave  heart  should  be  ashamed 
of)  I leave  ye  all,  said  he,  fit 
company  for  one  another.  I will 
never  open  my  lips  to  any  of  you 
more  upon  this  subject.  I will  in- 
stantly make  my  will,  and  in  me 
shall  the  dear  creature  have  the 
father,  uncle,  brother,  she  has 
lost.  I will  prevail  upon  her  to 
take  the  tour  of  France  and  Italy 
with  me ; nor  shall  she  return  till 
ye  know  the  value  of  such  a 
daughter. 

And  saying  this,  he  hurried  out 
of  the  room,  went  into  the  court- 
yard, and  ordered  his  horse. 

Mr.  Antony  Harlowe  went  to 
him  there,  just  as  he  was  mount- 
ing; and  said,  He  hoped  he  should 
find  him  cooler  in  the  evening  (for 
he,  till  then,  had  lodged  at  his 
house) ; and  that  then  they  would 
converse  calmly;  and  every  one. 
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mean  time,  would  weigh  all  mat- ! 
ters  well  — but  the  angry  gen- 
tleman said,  cousin  Harlowe,  I 
shall  endeavour  to  discharge  the 
obligations  I owe  to  your  civility, 
since  I have  been  in  England : but 
I have  been  so  treated  by  that 
hot-headed  young  man  (who,  as 
far  as  I know,  has  done  more  to 
ruin  his  sister  than  Lovelace  him- 
self, and  this  with  the  approbation 
of  you  all)  that  I will  not  again 
enter  into  your  doors,  or  theirs.  My 
servants  shall  have  orders  whither 
to  bring  what  belongs  to  me  from 
your  house.  I will  see  my  dear 
cousin  Clary  as  soon  as  I can.  And 
so  G-od  bless  you  altogether ! — 
Only  this  one  word  to  your  ne- 
phew, if  you  please,  that  he  wants 
to  be  taught  the  difference  be- 
tween courage  and  bluster;  and 
it  is  happy  for  him,  perhaps,  that  i 
I am  Ms  relation;  though  I am 
sorry  he  is  mine. 

I wondered  to  hear  your  uncle, 
on  his  return  to  them  all,  repeat 
this;  because  of  the  consequences 
it  may  be  attended  with,  though  I 
hope  it  will  not  have  bad  ones; 
yet  it  was  considered  as  a sort  of 
challenge,  and  so  it  confirmed 
every  body  in  your  brother’s 
favour;  and  Miss  Harlowe  forgot 
not  to  inveigh  against  that  error 
which  had  brought  on  all  these 
evils. 

I took  the  liberty  again,  but 
with  fear  and  trembling,  to  de- 
sire leave  to  attend  you. 

Before  any  other  person  could 
answer,  your  brother  said,  I sup- 

Sose  you  look  upon  yourself,  Mrs. 
[orton,  to  be  your  own  mistress. 


Pray  do  you  want  our  consent 
and  courtship  to  go  up ! — If  I may 
speakmy  mind,  you  and  my  sister 
Clary  are  the  fittest  to  be  together. 
— Yet  I wish  you  would  not 
trouble  your  head  about  our  fa- 
mily matters,  till  you  are  desired 
to  do  so. 

But  don’t  you  know,  brother, 
said  Miss  Harlowe , that  the  error 
of  any  branch  of  a family  splits 
that  family  into  two  parties ; and 
makes  not  only  every  common 
friend  and  acquaintance,  but  even 
servants , judges  over  both?  — 
This  is  one  of  the  blessed  effects 
of  my  sister  Clary’s  fault! 

There  never  was  a creature  so 
criminal,  said  your  father,  looking 
with  displeasure  at  me,  who  had 
, not  some  weak  heads  to  pity  and 
I side  with  her. 

I wept.  Your  mother  was  so 
;ood  as  to  take  me  by  the  hand : 
lome,  good  woman,  said  she, 
come  with  me.  You  have  too 
much  reason  to  be  afflicted  with 
what  afflicts  us,  to  want  additions 
to  vour  grief. 

But,  my  dearest  young  lady,  I 
was  more  touched  for  your  sake 
than  my  own : for  I have  been  low 
in  the  world  for  a great  number  of 
years ; and,  of  consequence,  must 
have  been  accustomed  to  snubs 
and  rebuffs  from  the  affluent.  But 
I hope  that  patience  is  written 
as  legibly  on  my  forehead,  as 
haughtiness  on  that  of  any  of  my 
obligers. 

Your  mother  led  me  to  her 
chamber;  and  there  we  sat  and 
wept  together  for  several  minutes, 
without  being  able  to  speak  either 
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of  us  one  word  to  the  other.  At 
last  she  broke  silence,  asking  me, 
if  you  were  really  and  indeed  so 
ill  as  it  was  said  you  were? 

I answered  in  the  affirmative; 
and  would  have  shewn  her  your 
last  letter;  but  she  declined  see- 
ing it. 

I would  fain  have  procured  from 
her  the  favour  of  a line  to  you, 
with  her  blessing.  I asked,  what 
was  intended  by  your  brother  and 
sister?  would  nothing  satisfy  them 
but  your  final  reprobation?  — I 
insinuated,  how  easy  it  would  be, 
did  not  your  duty  and  humility 
govern  you,  to  make  yourself  in- 
dependent as  to  circumstances; 
but  that  nothing  but  a blessing,  a 
last  blessing,  was  requested  by 
you.  And  many  other  things  I 
urged  in  your  behalf.  The  fol- 
lowing brief  repetition  of  what  she 
was  pleased  to  say  in  answer  to 
my  pleas,  will  give  you  a notion 
of  it  all ; and  of  the  present  situa- 
tion of  things. 

She  said,  “She  was  very  un- 
happy! — She  had  lost  the  little 
authority  she  once  had  over  her 
other  children,  through  one  child’s 
failing ; and  all  influence  over  Mr. 
Harlo we  and  his  brothers.  Your 
father,  she  said,  had  besought  her 
to  leave  it  to  him  to  take  his  own 
methods  with  you;  and  (as  she 
valued  him)  to  take  uo  step  in 
your  favour  unknown  to  him  and 
your  uueles : yet  she  owned,  that 
they  were  too  much  governed  by 
your  brother.  They  would,  how- 
ever, give  way  in  time,  she  knew, 
to  a reconciliation:  they  designed 


no  other;  for  they  all  still  loved 
you. 

“Your  brother  and  sister,  she 
owned,  were  very  jealous  of  your 
coming  into  favour  again:  yet 
could  but  Mr.  Morden  have  kept 
his  temper,  and  stood  her  son’s 
first  sallies,  who  (having  always 
had  the  family  grandeur  in  view) 
had  carried  his  resentment  so 
high,  that  he  knew  not  how  to 
descend,  the  conferences,  so  ab- 
ruptly broken  off  just  now,  would 
have  ended  more  happily ; for  that 
she  had  reason  to  think,  that  a 
few  concessions  on  your  part, 
with  regard  to  your  grandfather’s 
estate,  and  your  cousin’s  en- 
gaging for  your  submission  as 
from  proper  motives,  would  have 
softened  them  all. 

“Mr.  Brand’s  account  of  your 
intimacy  with  the  friend  of  the 
obnoxious  man,  she  said,  had,  for 
the  time,  very  unhappy  effects; 
for  before  that  she  had  gained 
some  ground : but  afterwards 
dared  not,  nor  indeed  had  inclina- 
tion, to  open  her  lips  in  your  be- 
half. Your  continued  intimacy 
with  that  Mr.  Belford  was  wholly 
unaccountable,  and  as  wholly  in- 
excusable. 

“What  made  the  wished-for 
reconciliation,  she  said,  more  dif- 
ficult, was,  first,  that  you  your- 
self acknowledged  yourself  dis- 
honoured (and  it  was  too  well 
known,  that  it  was  your  own  fault 
that  you  ever  were  in  the  power  of 
so  great  a profligate);  of  conse- 
quence, that  their  and  your  dis- 
grace could  not  be  greater  than  it 
was : yet,  that  you  refuse  to  pro- 
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seeute  the  wretch.  Next,  that  the 
pardon  and  blessing  hoped  for, 
must  probably  be  attended  with 
our  marriage  to  the  man  they 
ate,  and  who  hates  them  as 
much : very  disagreeable  circum- 
stances, she  said,  I must  allow,  to 
found  a reconciliation  upon. 

“As  to  her  own  part,  she  must 
needs  say,  that  if  there  were  any 
hope  that  Mr.  Lovelace  would 
become  a reformed  man,  the  letter 
her  cousin  Morden  had  read  to 
them  from  him  to  you,  and  the 
justice  (as  she  hoped  it  was)  he 
did  your  character,  though  to  his 
own  condemnation  (his  family 
and  fortunes  being  unexception- 
able) and  all  his  relations  earnest 
to  be  related  to  you,  were  argu- 
ments that  would  have  weight 
with  her,  could  they  have  any 
with  your  father  and  uncles.” 

To  my  plea  of  your  illness. 
“ She  could  not  but  flatter  herself, 
she  answered,  that  it  was  from 
lowness  of  spirits,  and  temporary 
dejection.  A young  creature,  she 
said,  so  very  considerate  as  you 
naturally  were,  and  fallen  so  low, 
must  have  enough  of  that.  Should 
they  lose  you,  which  God  forbid ! 
the  scene  would  then  indeed  be 
sadly  changed;  for  then  those 
who  now  most  resented,  would  be 
most  grieved ; all  your  fine  quali- 
ties would  rise  to  their  remem- 
brance, and  your  unhappy  error 
would  be  quite  forgotten. 

“She  wished  you  would  put 
yourself  into  your  cousin’s  protec- 
tion entirely,  and  have  nothing 
more  to  say  to  Mr.  Belford.” 

And  I would  recommend  it  to 


your  most  serious  consideration, 
my  dear  Miss  Clary,  whether  now, 
as  your  cousin  (who  is  your 
| trustee  for  your  grandfather’s 
estate)  is  come,  you  should  not 
give  over  all  thoughts  of  Mr. 
Lovelace’s  intimate  friend  for 
your  executor;  more  especially, 
as  that  gentleman’s  interfering  in 
the  concerns  of  your  family, 
should  the  sad  event  take  place 
(which  my  heart  aches  but  to 
think  of)  might  be  attended  with 
those  consequences  which  you  are 
so  desirous,  in  other  cases,  to  ob- 
viate and  prevent.  And  suppose, 
my  dear  young  lady,  you  were  to 
write  one  letter  more  to  each  of 
your  uncles,  to  let  them  know 
how  ill  you  are  — and  to  ask  their 
advice,  and  offer  to  be  governed 
by  it,  in  relation  to  the  disposition 
of  your  estate  and  effects?  — Me- 
thinks  I wish  you  would. 

I find  they  will  send  you  up  a 
large  part  of  what  has  been  re- 
ceived from  that  estate,  since  it 
was  yours;  together  with  your  cur- 
rent cash , which  you  left  behind 
you : and  this  by  your  cousin 
Morden , for  fear  you  should  have 
contracted  debts  which  may  make 
you  uneasy. 

They  seem  to  expect,  that  you 
will  wish  to  live  at  your  grand- 
father’s house,  in  a private  man- 
ner, if  your  cousin  prevail  not 
upon  you  to  go  abroad  for  a year 
or  two. 

Friday  morning. 

Betty  was  with  me  just  now. 
She  tells  me,  that  your  cousin 
Morden  is  so  much  displeased  with 
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them  all,  that  he  has 'refused  to  lately  dead.  Her  jointure  of  600/. 
lodge  any  more  at  your  uncle  a year  is  fallen  to  him ; and  she  i 
Antony’s ; and  has  even  taken  up  has,  moreover,  as  an  aeknowledg- 
with  inconvenient  lodgings,  till  he  ment  of  his  good  behaviour  to  her, 
is  provided  with  others  to  nis  mind,  left  him  all  she  was  worth , which 
This  very  much  concerns  them ; was  very  considerable,  a few  lega- 
and  they  repent  their  violent  cies  excepted  to  her  own  relations, 
treatment  of  him : and  the  more,  These  good  men  are  uniformly 
as  he  is  resolved,  he  says,  to  make  good:  indeed  could  not  else  k 
you  his  sole  executrix , and  heir  to  good ; and  never  fare  the  worse 
all  his  fortune.  tor  being  so.  Alltheworld  agrees, 

What  noble  fortunes  still , my  he  will  make  that  fine  young  lady 
dearest  young  lady , await  you;  I an  excellent  husband:  and  I am 
am  thorougmy  convinced , if  it  sorry  they  are  not  as  much  agreed 
please  Goa  to  preserve  your  life  in  her  making  him  an  excellent 
and  your  health , that  every  body  wife.  But  I hope  a woman  of  her 
will  soon  be  reconciled  to  you,  principles  would  not  encourage 
and  that  you  will  see  many  happy  his  address,  if,  whether  she  at  pre- 
days. i sent  love  him  or  not,  she  thought 

Your  mother  wished  me  not  to  she  could  not  love  him;  or  if  she 
attend  you  as  yet , because  she  preferred  any  other  man  to  him. 
hopes  that  I may  give  myself  that  Mr.  Pocock  undertakes  to  de- 
pleasure soon  with  every  body’s  liver  this ; but  fears  it  will  be  Sa- 
good  liking,  and  even  at  their  turday  night  first,  if  not  Sunday 
desire.  Your  cousin  Morden’s  re-  morning. 

conciliation  with  them,  which  they  May  the  Almighty  protect  and 
are  very  desirous  of,  I am  ready  to  bless  you!  — I long  to  see  you— 
hope,  will  include  theirs  with  you.  my  dearest  young  lady,  I long  to 
But  if  that  should  happen,  which  see 'you;  and  to  fold  you  once 
I so  much  dread , and  I not  with  more  to  my  fond  heart.  I dare  to 
you,  I should  never  forgive  my-  say , happy  days  are  coming.  Be 
self.  Let  me,  therefore,  my  dear-  but  cheerful.  Give  way  to  hope, 
est  young  lady,  desire  you  to  Whether  for  this  world,  or  the 
command  my  attendance,  if  you  other,  you  must  be  happy.  Wish 
find  any  danger,  and  if  you  wish  to  live,  however,  were  it  only  be- 
me  peace  of  mind ; and  no  consi-  cause  you  are  so  well  fitted  in 
deration  shall  withhold  me.  mind  to  make  every  one  happy 

I hear  that  Miss  Howe  has  ob-  who  has  the  honour  to  know  you. 
tained  leave  from  her  mother  to  What  signifies  this  transitory 
see  you ; and  intends  next  week  to  eclipse?  You  are  as  near  per- 
go  to  town  for  that  purpose;  and  fection,  by  all  I have  heard,  as 
(as  it  is  believed)  to  buy  clothes  any  creature  in  this  world  can  be: 
for  her  approaching  nuptials.  for  here  is  your  glory  — you  are 
Mr.  Hickman’s  mother-in-law  is  brightened  and  purified,  as  I may 
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say,  by  your  sufferings ! — How  I 
long  to  hear  your  whole  sad,  yet 
instructive,  story  from  your  own 
lips! 

For  Miss  Howe’s  sake,  who,  in 
her  new  engagements  will  so  much 
want  you;  for  your  cousin  Mor- 
den’s  sake,  for  your  mother’s  sake, 
if  I must  go  no  farther  in  your 
family;  and  yet  I can  say,  for  all 
their  sakes;  and  for  my  sake,  my 
dearest  Miss  Clary ; let  your  re- 
sumed and  accustomed  magnani- 
mity bear  you  up.  You  have 
many  things  to  do  which  I know 
not  the  person  who  will  do , if  you 
leave  us. 

Join  your  prayers  then  to  mine, 
that  God  will  spare  you  to  a world 
that  wants  you  and  your  example; 
and,  although  your  days  may 
seem  to  have  been  numbered,  who 
knows  but  that,  with  the  good 
King  Hezekiah,  you  mav  have 
them  prolonged?  Which  God 
grant,  if  it  be  his  blessed  will , to 
the  prayers  of  / 

Your 

Judith  Norton. 

LETTER  XCIX. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Monday,  Sept.  4. 

The  lady  would  not  read  the 
letter  she  had  from  Mrs.  Norton, 
till  she  had  received  the  com- 
munion , for  fear  it  might  contain 
any  thing  that  might  disturb  that 
happy  calm,  which  she  had  been 
endeavouring  to  obtain  for  it.  And 
when  that  solemn  office  was  over, 
she  was  so  composed,  she  said, 
that  she  thought  she  could  receive 
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any  news,  however  affecting,  with 
tranquillity. 

Nevertheless , in  reading  it,  she 
was  forced  to  leave  off  several 
times  through  weakness  and  a 
dimness  in  her  sight , of  which  she 
complained;  if  1 may  say  com- 
plained; for  so  easy  and  soft  were 
her  complaints,  that  they  could 
hardly  be  called  such. 

She  was  very  much  affected  at 
divers  parts  of  this  letter.  She 
wept  several  times , and  sighed 
often.  Mrs.  Lovick  told  me , that 
these  were  the  gentle  exclama- 
tions she  broke  out  into,  as  she 
read:  — Her  unkind,  her  cruel  bro- 
ther ! — How  unsisterly ! — Poor 
dear  woman!  seeming  to  speak  of 
Mrs,  Norton.  Her  kind  cousin!  — 
O these  flaming  spirits!  And  then 
reflecting  upon  herself  more  than 
once  — What  a deep  error  is  mine! 
— What  evils  have  I been  the  oc- 
casion of!  — 

When  I was  admitted  to  her 
presence,  I have  received,  said 
she , a long  and  not  very  pleasing 
letter  from  my  dear  Mrs.  Norton. 
It  will  soon  be  in  your  hands.  I 
am  advised  against  appointing 

{rou  to  the  office  you  have  so  kina- 
y accepted  of:  but  you  must  re- 
sent nothing  of  these  things.  My 
choice  will  have  an  odd  appearance 
to  them : but  it  is  now  too  late  to 
alter  it,  if  I would. 

I would  fain  write  an  answer  to 
it,  continued  she:  but  I have  no 
distinct  sight,  Mr.  Belford,  no 
steadiness  of  fingers  — this  mis- 
tiness, however,  will  perhaps  be 
gone  by-and-by.  — Then  turning 
to  Mrs.  Lovick , I don’t  think  I am 
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dying  yet  — not  actually  dying, 
Mrs.  Lovick  — for  I have  no  bo- 
dily pain  — no  numbnesses;  no 
signs  of  immediate  death,  I think. 

— And  my  breath , which  used  of 
late  to  be  so  short,  is  now  tolerable 

— my  head  clear,  my  intellects 
free  — I think  I cannot  be  dying 
yet — I shall  have  agonies,  I doubt 

— life  will  not  give  up  so  blessed- 
ly easy,  I fear  — yet  how  merciful 
is  the  Almighty , to  give  his  poor 
creature  such  a sweet  serenity! 

— ’Tis  what  I have  prayed  for! 

— What  encouragement,  Mrs. 
Lovick,  so  near  one’s  dissolution, 
to  have  it  to  hope,  that  one’s 
prayers  are  answered ! 

Mrs.  Smith,  as  well  as  Mrs. 
Lovick,  was  with  her.  They  were 
both  in  tears;  nor  had  I,  any  more 
than  they , power  to  say  a word  in 
answer:  yet  she  spoke  all  this,  as 
well  as  what  follows,  with  a sur- 
prising composure  of  mind  and 
countenance. 

But,  Mr.  Belford,  said  she,  as- 
suming a still  sprightlier  air  and 
accent,  let  me  talk  a little  to  you, 
while  I am  thus  able  to  say  what  I 
have  to  say. 

Mrs.  Lovick , don’t  leave  us  (for 
the  women  were  rising  to  go)  — 
pray  sit  down ; and  do  you , Mrs. 
Smith,  sit  down  too.  — Dame 
Shelboume,  take  this  key,  and 
open  that  upper  drawer,  I will 
move  to  it. 

She  did , with  trembling  knees. 
Here , Mr.  Belford , is  my  will.  It 
is  witnessed  by  three  persons  of 
Mr.  Smith’s  acquaintance. 

I dare  to  hope , that  my  cousin 
Morden  will  give  you  assistance, 


ifyourequestitofhim.  My  cousin 
Morden  continues  his  affection  for 
me : but  as  I have  not  seen  him , I 
leave  all  the  trouble  upon  you , Mr. 
Belford.  This  deed  may  want 
forms;  and  it  does,  no  doubt:  but 
the  less,  as  I have  my  grand- 
father’s will  almost  by  heart,  and 
have  often  enough  heard  that 
canvassed.  I will  lay  it  by  itself 
in  this  corner;  putting  it  at  the 
farther  end  of  the  drawer. 

She  then  took  up  a parcel  of  let- 
ters , inclosed  in  one  cover , sealed 
with  three  seals  of  black  wax: 
This,  said  she,  I sealed  tip  last 
night.  The  cover,  sir,  will  let  you 
know  what  is  to  be  done  with  what 
it  incloses.  This  is  the  super- 
scription [holding  it  close  to  her 
eyes,  and  rubbing  them] ; As  soon 
as  / am  certainly  dead , this  to  be 
broke  open  by  Mr.  Belford.  — Here, 
sir,  I put  it  [placing  it  by  the  will] 
— These  folded  papers,  are  let- 
ters and  copies  of  letters,  disposed 
according  to  their  dates.  Mias 
Howe  will  do  with  those  as  you 
and  she  shall  think  fit.  If  1 re- 
ceive any  more,  or  more  come 
when  I cannot  receive  them , they 
may  be  put  into  this  drawer  [pull- 
ing out  and  pushing  in  the  look- 
ing-glass drawer]  to  be  given  to 
Mr.  Belford,  be  they  from  whom 
they  will.  You’ll  be  so  kind  as  to 
observe  that , Mrs.  Lovick  and 
dame  Shelboume. 

Here , sir , proceeded  she , I put 
the  keys  of  my  apparel  [putting 
them  into  the  drawer  with  her 
papers].  All  is  in  order,  and  the 
inventory  upon  them , and  an  ac- 
count of  what  I have  disposed  of : 
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so  that  nobody  need  to  ask  Mrs. 
Smith  any  questions. 

There  will  be  no  immediate 
need  to  open  or  inspect  the  trunks 
which  contain  my  wearing  appa- ‘ 
rel.  Mrs.  Norton  will  open  them, 
or  order  somebody  to  do  it  for  her, 
in  your  presence,  Mrs.  Lovick; 
for  so  1 have  directed  in  my  will. 
They  may  be  sealed  up  now:  I 
shall  never  more  have  occasion  to 
open  them. 

She  then,  though  I expostulated 
with  her  to  the  contrary , caused 
me  to  seal  them  up  with  my  seal. 

After  this  she  locked  the  drawer 
where  were  her  papers;  first  tak- 
ing out  her  book  of  meditations , as 
she  called  it;  saying,  She  should,1 
perhaps,  have  a>e  for  that;  and 
then  desired  me  to  take  the  key 
of  that  drawer;  for  she  should 
have  no  further  occasion  for  that 
neither. 

All  this  in  so  composed  and 
cheerful  a manner,  that  we  were 
equally  surprised  and  affected 
with  it. 

You  can  witness  for  me,  Mrs. 
Smith,  and  so  can  you,  Mrs. 
Lovick , proceeded  she , if  any  one 
ask  after  my  life  and  conversation, 
since  you  have  known  me,  that  1 
have  been  very  orderly;  have  kept 
good  hours ; and  never  have  lain 
out  of  your  house  but  when  I was 
in  prison ; and  then  you  know  I 
could  not  help  it. 

0,  Lovelace!  that  thou  hadst 
heard  her,  or  seen  her,  un- 
known to  herself,  on  this  occasion ; 
— not  one  of  us  could  speak  a 
word. 

I shall  leave  the  world  in  perfect 


charity,  proceeded  she.  And  turn- 
ing towards  the  women,  Don’t  be 
so  much  concerned  for  me,  my 
good  friends.  This  is  all  but 
needful  preparation ; and  I shall 
be  very  happy. 

Then  again  rubbing  her  eyes, 
which  she  said  were  misty,  and 
looking  more  intently  round  upon 
each,  particularly  on  me  — God 
bless  you  all!  said  she;  how  kindly 
are  you  concerned  for  me ! — Who 
says,  I am  friendless?  Who  says, 
I am  abandoned,  and  among 
strangers?  — Good  Mr.  Belford, 
don’t  be  so  generously  humane!  — 
Indeed  [putting  her  handkerchief 
to  her  charming  eyes]  you  will 
make  me  less  happy,  than  I am 
sure  you  wish  me  to  be. 

While  we  were  thus  solemnly 
engaged,  a servant  came  with  a 
letter  from  her  cousin  Mordcn : — 
Then,  said  she,  he  is  not  come 
himself! 

She  broke  it  open;  but  every 
line,  she  said,  appeared  two  to  her: 
so  that,  being  unable  to  read  it 
herself,  she  desired  I would  read 
it  to  her.  I did  so ; and  wished  it 
were  more  consolatory  to  her:  but 
she  was  all  patient  attention ; tears, 
however,  often  trickling  down  her 
cheeks.  By  the  date,  it  was  written 
yesterday;  and  this  is  the  sub- 
stance of  it. 

He  tells  her,  “ That  the  Thurs- 
day before  he  had  procured  a ge- 
neral meetingof  her  principal  rela- 
tions, at  her  father’s ; though  not 
without  difficulty,  her  haughty 
brother  opposing  it,  aud,  when 
met,  rendering  all  his  endeavours 
to  reconcile  them  to  her  ineffectual. 


256 


THE  HISTORY  OP 


He  censures  him,  as  the  most  un- 

fovernable  young  man  he  ever 
new:  some  great  sickness,  he 
says,  some  heavy  misfortune,  is 
wanted  to  bring  him  to  a know- 
ledge of  himself,  and  what  is  due 
from  him  to  others;  and  he  wishes 
that  he  were  not  her  brother , and 
his  cousin.  Nor  does  he  spare  her 
father  and  uncles  for  being  im- 
plicitly led  by  him.” 

He  tells  her,  “That  he  parted 
with  them  all  in  high  displeasure, 
and  thought  never  more  to  darken 
any  of  their  doors:  that  he  declared 
as  much  to  her  two  uncles,  who 
came  to  him  on  Saturday,  to  try 
to  accommodate  with  him;  and 
who  found  him  preparing  to  go  to 
London  to  attend  her;  and  that, 
notwithstanding  their  pressing 
entreaties,  he  determined  so  to  do, 
and  not  to  go  with  them  to  Har- 
lowe  Place,  or  to  either  of  their 
own  houses ; and  accordingly 
dismissed  them  with  such  an 
answer. 

“But  that  her  noble  letter,”  as 
he  calls  it,  “of  Aug.  31*,  being 
brought  him  about  an  hour  after 
their  departure,  he  thought  it 
might  affect  them  as  much  as  it  did 
him;  and  give  them  the  exalted 
opinion  of  her  virtue  which  was  so 
well  deserved;  he  therefore  turned 
his  horse’s  head  back  to  her  uncle 
Antony’s,  instead  of  forward  to- 
wards London. 

“That  accordingly  arriving 
there,  and  finding  her  two  uncles 
together,  he  read  to  them  the 
affecting  letter;  which  left  none 
of  the  three  a dry  eye:  that  the 
* See  Letter  lxxxvil. 


absent,  as  is  usual  in  such  cases, 
bearing  all  the  load,  they  accused 
her  brother  and  sister;  and  be- 
sought him  to  put  off  his  journey 
to  town,  till  he  could  carry  with 
him  the  blessings  which  she  had 
formerly  in  vain  solicited  for ; and 
(as  they  hoped)  the  happy  tidings 
of  a general  reconciliation. 

“That  not  doubting  but  his  visit 
would  be  the  more  welcome  to  her, 
if  these  good  ends  could  be  ob- 
tained, he  the  more  readily  com- 
bed with  their  desires.  But  not 
eing  willing  to  subject  himself  to 
the  possibility  of  receiving  fresh 
insults  from  her  brother,  he  had 
given  her  uncles  a copy  of  her 
letter,  for  the  family  to  assemble 
upon;  and  desired  to  know,  as 
soon  as  possible,  the  result  of  their 
deliberations. 

“He  tells  her,  that  he  shall  bring 
her  up  the  accounts  relating  to 
the  produce  of  her  grandfather’s 
estate,  and  adjust  them  with  her; 
having  actually  in  his  hands  the 
arrears  due  to  her  from  it. 

“ He  highly  applauds  the  noble 
manner  in  which  she  resents  your 
usage  of  her.  It  is  impossible,  he 
owns,  that  you  can  either  deserve 
her,  or  to  be  forgiven.  But  as  you 
do  justice  to  her  virtue,  and  offer 
to  make  her  all  the  reparation  now 
in  your  power;  and  as  she  is  so 
very  earnest  with  him  not  to  resent 
that  usage;  and  declares,  that  you 
could  not  have  been  the  author  of 
her  calamities  but  through  a 
strange  concurrence  of  unhappy 
causes ; and  as  he  is  not  at  a loss 
to  know  how  to  place  to  a proper 
\ account  that  strange  concurrence ; 
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he  desires  her  not  to  be  apprehen- 
sive of  any  vindictive  measures 
from  him. 

“Nevertheless”  (as  maybe  ex- 
pected) “he  inveighs  against  you; 
as  he  finds,  that  she  gave  you  no 
advantage  over  her.  But  he  for- 
bears to  enter  further  into  this 
subject,  he  says,  till  he  has  the 
honour  to  see  her;  and  the  rather, 
as  she  seems  so  much  determined 
against  you.  However,  he  cannot 
but  say,  that  he  thinks  you  a 
gallant  man , and  a man  of  sense ; 
and  that  you  have  the  reputation 
of  being  thought  a generous  man 
in  every  instance  but  where  the 
sex  is  concerned.  In  such , he 
owns,  that  you  have  taken  inex- 
cusable liberties.  And  he  is  sorry 
to  say,  that  there  are  very  few 
young  men  of  fortune  but  who 
allow  themselves  in  the  same. 
Both  sexes,  he  observes , too  much 
love  to  have  each  other  in  their 
power;  yet  he  hardly  ever  knew 
man  or  woman,  who  was  very  fond 
of  power,  make  a right  use  of  it. 

“If  she  be  so  absolutely  deter- 
mined against  marrying  you,  as 
she  declares  she  is,  he  hopes,  he 
says,  to  prevail  upon  her  to  take 
(as  soon  as  her  health  will  permit) 
a little  tour  abroad  with  him,  as 
what  will  probably  establish  it; 
since  travelling  is  certainly  the 
best  physic  for  all  those  disorders 
which  owe  their  rise  to  grief  or 
disappointment.  An  absence  of 
two  or  three  years  will  endear  her 
to  every  one,  on  her  return,  and 
every  one  to  her. 

“He  expresses  his  impatience  to 
see  her.  He  will  set  out , he  says, 

Clarissa.  IV. 


the  moment  he  knows  the  result  of 
her  family’s  determination ; which, 
he  doubts  not,  will  be  favourable. 
Nor  will  he  wait  long  for  that.” 

When  I had  read  the  letter 
through  to  the  languishing  lady, 
And  so,  my  friends,  6aid  she,  have 
I heard  of  a patient  who  actually 
died,  while  five  or  six  principal 
physicians  were  in  a consultation, 
and  not  agreed  upon  what  name 
to  give  his  distemper.  The  patient 
was  an  emperor,  tne  Emperor  Jo- 
seph, I think. 

1 asked,  if  I should  write  to  her 
cousin,  as  he  knew  not  how  ill  she 
was,  to  hasten  up? 

By  no  means,  she  said ; since,  if 
he  were  not  already  set  out,  she 
was  persuaded  that  she  should  be 
so  low  by  the  time  he  could  receive 
my  letter,  and  come,  that  his  pre- 
sence would  but  discompose  and 
hurry  her , and  afflict  him. 

I hope,  however,  she  is  not  so 
very  near  her  end.  And  without 
saying  any  more  to  her,  when  1 
retired,  I wrote  to  Colonel  Morden, 
that  if  he  expects  to  see  his  beloved 
cousin  alive,  he  must  lose  no  time 
in  setting  out.  I sent  this  letter 
by  his  own  servant. 

Dr.H.  sent  a way  his  letter  to  her 
father  by  a particular  hand  this 
morning. 

Mrs.  Walton,  the  milliner,  has 
also  just  now  acquainted  Mrs. 
Smith,  that  her  husband  had  a 
letter  brought  by  a special  mes- 
senger, from  parson  Brand,  within 
this  half  hour,  inclosing  the  copy 
of  one  he  had  written  to  Mr.  John 
Harlowe,  recanting  his  officious 
one. 
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And  as  all  these,  and  the  copy 
of  the  lady’s  letter  to  Col.  Morden, 
will  be  with  them  pretty  much  at 
a time,  the  devil’s  in  the  family  if 
they  are  not  struck  with  a remorse 
that  shall  burst  open  the  double- 
barred  doors  of  their  hearts. 

Will  engages  to  reach  you  with 
this  (late  as  it  will  be)  before  you 
goto  rest.  He  begs  that  I will 
testify  for  him  the  hour  and  the 
minute  I shall  give  it  him..  It  is 
just  half  an  hour  after  ten. 

I pretend  to  be  (now  by  use)  the 
swiftest  shorthand  writer  in  Eng- 
land, next  to  yourself.  But  were 
matter  to  arise  every  hour  to  write 
upon,  and  I had  nothing  else  to 
do,  I cannot  write  so  fast  as  you 
expect.  And  let  it  be  remembered, 
that  your  servants  cannot  bring 
letters  or  messages  before  they 
are  written  or  sent. 

J.  Bklfobd. 

LETTER  C. 

Dr.  H.  to  James  Harlowe,  senior,  Esq. 
sib,  London,  Sept.  4. 

If  I may  judge  of  the  hearts  of 
other  parents  by  my  own,  I do  not 
doubt  but  you  will  take  it  well  to 
be  informed,  that  you  have  yet  an 
opportunity  to  save  yourself  and 
family  great  future  regret,  by 
dispatching  hither  some  one  of  it, 
with  your  last  blessing,  and  your 
lady’s  to  the  most  excellent  of  her 
sex. 

I have  some  reason  to  believe, 
sir,  that  she  has  been  represented 
to  you  in  a very  different  light’ 
from  the  true  one.  And  this  it  is 
that  induces  me  to  acquaint  you,  j 
that  I think  her,  on  the  best! 


grounds,  absolutely  irreproach- 
able in  all  her  conduct  which  has 
passed  under  my  eye,  or  come  to 
my  ear;  and  that  her  very  misfor- 
tunes are  made  glorious  to  her, 
and  honourable  to  all  that  are  re- 
lated to  her,  by  the  use  she  has 
madeofthem;  and  by  the  patience 
and  resignation  with  which  she 
supports  herself  in  a painful,  lin- 

fering,  and  dispiriting  decay?  anti 
y the  greatness  of  mind  with 
which  she  views  her  approaching 
dissolution.  And  all  this  from 
proper  motives;  from  motives  in 
which  a dying  saint  might  glory. 

She  knows  not  that  1 write.  1 
must  indeed  acknowledge,  that  I 
offered  to  do  so  some  days  ago,  and 
that  very  pressingly : nor  did  she 
refuse  me  from  obstinacy  — she 
seems  not  to  know  what  that  is 
— but  desired  me  to  forbear  for 
two  days  only,  in  hopes  that  her 
newly-arrived  cousin,  who,  as  she 
heard,  was  soliciting  for  her, 
would  be  able  to  succeed  in  her 
favour. 

I hope  I shall  not  be  thought  an 
officious  man  on  this  occasion : but 
if  I am,  I cannot  help  it;  being 
driven  to  write,  by  a kind  of  pa- 
rental and  irresistible  impulse. 

But,  sir,  whatever  you  think  fit 
to  do,  or  permit  to  be  done,  must 
be  speedily  done;  for  she  cannot, 
I verily  think,  live  a week:  and 
how  long  of  that  short  space  she 
may  enjoy  her  admirable  intellects 
to  take  comfort  in  the  favours  you 
’ may  think  proper  to  confer  upon 
her,  cannot  be  said.  1 am.  Sir, 
Your  most  humble  servant, 

| K.H. 
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LETTER  Cl. 

Mr.  Belford  to  William  Morden,  Esq. 

sir,  London,  Sept.  4. 

The  urgency  of  the  case,  and 
the  opportunity  by  your  servant, 
will  sufficiently  apologize  for  this 
trouble  from  a stranger  to  your 
person;  who,  however,  is  not  a 
stranger  to  your  merit. 

I understand  you  are  employ- 
ing your  good  offices  with  the 
parents  of  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe, 
and  other  relations,  to  reconcile 
them  to  the  most  meritorious 
daughter  and  kinswoman  that 
ever  family  had  to  boast  of. 

Generously  as  this  is  intended 
by  you,  we  here  have  too  much 
reason  to  think  all  your  solici- 
tudes on  this  head  will  be  un- 
necessary : for  it  is  the  opinion  of 
every  one  who  has  the  honour  of 
being  admitted  to  her  presence, 
that  she  cannot  live  over  three 
days:  so  that  if  you  wish  to  see 
her  alive,  you  must  lose  no  time  to 
come  up. 

She  knows  not  that  I write.  I 
had  done  it  sooner,  if  I had  had 
the  least  doubt  that  before  now 
she  would  not  have  received  from 
you  some  news  of  the  happy 
"effects  of  your  kind  mediation  in 
her  behalf.  I am,  Sie, 

Your  most  humble  servant, 

J.  Belford. 

LETTER  cn. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Eaq. 

[In  Answer  lo  Letter  xcix.] 
Uxbridge,  Tuesd.  morn,  between  4 and  5. 

And  can  it  be,  that  this  admir- 
able creature  will  so  soon  leave 


this  cursed  world ! For  cursed  I 
shall  think  it,  and  more  cursed 
myself,  when  she  is  gone.  0,Jack! 
thou  who  canst  sit  so  cool,  and,  like 
Addison’s  angel , direct , and  even 
enjoy , the  storm , that  tears  up  my 
happiness  by  the  roots;  blame  me 
not  for  my  impatience,  however 
unreasonable!  If  thou  knewest, 
that  already  I feel  the  torments  of 
the  damned,  in  the  remorse  that 
wrings  my  heart,  on  looking  back 
upon  my  past  actions  by  her, 
thou  wouldst  not  be  the  devil  thou 
art,  to  halloo  on  a worrying  con- 
science, which,  without  thy  merci- 
less aggravations,  is  altogether 
intolerable. 

I know  not  what  I write,  nor 
what  I would  write.  When  the 
company  that  used  to  delight  me 
is  as  uneasy  to  me,  as  my  re- 
flections are  painful,  and  I can 
neither  help  nor  divert  myself, 
must  not  every  servant  about  me 
partake  in  a perturbation  so  sin- 
cere! 

Shall  I give  thee  a faint  picture 
of  the  horrible  uneasiness  with 
which  my  mind  struggles?  And 
faint  indeed  it  must  be;  for  no- 
thing but  outrageous  madness 
can  exceed  it;  and  that  only  in 
the  apprehension  of  others;  since, 
as  to  the  sufferer,  it  is  certain, 
that  actual  distraction  (take  it 
out  of  its  lucid  intervals)  must  be 
an  infinitely  more  happy  state 
than  the  state  of  suspense  and 
anxiety  , which  often  brings  it  on. 

Foroidden  to  attend  the  dear 
creature , yet  longing  to  see  her,  I 
would  give  the  world  to  be  ad- 
mitted once  more  to  her  beloved 
17* 
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presence.  I ride  towards  London 
three  or  four  times  a day,  re- 
solving, pro  and  con , twenty  times 
in  two  or  three  miles ; and  at  last 
ride  back;  and,  in  view  of  Ux- 
bridge, loathing  even  the  kind 
friend,  and  hospitable  house,  turn 
my  horse’s  head  again  towards 
the  town,  and  resolve  to  gratify 
my  humour , let  her  take  it  as  she 
will;  but,  at  the  very  entrance  of 
it,  after  infinite  canvassings,  once 
more  alter  my  mind , dreading  to 
offend  and  shock  her,  lest,  by  that 
means , I should  curtail  a life  so 
precious. 

Yesterday,  in  particular,  to 
give  you  an  idea  of  the  strength 
of  that  impatience,  which  I cannot 
avoid  suffering  to  break  out  upon 
my  servants,  I had  no  sooner  dis- 
patched Will,  than  I took  horse 
to  meet  him  on  his  return. 

In  order  to  give  him  time,  I 
loitered  about  on  the  road , riding 
up  this  lane  to  the  one  highway, 
down  that  to  the  other,  just  as  my 
horse  pointed;  all  the  way  cursing 
my  very  being;  and  though  so 
lately  looking  down  upon  all  the 
world,  wishing  to  change  condi- 
tions with  the  poorest  beggar  that 
cried  to  me  for  charity  as  I rode 
by  him  — and  throwing  him 
money , in  hopes  to  obtain  by  his 
prayers  the  blessing  my  heart 
pants  after. 

After  I had  sauntered  about  an 
hour  or  two  (which  seemed  three 
or  four  tedious  ones)  fearing  I had 
slipt  the  fellow,  I inquired  at 
every  turnpike,  whether  a servant 
in  such  a livery  had  not  passed 
through  in  his  return  from  Lon- 


don, on  a full  gallop ; for  woe  had 
been  to  the  dog,  had  I met  him  on  i 
a sluggish  trot ! And  lest  I should 
miss  him  at  one  end  of  Kensing- 
ton, as  he  might  take  either  the 
Acton  or  Hammersmith  road;  or 
at  the  other,  as  he  might  come 
through  the  Park,  or  not!  how 
many  score  times  did  I ride  back- 
wards and  forwards  from  the 
Palace  to  the  Gore,  making  my- 
self the  subject  of  observation  to 
all  passengers,  whether  on  horse- 
back or  on  foot;  who,  no  doubt, 
wondered  to  see  a well-dressed 
and  well-mounted  man,  sometimes 
ambling,  sometimes  prancing  (as 
the  beast  had  more  fire  than  nis 
master)  backwards  and  forwards 
in  so  short  a compass ! 

Yet  all  this  time,  though  long- 
ing to  espy  the  fellow,  did  1 
dread  to  meet  him , lest  he  should 
be  charged  with  fatal  tidings. 

When  at  distance  I saw  any 
man  galloping  towards  me,  my 
resemblance-forming  fancy  im- 
mediately made  it  to  be  him ; and 
then  my  heart  bounded  to  my 
mouth,  as  if  it  would  have 
choaked  me.  But  when  the  per- 
son’s nearer  approach  undeceived 
me,  how  did  I curse  the  varlet's 
delay,  and  thee  by  turns!  And 
how  ready  was  I to  draw  my 
pistol  at  the  stranger , for  having 
the  impudence  to  gallop;  which 
none  but  my  messenger,!  thought, 
had  either  right  or  reason  to  do! 
For  all  the  business  of  the  world, 

I am  ready  to  imagine,  should 
stand  still  on  an  occasion  so  me- 
lancholy and  so  interesting  to  me. 
Nay,  for  this  week  past,  I could 
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cut  the  throat  of  any  man  or 
woman  I see  laugh , while  I am  in 
such  dejection  of  mind. 

I am  now  convinced  that  the 
wretches  who  fly  from  a heavy 
scene,  labour  under  ten  times 
more  distress  in  the  intermediate 
suspense  and  apprehension , than 
they  could  have,  were  they  pre- 
sent at  it,  and  to  see  and  know 
the  worst:  so  capable  is  fancy  or 
imagination,  the  more  immediate 
offspring  of  the  soul,  to  outgo 
fact,  let  the  subject  be  either 
joyous  or  grievous. 

And  hence,  as  I conceive,  it  is, 
that  all  pleasures  are  greater  in 
the  expectation,  or  in  the  reflection , 
than  in  fruition ; as  all  pains , 
which  press  heavy  upon  both 
parts  or  that  unequal  union  by 
which  frail  mortality  holds  its 
precarious  tenure , are  ever  most 
acute  in  the  time  of  suffering ; for 
how  easy  sit  upon  the  reflection 
the  heaviest  misfortunes,  when 
surmounted!  — But  most  easy,  1 
confess , those  in  which  body  has 
more  concern  than  soul.  This, 
however,  is  a point  of  philosophy 
I have  neither  time  nor  head  just 
now  to  weigh : so  take  it  as  it  falls 
from  a maaman’s  pen. 

Woe  be  to  either  of  the  wretches 
who  shall  bring  me  the  fatal  news 
that  she  is  no  more ! For  it  is  but 
too  likely  that  a shriek-owl  so 
hated  will  never  whoot  or  scream 
again;  unless  the  shock , that  will 
probably  disorder  my  whole  frame 
on  so  sad  an  occasion  (by  un- 
steadying my  hand)  shall  divert 
my  aim  from  his  head,  heart,  or 


bowels , if  it  turn  not  against  my 
own. 

But,  surely,  she  will  not,  she 
cannot  yet  die!  Such  a match- 
less excellence. 

— whose  mind 

Contains  a world,  and  seems  for  all 
things  framed, 

could  not  be  lent  to  be  so  soon  de- 
manded back  again ! 

But  may  it  not  be,  that  thou, 
Belford,  art  in  a plot  with  the 
dear  creature  (who  will  not  let  me 
attend  her  to  convince  myself)  in 
order  to  work  up  my  soul  to  the 
deepest  remorse;  and  that,  when 
she  is  convinced  of  the  sincerity 
of  my  penitence,  and  when  my 
mind  is  made  such  wax,  as  to  be 
lit  to  take  what  impression  she 
pleases  to  give  it,  she  will  then 
raise  me  up  with  the  joyful  tidings 
of  her  returning  health  and  ac- 
ceptance of  me! 

What  would  I give  to  have  it 
so!  And  when  the  happiness  of 
hundreds , as  well  as  the  peace  and 
reconciliation  of  several  eminent 
families,  depend  upon  her  restora- 
tion and  happiness , why  should  it 
not  be  so? 

But  let  me  presume  it  will.  Let 
me  indulge  my  former  hope,  how- 
ever improbable  — I will;  and  en- 
joy it  too.  And  let  me  tell  thee 
how  ecstatic  my  delight  would  be 
on  the  unravelling  of  such  a plot 
as  this ! 

Do,  dear  Belford,  let  it  be  so ! — 
And,  0,  my  dearest,  and  ever 
dear  Clarissa,  keep  me  no  longer 
in  this  cruel  suspense;  in  which  I 
suffer  a thousand  times  more  than 
ever  I made  thee  suffer.  Nor  fear 
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thou  that  I will  resent,  or  recede  one,  as  Mrs.  Lovick  tells  me, 
on  an  eclaircissement  so  desi-  but  much  larger,  and  the  lines 
rable:  for  I will  adore  thee  for  crooked. 


ever,  and,  without  reproaching 
thee  for  the  pangs  thou  hast  tor- 
tured me  with,  confess  thee  as 
much  my  superior  in  noble  and 
generous  contrivances,  as  thou 
art  in  virtue  and  honour! 

But,  once  more  — should  the 
worst  happen  — say  not  what 
that  worst  is  — and  I am  gone 
from  this  hated  island  — gone  for 
ever  — and  may  eternal  — but  1 
am  crazed  already  — and  will 
therefore  conclude  myself, 

Thine  more  than  mine  own, 
(And  no  great  compliment 
neither,; 

ILL. 

LETTER  CHI. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Tuesday,  Sept.  5,  in  the  morn, 
at  Mr.  Smith’s. 

When  I read  yours  of  this 
morning,  I could  not  help  pitying 
you  for  the  account  you  give  of 
the  dreadful  anxiety  and  suspense 
you  labour  under.  I wish  from 
my  heart  all  were  to  end  as  you 
are  so  willing  to  hope : but  it  will 
not  be ; and  your  suspense , if  the 
worst  part  of  your  torment,  as  you 
say  it  is , will  soon  be  over;  but, 
alas ! in  a way  you  wish  not. 

I attended  the  lady  just  now. 
She  is  extremely  ill:  yet  is  she 
aiming  at  an  answer  to  her  Nor- 
ton’s letter,  which  she  began 
yesterday  in  her  own  chamber, 
and  has  written  a good  deal:  but 
in  a hand  not  like  her  own  fine 


I have  accepted  of  the  offer  of 
a room  adjoining  to  the  widow 
Lovick’s,  till  I see  how  matters 
go;  but  unknown  to  the  lady; 
and  I shall  go  home  every  night, 
for  a few  hours.  1 would  not  lose 
a sentence  that  I could  gain  from 
lips  so  instructive,  nor  the  op- 
portunity of  receiving  any  com- 
mand from  her,  for  an  estate. 

In  this,  my  new  apartment,  I 
now  write , and  shall  continue  to 
write,  as  occasion  offers,  that  I 
may  be  the  more  circumstantial : 
but  I depend  upon  the  return  of 
my  letters , or  copies  of  them , on 
demand,  that  I may  have  together 
all  that  relates  to  this  affecting 
story;  which  I shall  re-perusewith 
melancholy  pleasure  to  the  end  of 
my  life. 

I think  I will  send  thee  Brand's 
letter  to  Mr.  John  Harlowe,  re- 
canting his  base  surmises.  It  is  a 
matchless  piece  of  pedantry ; and 
may  perhaps  a little  divert  thy 
deep  chagrin : some  time  hence  at 
least  it  may,  if  not  now. 

What  wretched  creatures  are 
there  in  the  world ! What  strangely 
mixed  characters!  — So  sensible 
and  so  silly  at  the  same  time! 
What  a various , what  a foolish 
creature  is  man ! — 

Three  o’clock. 

The  lady  has  just  finished  her 
letter,  and  has  entertained  Mrs. 
Lovick,  Mrs.  Smith,  and  me,  with 
a noble  discourse  on  the  vanity 
and  brevity  of  life,  to  which  I 
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cannot  do  justice  in  the  repeti-  death  as  I am  blessed  with.  God 
tion:  and  indeed  I am  so  grieved  dies  away  in  us,  as  I may  say,  all 
for  her,  that,  ill  as  she  is,  my  in-  human  satisfactions,  in  order  to 
tellects  are  not  half  so  clear  as  subdue  his  poor  creatures  to  him- 
hers.  self. 

A few  things  which  made  the  Thou  mayest  guess  how  affected 
strongest  impression  upon  me,  as  we  all  were  at  this  moving  account 
well  from  the  sentiments  them-  of  her  progressive  weakness.  We 
selves,  as  from  her  manner  of  ut-  heard  it  with  wet  eyes,  for  what 
tering  them,  I remember.  She  with  the  women's  example,  and 
introduced  them  thus:  what  with  her  moving  eloquence, 

I am  thinking,  said  she,  what  a I could  no  more  help  it  than  they, 
gradual  and  happy  death  God  But  we  were  silent  nevertheless; 
Almighty  (blessed  be  his  name)  and  she  went  on,  applying  herself 
affords  me!  Who  would  have  tome. 

thought,  that,  suffering  what  I 0,  Mr.  Belford!  This  is  a poor 
have  suffered,  and  abandoned  as  transitory  life  in  its  best  enjoy - 
I have  been,  with  such  a tender  ments.  We  flutter  about  here  and 
education  as  I have  had,  I should  there,  with  all  our  vanities  abput 
be  so  long  a dying!  — But  see  us,  like  painted  butterflies,  for  a 
how  by  little  and  little  it  has  come  gay,  but  a very  short  season,  till 
to  this.  I was  first  taken  off  from  at  last  we  lay  ourselves  down  in  a 
the  power  of  walking:  then  I took  quiescent  state,  and  turn  into  vile 
a coach — a coach  grew  too  violent  worms:  and  who  knows  in  what 
an  exercise : then  I took  & chair  — form,  or  to  what  condition  we  shall 
the  prison  was  a large  death-  rise  again? 

stride  upon  me  — I should  have  I wish  you  would  permit  me,  a 
suffered  longer  else! — Next  I was  young  creature,  just  turned  of 
unable  to  go  to  church ; then  to  go  nineteen  years  of  age,  blooming 
up  or  down  stairs:  now  hardly  can  and  healthy  as  I was  a few  months 
move  from  one  room  to  another:  ago,  now  nipt  by  the  cold  hand  of 
and  a less  room  will  soon  hold  me.  death,  to  influence  you,  in  these  my 
— My  eyes  begin  to  fail  me,  so ! last  hours , to  a life  of  regularity 
that  at  times  I cannot  see  to  read  and  repentance  for  any  past  evils 
distinctly ; and  now  I can  hardly  vou  may  have  been  guilty  of.  For, 
write , or  hold  a pen.  — Next,  I believe  me,  sir,  that  now,  in  this 
presume,  I shall  know  nobody,  last  stage,  very  few  things  will 
nor  be  able  to  thank  any  of  you;  bear  the  test,  or  be  passed  as 
I therefore  now  once  more  thank  laudable,  if  pardonable,  at  our  own 
you,  Mrs.  Lovick , and  you , Mrs.  bar,  much  less  at  a more  tremen- 
Smith,  and  you,  Mr.  Belford,  while  dous  one,  in  all  we  have  done,  or 
I can  thank  you, for  all  your  kind-  delighted  in,  even  in  a life  not 
ness  to  me.  And  thus  by  little  and  very  offensive  neither,  as  we  may 
little,  in  such  a gradual  sensible  think!  — Ought  we  not  then  to 
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study  in  our  full  day , before  the 
dark  hours  approach,  so  to  live, 
as  may  afford  reflections  that  will 
soften  the  agony  of  the  last  mo- 
ments when  they  come,  and  let  in 
upon  the  departing  soul  a ray  of 
divine  mercy  to  illuminate  its  pas- 
sage into  an  awful  eternity? 

She  was  ready  to  faint,  and 
choosing  to  lie  down,  I withdrew: 
I need  not  say,  with  a melancholy 
heart : and  when  I was  got  to  my 
new  taken  apartment,  my  heart 
was  still  more  affected  by  the 
sight  of  the  solemn  letter  the  ad- 
mirable lady  had  so  lately  finished. 
It  was  communicated  to  me  by 
Mrs.  Lovick ; who  had  it  to  copy 
for  me;  but  it  was  not  to  be  de- 
livered to  me  till  after  her  depar- 
ture. However,  I trespassed  so 
far,  as  to  prevail  upon  the  widow 
to  let  me  take  a copy  of  it ; which 
I did  directly  in  character. 

I send  it  inclosed.  If  thou  canst 
read  it,  and  thy  heart  not  bleed  at 
thy  eyes,  thy  remorse  can  hardly 
be  so  deep  as  thou  hast  inclined 
me  to  think  it  is. 

LETTER  CIV. 

Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe  to  Mrs.  Horton. 

[In  Answer  to  Letter  xcviii.*] 

MF  DEAREST  MRS.  HORTON, 

I am  afraid  I shall  not  be  able  to 
write  all  that  is  upon  my  mind  to 
say  to  you  upon  the  subject  of 
your  last.  Yet  I will  trv. 

As  to  my  friends,  and  as  to  the 
sad  breakfasting,  I cannot  help 

* Begun  on  Monday,  Sept.  4,  and  by 
piecemeal  finished  on  Tuesday : but  not 
sent  till  the  Thursday  following. 


being  afHicted  for  them.  What, 
alas!  has  not  my  mother,  in  par- 
ticular , suffered  by  my  rashness ! 

— Yet  to  allow  so  much  for  a son! 

— so  little  for  a daughter!  — But 
all  now  will  soon  be  over,  as  to 
me.  I hope  they  will  bury  all  their 
resentments  in  my  grave. 

As  to  your  advice  in  relation  to 
Mr.  Belford,  let  me  only  say,  that 
the  unhappy  reprobation  I have 
met  with,  and  my  short  time,  must 
be  my  apology  now.  — I wish  I 
could  have  written  to  my  mother 
and  my  uncles,  as  you  advise.  And 
yet,  favours  come  so  slowly  from 
them!  — 

The  granting  of  one  request 
only  now  remains  as  a desirable 
one  from  them.  Which  never- 
theless, when  granted,  I shall  not 
be  sensible  of.  It  is,  that  they  will 
be  pleased  to  permit  my  remains 
to  be  laid  with  those  of  my 
ancestors  — placed  at  the  feet  of 
my  dear  grandfather,  as  I have 
mentioned  in  my  will.  This,  how- 
ever, as  they  please.  For,  after 
all,  this  vile  body  ought  not  so 
much  to  engage  my  cares.  It  is  a 
weakness  — but  let  it  be  called  a 
natural  weakness,  and  I shall  be 
excused;  especially  when  a rever- 
ential gratitude  shall  be  known  to 
be  the  foundation  of  it.  You  know, 
my  dear  woman,  how  my  grand- 
father loved  me.  And  you  know 
how  much  I honoured  him,  and 
that  from  my  very  infancy  to  the 
hour  of  his  death.  How  often 
since  have  I wished,  that  he  had 
not  loved  me  so  well ! 

I wish  not  now , at  the  writing 
of  this,  to  see  even  my  cousin 
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Morden.  0,  my  blessed  woman! 
My  dear  maternal  friend!  I am 
entering  upon  a better  tour,  than 
to  France  or  Italy  either!  — Or 
even  than  to  settle  at  my  once 
beloved  dairy-house ! — All  these 
prospects  and  pleasures,  which 
used  to  be  so  agreeable  to  me  in 
health,  how  poor  seem  they  to  me 
now!  — 

Indeed,  indeed,  my  dear  mamma 
Norton,  I shall  be  happy!  I know 
I shall!  — 1 have  charming  fore- 
bodings of  happiness  already!  — 
Tell  all  my  dear  friends,  for  their 
comfort,  tnatl  shall ! — YVho  would 
not  bear  the  punishments  I have 
borne,  to  have  the  prospects  and 
assurances  I rejoice  in!  — Assur- 
ances I might  not  have  had , were 
my  own  wishes  to  have  been 
granted  to  me ! 

Neither  do  I want  to  see  even 
you , my  dear  Mrs.  Norton.  Never- 
theless I must,  in  justice  to  my 
own  gratitude,  declare,  that  there 
was  a time,  could  you  have  been 
permitted  to  come,  without  incur- 
ring displeasure  from  those  whose 
esteem  it  is  necessary  for  you  to 
cultivate  and  preserve,  that  your 
presence  and  comfortings  would 
have  been  balm  to  my  wounded 
mind.  But  were  you  now,  even  by 
consent,  and  with  reconciliatory 
tidings,  to  come,  it  would  but  add 
to  your  grief ; and  the  sight  of  one 
Iso  dearly  love, so  happily  fraught 
with  good  news,  might  but  draw 
me  back  to  wishes  I have  had 

f;reat  struggles  to  get  above.  And 
et  me  tell  you  for  your  comfort, 
that  I have  not  left  undone  any 
thing  that  ought  to  be  done,  either 


respecting  mind  or  person;  no,  not 
to  the  minutest  preparation:  so 
that  nothing  is  left  for  you  to  do 
for  me.  Every  one  has  her  direc- 
tion as  to  the  last  offices.  — And 
my  desk,  that  I now  write  upon  — 
0 ! my  dearest  Mrs.  Norton,  all  is 
provided!  — Allis  ready!  And  all 
will  be  as  decent  as  it  should  be! 

And  pray  let  my  Miss  Howe 
know,  that  by  the  time  you  will  re- 
ceive this,  and  she  your  significa- 
tion of  the  contents  of  it,  it  will,  in 
all  probability,  be  too  late  for  her 
to  do  me  the  inestimable  favour, 
as  I should  once  have  thought  it, 
to  see  me.  God  will  have  no  rivals 
in  the  hearts  of  those  he  sanctifies. 
By  various  methods  he  deaaens 
all  other  sensations,  or  rather  ab- 
sorbs them  all  in  the  love  of  him. 

I shall  nevertheless  love  you , 
my  mamma  Norton,  and  my  Miss 
Howe,  whose  love  to  me  has  passed 
the  love  of  women , to  my  latest 
hour!  — But  yet,  I am  now  above 
the  quick  sense  of  those  pleasures, 
which  once  most  delighted  me: 
and  once  more  I say,  that  I do  not 
wish  to  see  objects  so  dear  to  me, 
which  might  bring  me  back  again 
into  sense , and  rival  my  supreme 
love. 

* * # 

Twice  have  I been  forced  to 
leave  off.  I wished , that  my  last 
writing  might  be  to  you,  or  to 
Miss  Howe,  if  it  might  not  be  to 
my  dearest  ma 

Mamma , I would  have  wrote  — 
is  the  word  distinct?  — My  eyes 
are  so  misty!  — If,  when  I apply 
to  you,  I break  off  in  half-words, 
do  you  supply  them — the  kindest 
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are  your  due.  — Be  sure  take  the 
kindest,  to  fill  up  chasms  with,  if 
any  chasms  there  be  — 

# # # 

Another  breaking  off!  — But 
the  new  day  seems  to  rise  upon 
me  with  healing  in  its  wings.  I 
have  gotten,  I think,  a recruit  of 
strength:  spirits,  I bless  God,  I 
have  not  of  late  wanted. 

Let  my  dearest  Miss  Howe  pur- 
chase her  wedding  garments  — 
and  may  all  temporal  blessings  at- 
tend the  charming  preparation ! — 
Blessings  wtl/,Imake  no  question, 
notwithstanding  the  little  cloudi- 
nesses that  Mr.  Hickman  encoun- 
ters with  now-and-then,  which  are 
but  prognostics  of  a future  golden 
day  to  him:  for  her  heart  is  good, 
and  her  head  not  wrong.  — But 
great  merit  is  coy,  and  that  coy- 
ness has  not  always  its  foundation 
in  pride:  but  if  it  should  seem  to 
be  pride,  take  off  the  skin-deep 
covering,  and,  in  her,  it  is  noble 
diffidence,  and  a love  that  wants 
but  to  be  assured ! 

Tell  Mr.  Hickman  I write  this, 
and  write  it , as  1 believe,  with  my 
last  pen ; and  bid  him  bear  a little 
at  first,  and  forbear ; and  all  the 
future  will  be  crowning  gratitude, 
and  rewarding  love:  for  Miss 

Howe  has  great  sense,  fine  judg- 
ment, and  exalted  generosity ; and 
can  such  a one  be  ungrateful  or 
uneasy  under  those  obligations 
which  his  assiduity  and  obliging- 
ness (when  he  shall  be  so  happy  as 
to  call  her  his)  will  lay  her  under 
to  him? 

As  for  me , never  bride  was  so 
ready  as  I am.  My  wedding 


garments  are  bought  — and 
though  not  fine  or  gaudy  to  the 
sight,  though  not  adorned  with 
jewels,  and  set  off  with  gold  and 
silver  (for  I have  no  beholders’ 
eyes  to  wish  to  glitter  in) ; yet  will 
they  be  the  easiest,  the  happiest 
suit,  that  ever  bridal  maiden  wore 
— for  they  are  such  as  carry  with 
them  a security  against  all  those 
anxieties,  pains,  and  perturba- 
tions which  sometimes  succeed  to 
the  most  promising  outsettings. 

And  now,  my  dear  Mrs.  Norton, 
do  I wish  for  no  other. 

0 hasten,  good  God,  if  it  be  tby 
blessed  will,  the  happy  moment 
that  1 am  to  be  decked  out  in  this 
all-quieting  garb!  And  sustain, 
comfort,  bless,  and  protect  with 
the  all-shadowing  wing  of  tby 
mercy,  my  dear  parents,  my 
uncles,  my  brother,  my  sister,  my 
cousin  Morden , my  ever  dear  and 
ever  kind  Miss  Howe,  my  good 
Mrs.  Norton , and  every  deserving 
person  to  whom  they  wish  well ! is 
the  ardent  prayer , first  and  last, 
of  every  beginning  hour,  as  the 
clock  tells  it  me,  (hours  now  are 
days,  nay,  years)  of 

Your  now  not  sorrowing  or 

afilicted,  but  happy, 
Clarissa  Hablowe. 

LETTER  CV. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Wed.  morn.  Sept,  fi,  half  an  hour 
after  three. 

1 am  not  the  savage  which  you 
\ and  my  worst  enemies  think  me. 
My  soul  is  too  much  penetrated  by 
the  contents  of  the  letter  which 
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you  inclosed  in  your  last , to  say 
one  word  more  to  it,  than  that  my 
heart  has  bled  over  it  from  every 
vein!  — I will  fly  from  the  subject 
— but  what  other  can  I choose, 
that  will  not  be  as  grievous , and 
lead  into  the  same? 

I could  quarrel  with  all  the 
world;  with  thee,  as  well  as  the 
rest;  obliging  as  thou  supposest 
thyself  for  writing  to  me  hourly. 
Howdarestthou  (though  unknown 
to  her)  to  presume  to  take  an 
apartment  under  the  same  roof 
with  her?  — I cannot  bear  to 
think,  that  thou  shouldst  be  seen, 
at  all  hours,  passing  to  and  repass- 
ing  from  her  apartments,  while  I, 
who  have  so  much  reason  to  call 
her  mine,  and  once  was  preferred 
by  her  to  all  the  world , am  forced 
to  keep  aloof,  and  hardly  dare  to 
enter  the  city  where  she  is ! 

If  there  be  any  thing  in  Brand’s 
letter  that  will  divert  me , hasten 
it  to  me.  But  nothing  now  will 
ever  divert  me,  will  ever  again 
give  me  joy  or  pleasure ! 1 can 
neither  eat , drink , nor  sleep.  I 
am  sick  of  all  the  world. 

Surely  it  will  be  better  when  all 
is  over — when  I know  the  worst  the 
Fates  can  do  against  me  — yet  how 
shall  I bear  the  worst f — 0 Bel- 
ford,  Belford!  write  it  not  to  me! 
But,  if  it  must  happen , get  some- 
body else  to  write;  for  I shall  curse 
the  pen , the  hand , the  head , and 
the  heart , employed  in  communi- 
cating to  me  the  fatal  tidings. 
But  what  is  this  saying,  when 
already  I curse  the  whole  world, 
except  her  — myself  most? 

In  fine , I am  a most  miserable 


being.  Life  is  a burden  to  me. 
I would  not  bear  it  upon  these 
terms  for  one  week  more,  let  what 
would  be  my  lot;  for  already  is 
there  a hell  begun  in  my  own 
mind.  Never  more  mention  to  me, 
let  her  or  who  will  say  it,  the  prison 
— I cannot  bear  it  • — may  d — 
nation  seize  quick  the  accursed 
woman,  who  could  set  death  upon 
taking  that  large  stride,  as  the  dear 
creature  calls  it!  — I had  no  hand 
in  it!  — But  her  relations,  her 
implacable  relations,  have  done 
the  business.  All  else  would  have 
been  got  over.  Never  persuade 
me  but  it  would.  The  fire  of  youth, 
and  the  violence  of  passion , would 
have  pleaded  for  me  to  good  pur- 
pose, with  an  individual  of  a sex, 
which  loves  to  be  addressed  with 
assionate  ardour,  even  to  tumult, 
ad  it  not  been  for  that  cruelty 
and  unforgivingness,  which  (the 
object  and  the  penitence  consider- 
ed) have  no  example,  and  have 
aggravated  the  heinousness  of  my 
faults. 

Unable  to  rest,  though  I went 
not  to  bed  till  two,  I dispatch  this 
ere  the  day-dawn  — who  knows 
what  this  night,  this  dismal  night, 
may  have  produced ! 

I must  after  my  messenger.  I 
have  told  the  varlet  I will  meet 
him;  perhaps  at  Knightsbridge, 
perhaps  in  Piccadilly ; and  I trust 
not  myself  with  pistols , not  only 
on  his  account,  but  my  own : for 
pistols  are  too  ready  a mischief. 

I hope  thou  hast  a letter  ready 
for  him.  He  goes  to  thv  lodgings 
first:  for  surely  thou  wilt  not  pre- 
sume to  take  thy  rest  in  an  apart- 
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ment  near  hers.  If  he  miss  thee 
there,  he  flies  to  Smith’s,  and 
brings  me  word  whether  in  being, 
or  not. 

I shall  look  for  him  through  the 
air  as  I ride,  as  well  as  on  horse- 
back ; for  if  the  prince  of  it  serve 
me,  as  well  as  I have  served  him, 
he  will  bring  the  dog  by  his  ears 
to  my  saddle-bow,  with  the  tidings 
that  my  heart  pants  after. 

Nothing  but  the  excruciating 
pangs  the  condemned  soul  feels, 
at  its  entrance  into  the  eternity 
of  the  torments  we  are  taught  to 
fear,  can  exceed  what  I now  feel, 
and  have  felt  for  almost  this  week 
past;  and  mayest  thou  have  a 
spice  of  those,  if  thou  hast  not  a 
letter  ready  written  for 

Thy 

Lovelace. 

LETTER  CVI. 

Mr.  Bolford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Tuesday,  Sept.  5,  six  o’clock. 

The  lady  remains  exceedingly 
weak  and  ill.  Her  intellects,  ne- 
vertheless, continue  clear  and 
strong,  and  her  piety  and  patience 
are  without  example.  Every  one 
thinks  this  night  will  be  her  last. 
What  a shocking  thing  is  that  to 
say  of  such  an  excellence!  She  will 
not,  however,  send  away  her  letter 
to  her  Norton,  as  yet.  She  endea- 
voured in  vain  to  superscribe  it: 
so  desired  me  to  do  it.  Her  fingers 
will  not  hold  her  pen  with  the  re- 
quisite steadiness.  She  has,  I fear, 
written  and  read  her  last ! 

eight  o'clock. 

She  is  somewhat  better  than  she 


was.  The  doctor  has  been  here, 
and  thinks  she  will  hold  out  yet  a 
day  or  two.  He  has  orderea  her, 
as  for  some  time  past,  only  some 
little  cordials  to  take  when  ready 
to  faint.  She  seemed  disappoint- 
ed, when  he  told  her  she  might 
yet  live  two  or  three  days;  and 
said,  she  longed  for  dismission ! — 
Life  was  not  so  easily  extingui  shed , 
she  saw,  as  some  imagined.  — 
Death  fromgrief \ was,shet>elieved, 
the  sloivest  of  deaths.  But  God’s  will 
must  be  done : — Her  only  prayer 
was  now  for  submission  to  it : for 
she  doubted  not,  but  by  the  divine 
goodness  she  should  be  an  happy 
creature,  as  soon  as  she  could  be 
divested  of  these  rags  of  mortality. 

Of  her  own  accord,  she  men- 
tioned you;  which  till  then  she 
had  avoided  to  do.  She  asked, 
with  great  serenity,  where  you 
were? 

I told  her  where;  and  your  mo- 
tives for  being  so  near;  and  read 
to  her  a few  lines  of  yours  of  this 
morning  , in  which  you  mention 
your  wishes  to  see  her,  your  sincere 
affliction,  and  your  resolution  not 
to  approach  her  without  her 
consent. 

I would  have  read  more;  but 
she  said  Enough,  Mr.  Belford, 
enough!  — Poor  man,  does  his 
conscience  begin  to  find  him ! — 
Then  need  not  any  body  to  wish 
him  a greater  punishment!  — May 
it  work  upon  him  to  a happy  pur- 
pose ! 

I took  the  liberty  to  say,  that 
as  she  was  in  such  a frame,  that 
nothing  now  seemed  capable  of 
discomposing  her,  I could  wish 
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that  you  might  have  the  benefit 
of  her  exhortations,  which,  I dared 
to  say,  while  you  were  so  seriously 
affected,  would  have  a greater 
force  upon  you  than  a thousand 
sermons;  and  how  happy  you 
would  think  yourself,  if  you  could 
but  receive  forgiveness  on  your 
knees. 

How  can  you  think  of  such  a 
thing,  Mr.  Belford?  said  she,  with 
gome  emotion:  my  composure  is 
owing,  next  to  the  divine  goodness 
blessing  my  earnest  supplications 
for  it,  to  the  not  seeing  him.  Yet 
let  him  know,  that  I now  again 
repeat,  that  1 forgive  him.  — And 
may  God  Almighty,  clasping  her 
fingers,  and  lifting  up  her  eyes, 
forgive  him  too;  and  perfect  his 
repentance,  and  sanctify  it  to  him! 

— Tell  him  I say  so!  And  tell 
him,  that  if  I could  notsay  so  with 
my  whole  heart,  I should  be  very 
uneasy,  and  think  that  my  hopes 
of  mercy  to  myself  were  but 
weakly  founded;  and  that  I had 
still,  in  any  harboured  resentment, 
some  hankerings  after  a life  which 
he  has  been  the  cause  of  shorten- 
ing; 

The  divine  creature  then  turn- 
ing aside  her  head  — Poor  man! 
said  she,  I once  could  have  loved 
him.  This  is  saying  more  than 
ever  I could  say  of  any  other  man 
out  of  my  own  family ! Would  he 
have  permitted  me  to  have  been 
an  humble  instrument  to  have 
made  him  good,  I think  I could 
have  made  him  happy!  But  tell 
him  not  this,  if  he  be  really  peni- 
tent — it  may  too  much  affect  him ! 

— 'There  she  paused.  — 


Admirable  creature!  — Hea- 
venly forgiver!  — ■ Then  resuming 
— But  pray  tell  him,  that  if  I could 
know,  that  my  death  might  be  a 
means  to  reclaim  and  save  him,  it 
would  be  an  inexpressible  satis- 
faction to  me ! 

But  let  me  not,  however,  be 
made  uneasy  with  the  apprehen- 
sion of  seeing  him.  I cannot  bear 
to  see  him ! 

Just  as  she  had  done  speaking, 
the  minister,  who  had  so  often 
attended  her,  sent  up  his  name; 
and  was  admitted. 

Being  apprehensive,  that  it 
would  be  with  difficulty  that  you 
could  prevail  upon  that  impetuous 
spirit  of  yours,  not  to  invade  her 
in  her  dying  hours,  and  of  the 
agonies  into  which  a surprise  of 
this  nature  would  throw  her;  I 
thought  this  gentleman’s  visit 
afforded  a proper  opportunity  to 
renew  the  subject;  and  (having 
asked  her  leave)  acquainted  him 
with  the  topic  we  had  been  upon. 

The  good  man  urged,  that  some 
condescensions  were  usually  ex- 
pected, on  these  solemn  occasions, 
from  pious  souls  like  hers,  how- 
ever satisfied  with  themselves , for 
the  sake  of  shewing  the  world, , 
and  for  example  sake , that  all  re- 
sentments against  those  who  had 
most  injured  them  were  subdued: 
and  if  she  would  vouchsafe  to  a 
heart  so  truly  penitent,  as  I had 
represented  Mr.  Lovelace’s  to  be, 
that  personal  pardon,  which  I had 
been  pleading  for,  there  would 
be  no  room  to  suppose  the  least 
lurking  resentment  remained;  and 
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it  might  have  very  happy  effects  said,  shall  never,  if  I can  help 
upon  the  gentleman.  it,  behold  him  more!  — For  do 

I have  no  lurking  resentment,  you  not  consider,  sirs,  how  short 
sir,  said  she  — this  is  not  a time  my  time  is ; what  much  more  im- 
for  resentment:  and  you  will  be  portant  subjects  I have  to  employ 
the  readier  to  believe  me,  when  1 it  upon;  and  how  unable  I should 
can  assure  you,  (looking  at  me)  be  (so  weak  as  I am)  to  contend 
that  even  what  I have  most  re-  even  with  the  avowed  penitence 
joiced  in,  the  truly  friendly  love  of  a person  in  strong  health , go- 
that  has  so  long  subsisted  between  verned  by  passions  unabated,  and 
my  Miss  Howe  and  her  Clarissa,  always  violent?  — And  now  I 
although  to  my  last  gasp  it  will  hope,  you  will  never  urge  me  more 
be  the  dearest  to  me  of  all  that  on  this  subject, 
is  dear  in  this  life,  has  already  The  minister  said  it  were  pity 
abated  of  its  fervour;  has  already  ever  to  urge  this  plea  again, 
given  place  to  supremer  fervours : You  see,  Lovelace,  that  I did 

and  shall  the  remembrance  of  Mr.  not  forget  the  office  of  a friend,  in 
Lovelace’s persono/insults, which,  endeavouring  to  prevail  upon  her 
I bless  Grod,  never  corrupted  that  to  give  you  her  last  forgiveness 
mind  which  her  friendship  so  much  personally.  And  I hope,  as  she 
delighted,  be  stronger  in  these  is  so  near  her  end,  you  will  not 
hours  with  me,  than  the  remem-  invade  her  in  her  last  hours ; since 
brance  of  a love  as  pure  as  the  she  must  be  extremely  discom- 
human  heart  ever  boasted?  Tell,  posed  at  such  an  interview;  and 
therefore,  the  world , if  you  please,  it  might  make  her  leave  the  world 
and,  (if,  Mr.  Belford,  you  think  the  sooner  for  it. 
what  I said  to  you  before,  not  This  reminds  me  of  an  expres- 
strong  enough)  tell  the  poor  man,  sion  which  she  used  on  your  bar- 
that  I not  only  forgive  him , but  barous  hunting  her  at  Smith’s,  on 
have  such  earnest  wishes  for  the  her  return  to  her  lodgings ; and 
good  of  his  soul,  and  that  from  that  with  a serenity  unexampled 
considerations  of  its  immortality,  (as  Mrs.  Lovick  told  me,  consider- 
that  could  my  penitence  avail  for  ing  the  occasion,  and  the  trouble 
more  sins  than  my  own,  my  last  given  her  by  it,  and  her  indispo- 
tear  should  fall  for  him  by  whom  sition  at  the  time):  He  will  not 
I die ! let  me  die  decently ! said  the  an- 

Our  eyes  and  hands  expressed  gelic  sufferer.  — He  will  not  let 
for  us  both,  what  our  lips  could  me  enter  into  my  Maker’s  pre- 
not  utter.  sence,  with  the  composure  that 

Say  not,  then,  proceeded  she,  is  required  in  entering  into  the 
nor  let  it  be  said,  that  my  resent-  drawing-room  of  an  earthly 
ments  are  unsubdued!  — And  yet  | prince. 

these  eyes,  lifted  up  to  heaven  as  j 1 cannot,  however,  forbear  to 
witness  to  the  truth  of  what  I have  wish  that  the  heavenly  creature 
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could  have  prevailed  upon  herself, 
in  these  her  last  hours,  to  see 
you;  and  that  for  my  sake,  as 
well  as  yours:  for  although  I am 
determined  never  to  be  guilty  of 
the  crimes,  which,  till  within  these 
few  past  weeks  have  blackened 
my  former  life ; and  for  which,  at 
present,  I most  heartily  hate  my- 
self: yet  should  1 be  less  appre- 
hensive of  a relapse , if  (wrought 
upon  by  the  solemnity  which  such 
an  interview  must  have  been  at- 
tended with)  you  had  become  a 
reformed  man:  for  no  devil  do 
I fear,  but  one  in  your  shape. 

* * * 

It  is  now  eleven  o’clock  at  night. 
The  lady,  who  retired  to  rest  an 
hour  ago,  is,  as  Mrs.  Lovick  tells 
me,  in  a sweet  slumber. 

I will  close  here.  I hope  I shall 
find  her  .the  better  for  it  in  the 
morning.  Yet,  alas!  how  frail  is 
hope ! How  frail  is  life ! when  we 
are  apt  to  build  so  much  on  every 
shadowy  relief;  although  in  such 
a desperate  case  as  this,  sitting 
down  to  reflect,  we  must  know, 
that  it  is  but  shadowy ! 

I will  inclose  Brand’s  horrid  pe- 
dantry. And  for  once  am  afore- 
hand  with  thy  ravenous  impa- 
tience. 

LETTER  evil. 

Mr.  Brand  to  Mr.  John  Walton. 

SAt.  night,  Sept.  2. 

DEAR  MR.  Wr  ALTON, 

I am  obliged  to  you  for  the  very 
handsomely  penned  (and  elegantly 
written)  letter  which  you  have  sent 
me,  on  purpose  to  do  justice  to  the 


character  of  the  younger  Miss  Mar- 
lowe: and  yet  I must  tell  you, 
that  I had  reason,  before  that  came , 
to  think  (and  to  know  indeed)  that 
we  were  all  wrong:  and  so  I had 
employed  the  greatest  part  of  this 
week , in  drawing  up  an  apolo- 
getical  letter  to  my  worthy  patron 
Mr.  John  Harlowe,  in  order  to  set 
all  matters  right  between  me  and 
them,  and,  (as  far  as  I could)  be- 
tween them  and  miss.  So  it  re- 
quired little  more  than  connection 
and  transcribing,  when  I received 
yours;  and  it  will  be  with  Mr. Har- 
lowe aforesaid  to-morrow  morn- 
ing; and  this,  and  the  copy  of 
that,  will  be  with  you  on  Monday 
morning. 

You  cannot  imagine  how  sorry 
I am,  that  you,  and  Mrs.  Walton, 
and  Mrs.  Barker,  and  I myself \ 
should  have  taken  matters  up  so 
lightly  (judging,  alas-a-day!  by 
appearance  and  conjecture)  where 
character  and  reputation  are  con- 
cerned. Horace  says  truly, 

El  semel  emissum  votal  irrevocabile  ver- 
bum. 

That  is , words  once  spoken  can- 
not be  recalled:  but  (Mr.  Walton) 
they  may  be  contradicted  by  other 
words;  and  we  may  confess  our- 
selves guilty  of  a mistake;  and  ex- 
press our  concern  for  being  mis- 
taken; and  resolve  to  make  our 
mistake  a warning  to  us  for  the 
future:  and  this  is  all  that  can  be 
done;  and  what  every  worthy  mind 
will  do;  and  what  nobody  can  be 
readier  to  do,  than  we  four  un- 
designing offenders  (as  I see  by 
your  letter,  on  your  part;  and  as 
you  will  see  by  the  inclosed  copy, 
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on  mine ) ; which,  if  it  be  received  well  adapted , as  I will  be  bold  to 
as  I think  it  ought,  (and  as  I believe  say  they  are,  to  the  point  in  hand; 
it  will ) must  give  me  a speedy  op-  I say , if  he  insistetn  upon  taking 
portunity  to  see  you , when  1 visit  a copy)  let  him  give  you  the 
the  lady;  to  whom  (as  you  will  see  strongest  assurances  not  to  suffer 
in  it)  I expect  to  be  sent  up  with  it  to  be  printed , on  any  account; 
the  olive-branch.  and  I make  the  same  request  to 

The  matter  in  which  we  all  you,  that  you  will  not:  for  if  any 
erred,  must  be  owned  to  be  very  thing  be  to  be  made  of  a man's 
nice;  and  (Mr.  Belford’s  character  works , who,  but  the  author , should 
considered)  appearances  ran  very  have  the  advantage ? And  if  the 
strong  against  the  lady:  but  all  Spectators , the  Tatlers , the  Exami- 
that  this  serveth  to  shew , is , that  ners , the  Guardians , and  other  of 


in  doubtful  matters  the  wisest  people 
may  be  mistaken , for  so  saith  the 
poet , 

Fallitnr  in  dubiis  hominurn  sulertia  rebus. 

If  you  have  an  opportunity , you 
may  (as  if  from  yourself , and  un- 
known to  me)  shew  the  inclosed  to 
Mr.  Belford , who  (you  tell  me)  re- 
senteth  the  matter  very  heinously ; 
but  not  to  let  him  see,  or  hear  read, 
those  words  that  relate  to  him , in 
the  paragraph  at  the  bottom  of  the 
second  page,  beginning  [but  yet  Ido 
insist  upon  ft]  to  the  end  of  that  pa- 
ragraph; for  one  would  not  make 
one's  self  enemies,  you  know:  aud 
1 have  reason  to  think , that  this 
Mr.  Belford  is  as  passionate  and 
fierce  a man  as  Mr.  Lovelace. 
What  pity  it  is  the  lady  could  find 
no  worthier  a protector ! You  may 
paste  those  lines  over  with  blue  or 
black  paper,  before  he  seeth  it; 
and  if  he  insisteth  upon  taking  a 
copy  of  my  letter,  (for  he,  or  any 
body,  that  seeth  it,  or  heareth  it 
read,  will,  no  doubt,  be  glad  to 
have  by  them  the  copy  of  a letter 
so  full  of  the  sentiments  of  the 
noblest  writers  of  antiquity,  and  so 


our  polite  papers,  make  such  a 
strutting  with  a single  verse , or  so, 
by  way  of  motto,  in  the  front  of 
each  day's  paper;  and  if  other  au- 
thors pride  themselves  in  finding 
out  and  embellishing  the  title-pages 
of  their  books  with  a verse  or  adfage 
from  the  classical  writers;  what  a 
figure  would  such  a letter  as  the  in- 
closed make,  so  full  fraught  with 
admirable  precepts,  and  a-propos 
quotations , from  the  best  authority ! 

I have  been  told,  that  a certain 
noble  lord,  who  once  sat  himself 
down  to  write  a pamphlet  in  behalf 
of  a great  minister,  after  taking 
infinite  pains  to  no  purpose  to  find 
a Latin  motto,  gave  commission  to 
a friend  of  his  to  offer  to  any  one, 
who  could  help  him  to  a suitable 
one,  but  of  one  or  two  lines,  a 
hamper  of  claret.  Accordingly  his 
lordship  had  a motto  found  him 
from  Juvenal ; which  he  unhap/nly 
mistaking  (not  knowing  Juvenal 
was  a poet ) printed  as  a prose  sen- 
tence in  his  title  page. 

If  then  one  or  two  lines  were  of 
so  much  worth  (A  hamper  of  claret ! 
No  less!)  of  what  inestimable  value 
would  such  a letter  as  mine  he 
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deemed?  — And  who  knowetb 
but  that  this  noble  p — r (who  is 
now*  living)  if  he  should  happen 
to  see  this  letter  shining  with  such 
a glorious  string  of  jewels , might 

five  the  writer  a scarf  in  order  to 
ave  him  always  at  hand,  or  be  a 
means  (some  way  or  other)  to 
bring  him  into  notice  f And  I will 
be  bold  to  say  ( bad  as  the  world 
is)  a man  of  sound  learning  wanteth 
nothing  but  an  initiation  to  make 
his  fortune. 

I hope  (my  good  friend)  that 
the  lady  will  not  die:  I shall  be 
much  grieved , if  she  doth ; and  the 
more  because  of  mine  unhappy 
misrepresentation:  so  will  you,  for 
the  same  cause:  so  will  her  parents 
and  friends.  They  are  very  rich 
and  very  worthy  gentle-folks. 

But  let  me  tell  you,  by-the-by, 
that  they  had  carried  the  matter 
against  her  so  far,  that  I believe 
in  my  heart  they  were  glad  to 
justify  themselves  by  my  report ; and 
would  have  been  less  pleased , had 
I made  a more  favourable  one : and 
et  in  their  hearts  they  dote  upon 
er.  But  now  they  are  all  ( as  1 
hear)  inclined  to  be  friends  with 
her,  and  forgive  her ; her  brother  as 
well  as  the  rest. 

But  their  cousin , Col.  Morden, 
a very  fine  gentleman , hath  had 
such  high  words  with  them,  and 
they  with  him,  that  they  know  not 
how  to  stoop,  lest  it  should  look 
like  being  frighted  into  an  accom- 
modation. Hence  it  is,  that  1 
have  taken  the  greater  liberty  to 
press  the  reconciliation;  and  I hope 

* i.  e.  At  the  time  this  letter  was 
written. 


in  such  good  season , that  they  will 
all  be  pleased  with  it : for  can  they 
have  a better  handle  to  save  their 
pride  all  around,  than  by  my  me- 
diation? And  let  me  tell  you  (inter 
nos,  betwixt  ourselves)  very  proud 
they  all  are. 

By  this  honest  means  (for  by  dis- 
honest ones  I would  not  be  Arch- 
bishop of  Canterbury)  I hope  to 
please  every  body;  to  be  forgiven, 
in  the  first  place,  by  the  lady  (whom, 
being clover  of  learning  and  learned 
men,  1 shall  have  great  opportuni- 
ties of  obliging  — for,  when  she 
departed  from  her  father’s  house, 
I had  but  just  the  honour  of  her 
notice,  and  she  seemed  highly 
pleased  with  my  conversation)",  and, 
next,  to  be  thanked  and  respected 
by  her  parents  and  all  her  family; 
as  I am  (I  bless  God  for  it)  by  my 
dear  friend,  Mr.  John  Harlowe: 
who  indeed  is  a man  that  pro- 
fesseth  a great  esteem  for  men  of 
erudition;  and  who  (with  singular 
delight,  I know)  will  run  over  with 
me  the  authorities  1 have  quoted , 
and  wonder  at  my  memory,  and  the 
happy  knack  I have  of  recommend- 
ing mine  men  sense  of  things  in  the 
words  of  the  greatest  sages  of  anti- 
quity. 

Excuse  me , my  good  friend , for 
this  seeming  vanity.  The  great 
Cicero  (you  must  have  heard,  I 
suppose)  had  a much  greater  spice 
of  it,  and  wrote  a long  letter  begging 
and  praying  to  be  flattered:  but  if 
I say  less  of  myself,  than  other 
eople  (who  know  me)  say  of  me, 
think  I keep  a medium  between 
vanity  and  false  modesty;  the  latter 
| of  which  often-times  gives  itself 
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the  lie,  when  it  is  declaring  off  the 
compliments , that  every  body  gives 
it  as  its  due : an  hypocrisy , as  well 
as  folly,  that  (I  hope)  I shall  for 
ever  scorn  to  be  guilty  of. 

I have  another  reason  (as  I may 
tell  to  you , my  old  schoolfellow)  to 
make  me  wish  for  this  fine  lady’s 
recovery  and  health;  and  that  is, 
(by  some  distant  intimations)  I 
have  heard  from  Mr.  John  Mar- 
lowe , that  it  is  very  likely  (because 
of  the  slur  she  hath  received)  that 
she  will  choose  to  live  privately  and 
/ penitently  — and  will  probably 
(when  she  cometh  into  her  estate) 
keep  a chaplain  to  direct  her  in  her 
devotions  and  penitence  — if  she 
doth,  who  can  stand  a better  chance 
than  myself  '?  — And  as  1 find  (by 
■your  account,  as  well  as  by  every 
body's)  that  she  is  innocent  as  to 
intention , and  is  resolved  never  to 
think  of  Mr.  Lovelace  more , who 
knoweth  what  (in  time)  may  hap- 
pen?— And  yet  it  must  be , after 
Mr.  Lovelace's  death  (which  may 
possibly  sooner  happen  than  he 
thinkeih  of,  by  means  of  his  detest- 
able courses ) : for  after  all , a man 
who  is  of  public  utility , ought  not 
(for  the  finest  woman  in  the  world) 
to  lay  his  throat  at  the  mercy  of  a 
man  who  boggleth  at  nothing. 

I beseech  you,  let  not  this  hint 
go  farther  than  to  yourself , your 
spouse , and  Mrs.  Barker.  I know 
I may  trust  my  life  in  your  hands 
and  theirs.  There  have  been  (let 
me  tell  ye)  tmftAreh'er  things  come  to 
pass,  and  that  with  rich  widows 
(some  of  quality  truly!)  whose 
choice,  in  their  first  marriages , 
hath  (perhaps)  been  guided  by 


motives  of  convenience  or  mere  cor- 
poralities , as  I may  say?  but  who 
by  their  second  have  had  for  their 
view  the  corporal  and  spiritual 
mingled;  which  is  the  most  eligible 
(no  doubt)  to  substances  composed 
of  both,  as  men  and  women  are. 

Do  not  think  (sir)  that,  should 
such  a thing  come  to  pass , either 
would  be  disgraced;  since  the  lady , 
in  me,  would  marry  a gentleman 
and  a scholar:  and  as  to  mine  own 
honour,  as  the  slur  would  bring 
her  high  fortunes  down  to  an  equi- 
valence with  my  mean  ones  (if  for- 
tune only , and  not  merit , De  con- 
sidered) so  hath  not  the  life  of  this 
lady  been  so  tainted  (either  by 
length  of  time  or  naughtiness  of 
practice)  as  to  put  her  on  a foot 
with  the  cast  Abigails  that  too,  too 
often  (God  knoweth)  are  thought 
good  enough  for  a young  clergy- 
man, who,  perhaps,  is  drawn  in 
by  a poor  benefice;  and  (if  the 
wicked  one  be  not  quite  worn  out) 
groweth  poorer  and  poorer  upon 
it,  by  an  increase  of  family  he 
knoweth  not  whether  is  most  hit , 
or  his  noble  ( ignoble  I should  say) 
patron’s. 

But,  all  this  apart,  and  in  con- 
fidence. 

I know  you  made  at  school  but 
a small  progress  in  languages.  So 
I have  restrained  myself  from 
many  illustrations  from  the  classics. 
that  I could  have  filled  this  letter 
with  (as  1 have  done  the  inclosed 
one):  and,  being  at  a distance , I 
cannot  explain  them  to  you,  as  I 
do  to  my  friend,  Mr.  John  Har- 
lowe;  and  who  (after  all)  is  obliged 
to  me  for  pointing  out  to  him  many 
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beauties  of  the  authors  I quote,  which 
otherwise  would  lie  concealed 
from  him , a3  they  must  from  every 
common  observer.  — But  this  (too) 
inter  nos  — for  he  would  not  take 
it  well  to  have  it  known — jays  (you 
know,  old  schoolfellow,  jays, 
you  know)  will  strut  in  peacock's 
feathers. 

But  whither  am  I running?  I 
never  know  where  to  end , when  1 

fetupon  learned  topics.  And  albeit 
cannot  compliment  you  with  the 
name  of  a learned  man  ; yet  are  you 
a sensible  man  ; and  (as  such)  must 
have  pleasure  in  learned  men  and 
in  their  writings. 

In  this  confidence  (Mr.  Walton) 
with  my  kind  respects  to  the  good 
ladies  (your  spouse  and  sister)  and 
in  hopes,  for  the  young  lady's  sake, 
soon  to  follow  this  long,  long 
epistle , in  person , I conclude  my- 
self 

Your  loving  and  faithful  friend, 
Elias  Brand. 

You  will,  perhaps,  Mr.  Walton, 
wonder  at  the  meaning  .of  the 
lines  drawn  under  many  of  the 
words  and  sentences  (under- 
scoring we  call  it);  and  were 
my  letters  to  be  printed,  those 
would  be  put  in  a different  char- 
acter. Now,  you  must  know, 
sir , that  we  learned  men  do  this 
to  point  out  to  the  readers , who 
are  not  so  learned , where  the 
jet  of  our  arguments  lieth,  and 
the  emphasis  they  are  to  lay 
upon  those  words;  whereby  they 
will  take  in  readily  our  sense 
and  cogency.  Some  pragmatical 
people  have  said,  that  an  author 


who  doth  a great  deal  of  this, 
either  ealleth  his  readers  fools, 
or  tacitly  eondemneth  his  men 
style , as  supposing  his  meaning 
would  be  dark  without  it,  or 
that  all  his  force  lay  in  words. 
But  all  of  those  with  whom  I 
have  conversed  in  the  learned 
way , think  as  I think.  And  to 
give  a very  pretty  though  familiar 
illustration,  I have  considered  a 
page  distinguished  by  different 
characters , as  a verdant  field 
overspread  with  butler- flowers 
and  daisies,  and  other  summer 
flowers.  These  the  poets  liken 
to  enamelling  — have  you  not 
read  in  the  poets  of  enamelled 
meads,  and  so  forth? 

LETTER  cvm. 

Mr.  Brand  to  John  Ilarlowe,  Esq. 

worthy  SIR,  Sat.  night,  Sept.  2. 

1 am  under  no  small  concern, 
that  I should  (unhappily)  be  the 
occasion  (I  am  sure  I intended  no- 
thing like  it)  of  widening  differences 
by  light  misreport,  when  it  is  the 
duty  of  one  of  my  function  (and  no 
less  consisting  with  my  inclination) 
to  heal  and  reconcile. 

I have  received  two  letters  to 
set  me  right:  one  from  a particular 
acquaintance  (whom  I set  to  in- 
quire of  Mr.  Belford’s  character; 
and  that  came  on  Tuesday  last, 
informing  me  that  your  unhappy 
niece  was  greatly  injured  in  the 
account  I had  had  of  her  (for  I 
had  told  him  of  it,  and  that  with 
very  great  concern,  lam  sure,  ap- 
prehending it  to  be  true.)  So  I 
then  set  about  writing  to  you,  to 
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acknowledge  the  error.  And  had 
gone  a good  way  in  it,  when  the 
second  letter  came  (a  very  hand- 
some one  it  is,  both  in  style  and 
penmanship)  from  my  friend  Mr. 
Walton,  (though  1 am  sure  it  can- 
not be  Ms  inditing ) expressing  his 
sorrow,  and  his  wife’s,  and  his 
sister-in-law’s  likewise,  for  having 
been  the  cause  of  misleading  me, 
in  the  account  I gave  of  the  said 
young  Lady ; whom  they  now  say 
(upon  further  inquiry)  they  find  to 
be  the  most  blameless , the  most 
prudent , and  (it  seems)  the  most 
pious  young  lady,  that  ever  (once) 
committed  a great  error ; as  (to  be 
sure)  hers  was,  in  leaving  such 
worthy  parents  and  relations  for  so 
vile  a man  as  Mr.  Lovelace;  but 
what  shall  we  say?  — Why,  the 
divine  Virgil  tells  us, 

Jmprobe  amor,  quid  non  mortalia  peclora 
cogist 

For  my  part,  I was  but  too  much 
afraid  (for  we  have  great  oppor- 
tunities, you  are  sensible,  sir,  at 
the  university , of  knowing  human 
nature  from  books,  the  calm  result 
of  the  wise  men's  wisdom , as  I may 
say, 

(Haurit  aquom  cribro,  qui  discere  vult  sine 
libro.) 

uninterrupted  by  the  noise  and 
vanities , that  will  mingle  with  per- 
sonal conversation,  wnich  (in  the 
turbulent  world)  is  not  to  be  en- 
joyed but  over  a bottle,  where  you 
have  an  hundred  foolish  things  pass 
to  one  that  deserveth  to  be  re- 
membered);  I was  but  too  much 
afraid  (/  say ) that  so  great  a slip 
might  be  attended  with  still  greater 


and  worse.  For  your  Horace , and 
my  Horace,  the  most  charming 
writer  that  ever  lived  among  the 
pagans  (for  the  lyric  kind  of  poetry, 
1 mean;  for,  to  be  sure,  Homer 
and  Virgil  would  otherwise  be  first 
named  in  their  way)  well  observeth 
(and  who  understood  human  nature 
better  than  he?) 

Nec  vera  virtvs,  cum  semel  excidit. 
Curat  reponi  dclerioribus. 

And  Ovid  no  less  wisely  ob- 
serveth : 

El  mala  sunt  vicina  bonis.  Errore  sub  illo 

Pro  vilio  virtus  crimina  sarpe  tulit. 

Who , that  can  draw  knowledge 
from  its  fountain-head , the  works 
of  the  sages  of  antiquity,  (improved 
by  the  comments  of  the  modems) 
but  would  prefer  to  all  others  the 
silent  quiet  life,  which  contempla- 
tive men  lead  in  the  seats  of 
learning,  were  they  not  called  out 
(according  to  their  dedication ) to 
the  service  and  instruction  of  the 
world? 

Now,  sir,  another  favourite  poet 
of  mipe  (and  not  the  less  a fa- 
vourite for  being  a Christian)  telleth 
us,  that  it  is  the  custom  of  some, 
when  in  a fault,  to  throw  the 
blame  upon  the  backs  of  others. 

— Ilominum  quoque  mos  cst. 

Qua:  nos  cunque  prcmunt , alieno  impoiurc 
largo.  kant. 

But  I,  though  (in  this  case)  mis- 
led, ( well  intendedly  nevertheless, 
both  in  the  misleaders  and  misled, 
and  therefore  entitled  to  lay  hold 
of  that  plea , if  any  body  is  so  en- 
titled) will  not  however  be  classed 
among  such  extenuators;  but  (con- 
trarily)  will  always  keep  in  mind 
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that  verse,  which  comforteth  in 
mistake , as  well  as  instructed!  ; and 
which  1 quoted  in  my  last  letter ; 

Errare  est  hominis,  ned  non  persislere  — 

and  will  own,  that  I was  very  rash 
to  take  up  with  conjectures  and 
consequences  drawn  from  probabili- 
ties, where  (especially)  the  cha- 
racter of  so  fine  a lady  was  con- 
cerned. 

Credere  fallaci  gravis  est  dementia  fames. 

MART. 

Notwithstanding,  Miss  Clarissa 
Harlowe  (I  must  be  bold  to  say)  is 
the  only  young  lady , that  ever  I 
heard  of,  (or  indeed  read  of)  that, 
having  made  such  a false  step  so 
soon  (of  her  own  accord , as  I may 
say)  recovered  herself,  and  con- 
quered her  love  of  the  deceiver;  (a 
great  conquest,  indeed !)  and  who 
flieth  him,  and  resolveth  to  die, 
rather  than  to  be  his;  which  now, 
to  her  never-dying  honour , (I  am 
well  assured)  is  the  case  — and,  in 
justice  to  her,  I am  now  ready  to 
take  to  myself  (with  no  small 
vexation)  that  of  Ovid, 

lieu ! patior  telis  vulnera  facta  meis. 

But  yet  I do  insist  upon  it , that 
all  that  part  of  my  information , 
which  I took  upon  mine  own  per- 
sonal inquiry , which  is  what  re- 
lates to  Mr.  Belford  and  his  cha- 
racter, is  literally  true ; for  there  is 
not  any  where  to  be  met  with  a 
man  of  a more  libertine  character , 
as  to  women,  Mr.  Lovelace  ex- 
cepted, than  he  beareth. 

And  so,  sir,  I must  desire  of 
you,  that  you  will  not  let  any  blame 
lie  upon  my  intention;  since  you 


see  how  ready  I am  to  accuse  my- 
self of  too  lightly  giving  ear  to  a 
rash  information  (not  knowing  it  so 
to  be,  however):  for  I depended 
the  more  upon  it,  as  the  people  I 
had  it  from  are  very  sober,  and  live 
in  the  fear  of  God:  and  indeed 
when  I wait  upon  you,  you  will 
see  by  their  letter,  that  they  must 
be  conscientious  good  people : 
wherefore,  sir,  let  me  be  entitled, 
from  all  your  good  family,  to  that 
of  my  last-named  poet, 

Aspera  confesso  verba  remille  reo. 

And  now,  sir,  (what  is  much 
more  becoming  of  my  function ) let 
me,  instead  of  appearing  with  the 
face  of  an  accuser , and  a rash  cen- 
surer,  (which  in  my  heart  I have 
not  deserved  to  be  thought)  assume 
the  character  of  a reconciler ; and 
propose  (by  way  of  penance  to  my- 
self for  my  fault)  to  be  sent  up  as  a 
messenger  of  peace  to  the  pious 
young  lady;  for  they  write  me  word 
absolutely  (and  I believe  in  my 
heart,  truly,)  that  the  doctors  have 
given  her  over,  and  that  she  cannot 
live.  Alas!  alas!  what  a sad  thing 
would  that  be,  if  the  poor  bough, 
that  was  only  designed  (as  I very 
tvell  know  and  am  fully  assured)  to 
be  bent,  should  be  broken. 

Let  it  not,  dear  sir,  seem  to  the 
world,  that  there  was  any  thing 
in  your  resentments  (which,  while 
meant  for  reclaiming , were  just 
and  fit)  that  hath  the  appearance 
of  violence,  and  fierce  wrath,  and 
inexorability  (as  it  would  look  to 
some,  if  carried  to  extremity,  after 
repentance  and  contrition,  and  hu- 
miliation, on  the  fair  offender's 
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side):  for  all  this  while  (it  seemeth) 
she  hath  been  a second  Magdalen 
in  her  penitence,  and  yet  not  so  bad 
as  a Magdalen  in  her  faults  (faulty, 
nevertheless,  as  she  hath  been 
once,  the  Lord  knoweth! 

Nam  vitiis  nemo  sine  nascitur:  optimum 
ille  est, 

Qui  minimis  urgetur  — (saith  Horace.) 

Now,  sir,  if  I may  be  named  for 
this  blessed  employment,  (for, 
blessed  is  the  peace-maker  /)  I will 
hasten  to  London;  and  (as  I know 
miss  had  always  a great  regard  to 
the  function  I have  the  honour  to 
be  of)  I have  no  doubt  of  making 
myself  acceptable  to  her,  and  to 
bring  her,  by  sound  arguments,  and 
good  advice,  into  a liking  of  life, 
which  must  be  the  first  step  to  her 
recovery:  for,  when  the  mind  is 
made  easy , the  body  will  not  long 
suffer;  and  the  love  of  life  is  a 
natural  passion , that  is  soon  re- 
vived, when  fortune  turneth  about, 
and  smileth : 

Vivere  quisguc  diu , i/uamvis  cl  egenus  et 
wgcr, 

Optat.  ovid. 

And  the  sweet  Lucan  truly  ob- 
served*, 

— Fatis  debenlibus  annos 
Mors  innita  subit.  — 

And  now,  sir,  let  me  tell  you 
what  shall  be  the  tenor  of  my 
pleadings  with  her,  and  comfortings 
of  her,  as  she  is,  as  I may  say,  a 
learned  lady;  and  as  I can  explain 
to  her  those  sentences,  which  she 
cannot  so  readily  construe  herself: 
and  this  in  order  to  convince  you 
(did  you  not  already  know  my 
qualifications)  how  well  qualified 


I am  for  the  Christian  office  to 
which  I commend  myself. 

1 will,  IS  THE  FIRST  PLACE,  put 

her  in  mind  of  the  common  course 
of  things  in  this  sublunary  world, 
in  which  joy  and  sorrow , sorrow 
and  joy,  succeed  one  another  by 
turns;  in  order  to  convince  her, 
that  her  griefs  have  been  but  ac- 
cording to  that  common  course  of 
things : 

Gaudia  post  Indus  veniunt,  post  gandis 
Indus. 

Secondly,  I will  remind  her  of 
her  own  notable  description  of 
sorrow , when  she  was  once  called 
upon  to  distinguish  wherein  sor- 
row, grief,  and  melancholy,  differed 
from  each  other;  which  she  did 
impromptu,  by  their  effects,  in  a 
truly  admirable  manner,  to  the 
high  satisfaction  of  every  one:  I 
myself  could  not,  by  study , have 
distinguished  better,  nor  more  con- 
cisely— sorrow,  said  she,  wears; 
grief  , tears ; but  melancholy 
sooths. 

My  inference  to  her  shall  be, 
that  since  a happy  reconciliation 
will  take  place,  grief  will  be 
banished;  sorrow  dismissed;  and 
only  sweet  melancholy  remain  to 
sooth  and  indulge  her  contrite  heart, 
and  shew  to  all  the  world  the 
penitent  sense  she  hath  of  her 
great  error. 

Thirdly,  That  her  joys*,  when 

* Jog,  let  me  here  observe,  my  dear  sir, 
by  way  of  note,  Is  not  absolutely  in- 
consistent with  melancholy;  a toft  gentle 
joy , not  a rapid,  not  a rampant  joy  . how- 
ever; but  such  a joy  as  shall  lift  her 
temporally  out  of  her  southing  melancholy, 
and  then  let  her  down  gently  into  it 
again;  for  melancholy,  to  be  sure,  her 
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restored  to  health  and  favour,  use  to  be  made  of  them)  to  her 
will  be  the  greater,  the  deeper  her  everlasting  benefit ; for  that, 

gnefs  were.  Cum  furitalquc  ferit,  Deux  otim  par  cere 

Gaudia,  <piw  mullo  parta  laborc , placentA  quarit. 


Fourthly,  that  having  really 
been  guilty  of  a great  error , she 
should  not  take  impatiently  the 
correction  and  anger  with  which  j 
she  hath  been  treated. 

Leniter,  ex  met  ito  quicquid  paliarc  feruit- 
dum  esl. 

Fifthly,  that  virtue  must  be 
established  by  patience,  as  saith 
Prudentius : 

Heec  virtue  vidua  est,  quam  non  palientia 
firmat. 

Sixthly,  that,  in  the  words  of 
Horace,  she  may  expect  better 
times , than  (of  late)  she  had  reason 
to  look  for. 

Grata  superveniel , qnw  non  sperabilur, 
huru. 

Seventhly,  that  she  is  really 
now  in  a way  to  be  happy,  since, 
according  to  Ovid,  she  can  count 
up  all  her  woe: 

Felix , qui  patitur  quw  numerarc  potest. 
And  those  comforting  lines, 

Estque  serena  dies  post  longos  gratiur 
imbrex, 

Et  post  triste  malum  gratior  ipsa  salux. 
Eighthly,  that,  in  the  words  of 
Mantuan,  her  parents  and  uncles 
could  not  help  loving  her  all  the 
time  they  were  angry  at  her: 

AZqua  lumen  semper  mens  esl,  et  arnica 
voluntas. 

Sit  licet  in  nalos  facies  austera  parentum. 

Ninthly,  that  the  ills  she  hath  met 
with  may  be  turned  (by  the  good 


Tenthly,  that  she  will  be  able 
to  give  a fine  lesson  (a  very  fine 
lesson)  to  all  the  young  ladies  of 
her  acquaintance , of  the  vanity  of 
being  lifted  up  in  prosperity,  and 
the  weakness  of  being  cast  down  in 
adversity;  since  no  one  is  so  high , 
as  to  be  above  being  humbled;  so 
low  as  to  need  to  despair:  for  which 
purpose  the  advice  of  Ausonius, 

Hum  fortuna  jurat,  cuvcto  tolli: 

Dum  fortuna  tonal,  cavcto  mergi. 

I shall  tell  her  that  Lucau  saith 
well , wheu  he  calleth  adversity  the 
element  of patience; 

— Gaudet  patientia  duris: 

That 

Forlunam  superut  virtus,  prudentia  fa- 
mam. 

That  while  weak  souls  are 
crushed  by  fortune,  the  brave  mind 
maketh  the  fickle  deity  afraid 
of  it: 

Fortuna  fortes  metuit,  ignavos  premit. 

Eleventhly,  That  if  she  take 
the  advice  of  Horace, 

Fortiaque  adversis  opponite  peclora  rebus, 
it  will  delight  her  hereafter  (as 
Virgil  saith)  to  revolve  her  past 
troubles: 

— Forsan  et  hwc  olim  meminissejuvabit. 

And  to  the  same  purpose,  Ju- 
venal, speaking  of  the  prating  joy 
of  mariners  after  all  their  dangers 


. . ...  „ . . . . are  over: 

reflection  will  generally  make  to  be  her 

state.  i G undent  securi  narrare  pcricula  nautw. 
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Which  suiting  the  case  so  well,] 
you’ll  forgive  me,  sir,  for  popping 
down  in  English  metre , as  the  trans- ! 
lative  impulse  (pardon  a new  word, 
and  yet  we  scholars  are  not  fond 
of  authenticating  new  words)  came 
upon  me  uncalled  for: 

The  seaman,  safe  on  shore,  with  joy 
doth  tell 

What  cruel  dangers  him  at  sea  befel. 

With  these , 'sir,  and  an  hundred 
more  wise  adages , which  I have 
always  at  my  fingers'  end , will  I 
(when  reduced  to  form  and  method) 
entertain  miss;  and  as  she  is  a 
well-read , and  (I  might  say,  but 
for  this  one  great  error)  a wise 
young  lady,  I make  no  doubt  but 
I shall  prevail  upon  her,  if  not  by 
mine  own  arguments , by  those  of 
wits  and  capacities  that  have  a 
congeniality  (as  I may  say)  to  her 
own,  to  take  heart, 

— Nor  of  the  laws  of  fate  complain, 

Since,  though  it  has  been  cloudy,  now't 
clears  up  again. 

Oh!  what  wisdom  is  there  in 
these  noble  classical  authors!  A 
wise  man  will  (upon  searching 
into  them)  always  find  that  they 
speak  his  sense  of  men  and  things. 
Hence  it  is , that  they  so  readily 
occur  to  my  memory  on  every  oc- 
casion — though  this  may  look 
like  vanity,  it  is  too  true  to  be 
omitted : and  I see  not  why  a man 
may  not  know  those  things  of  him- 
self, which  every  body  seeth  and 
saith  of  him;  who,  nevertheless, 
perhaps  know  not  half  so  much  as 
he,  in  other  matters. 

I know  but  of  one  objection , sir, 
that  can  lie  against  my  going; 
and  that  will  arise  from  your  kind 


] care  and  concern  for  the  safety  of 
my  person , in  case  that  fierce  and 
terrible  man,  the  wicked  Mr.  Love- 
lace, (of  whom  every  one  standeth 
in  fear)  should  come  across  me, 
as  he  may  be  resolved  to  try  once 
more  to  gain  a footing  in  miss's 
affections:  but  I will  trust  in  Provi- 
dence for  my  safety,  while  I shall  be 
engaged  in  a cause  so  worthy  of  my 
function;  and  the  more  trust  in  it, 
as  he  is  a learned  man,  as  I am 
told. 

Strange  too , that  so  vile  a rake 
(I  hope  he  will  never  see  this!) 
should  be  a learned  man;  that  is  to 
say,  that  a learned  man  should 
find  leisure  to  be  a rake.  Although, 
possibly , a learned  man  may  be  a 
sly  sinner,  and  take  opportunities, 
as  they  come  in  his  way  — which, 
however,  I do  assure  you,  I never 
did. 

I repeat,  that,  as  he  is  a learned 
man,  I shall  vest  myself,  as  I may 
say,  in  classical  armour;  beginning 
meekly  with  him  (for,  sir,  bravery 
and  meekness  are  qualities  very 
consistent  with  each  other,  and  in  no 
persons  so  shiningly  exert  them- 
selves, as  in  the  Christian  priest- 
hood; beginning  meekly  with  him, 
1 say)  from  Ovid, 

Corpora  magnanimo  satis  est  prostrasse 
leoni : 

So  that,  if  I should  not  be  safe  be- 
hind the  shield  of  mine  own  pru- 
dence, I certainly  should  behind 
the  shields  of  the  ever  admirable 
classics:  of  Horace  particularly; 
who,  being  a rake  (and  a jovial 
rake  too)  himself,  must  have  great 
weight  with  all  learned  rakes. 
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And  who  knoweth  but  I may  be 
able  to  bring  even  this  Goliath  in 
wickedness , although  in  person  but 
a little  David,  myself  (armed  with 
the  slings  and  stones  of  the  ancient 
sages),  to  a due  sense  of  his  errors  ? 
And  what  a victory  would  that  be ! 

I could  here,  sir,  pursuing  the 
allegory  of  David  and  Goiiath, 
give  you  some  of  the  stones  ( hard 
arguments  may  be  called  stones, 
since  they  knock  down  a perti- 
nacious opponent)  which  I could 
pelt  him  with,  were  he  to  be  wroth 
with  me ; and  this  in  order  to  take 
from  you,  sir,  all  apprehensions 
for  my  life,  or  my  bones;  but  I 
forbear  them  till  you  demand 
them  of  me,  when  I have  the 
honour  to  attend  you  in  person. 

And  now  (my  dear  sir)  what  re- 
maineth , but  that  having  shewn 
you  (what  yet,  I believe,  you  did 
not  doubt)  how  well  qualified  I am 
to  attend  the  lady  with  the  olive 
branch,  I beg  of  you  to  dispatch 
me  with  it  out  of  hand?  For  if  she 
be  so  very  ill,  and  if  she  should  not 
live  to  receive  the  grace,  which  (to 
my  knowledge)  all  the  worthy  fa- 
mily design  ner,  how  much  will 
that  grieve  you  all ! And  then,  sir, 
of  what  avail  will  be  the  eulogies 
you  shall  all,  per-adventure , join 
to  give  her  memory?  For,  as  Mar- 
tial wisely  observeth, 

— Post  cineres  gloria  sera  venit. 

Then,  as  Ausonius  layeth  it 
down  with  equal  propriety,  that 
those  favours  ichich  are  speedily  con- 
ferred, are  the  most  graceful  and 
obliging  — < 

And  to  the  same  purpose  Ovid: 


Gratia  a b officio,  quod  mora  tardat,  abest. 

And,  sir,  whatever  you  do,  let 
the  lady's  pardon  be  as  ample,  and 
as  cheerfully  given , as  she  can  wish 
for  it;  that  1 may  be  able  to  tell 
her,  that  it  hath  your  hands,  your 
countenances , and  your  whole 
hearts,  with  it  — for , as  the  Latin 
verse  hath  it  (and  I presume  to 
think,  I have  not  weakened  its 
sense  by  my  humble  advice) 

Dal  bene,  dal  multum,  qui  dal  cam  munere 
vullum. 

And  now,  sir,  when  I survey 
this  long  letter*,  (albeit  I see  it 
enamelled,  as  a beautiful  meadow 
is  enamelled  by  the  spring  or  sum- 
mer flowers,  very  glorious  to  be- 
hold!) I begin  to  be  afraid  that  I 
may  have  tired  you;  and  the  more 
likely,  as  I have  written  without 
that  method  or  order,  which  I think 
constituted  the  beauty  of  good  wri- 
ting : which  method  or  order,  never- 
theless, maybe  the  better  excused 
in  a familiar  epistle  (as  this  may  be 
called),  you  pardoning,  sir,  the 
familiarity  of  the  word:  but  yet 
not  altogether  here , I must  needs 
own;  because  this  is  a letter,  and 
not  a letter,  as  I may  say;  but  a 
kind  of  short  and  pithy  discourse, 

* And  here,  by  way  of  note,  permit  me 
to  say,  that  no  sermon  I ever  composed, 
cost  me  half  the  pains  that  this  letter 
hath  done  — but  I know  your  great  ap- 
petite after,  as  well  as  admiration  of,  the 
ancient  wisdom,  which  you  so  justly 
prefer  to  the  modern  — and  Indeed  I join 
with  you  to  think,  that  the  modern  is 
only  borrowed  (as  the  moon  doth  its  light 
from  the  sun),  at  least,  that  wo  excel 
them  in  nothing ; and  that  our  best  cogi- 
tations maybe  found, generally  speaking, 
more  elegantly  dressed  and  expressed  by 
them. 
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touching  upon  various  and  sundry 
topics,  every  one  of  which  might 
be  a fit  theme  to  enlarge  upon, 
even  to  volumes:  if  this  epistolary 
discourse  (then  let  me  call  it) 
should  be  pleasing  to  you  (as  lam 
inclined  to  think  it  will,  because 
of  the  sentiments  and  aphorisms  of 
the  wisest  of  the  ancients  which 
glitter  through  it  like  so  many  daz- 
zling sunbeams ,)  I will  (at  my  lei- 
sure) work  it  up  into  a methodical 
discourse;  and  perhaps  may  one 
day  print  it,  with  a dedication  to 
my  honoured  patron,  (if,  sir,  I have 
your  leave)  singly  at  first  (but  not 
till  I have  thrown  out  anonymous- 
ly two  or  three  smaller  things,  by 
the  success  of  which  I shall  have 
made  myself  of  some  account  in 
the  commonwealth  of  letters ,)  and 
afterwards  in  my  works  — not  for 
the  vanity  of  the  thing  (however)  I 
will,  say , but  for  the  use  it  may  be 
of  to  the  public;  for  (as  one  well 
observeth)  though  glory  always  fol- 
loweth  virtue , yet  it  should  be  consi- 
dered only  as  its  shadow. 

Contcmnil  laudern  virtus,  licet  usque  se- 
qualur 

Gloria  virtutem,  corpus  ut  umbra  suum. 

A very  pretty  saying , and  worthy 
of  all  men’s  admiration ! 

And  now,  (most  worthy  sir,  my 
very  good  friend  and  patron)  re- 
ferring the  whole  to  yours,  and  to 
your  two  brothers,  and  to  young 
Mr.  Harlowe's  consideration , and 
to  the  wise  consideration  of  good 
Madam  Harlowe,  and  her  excel- 
lent daughter  Miss  Arabella  Har- 1 
lowe;  I take  the  liberty  to  sub-, 
scribe  myself,  what  I truly  am,  and  j 


ever  shall  delight  to  be,  in  all  cases , 
and  at  all  times, 

Your  and  their  most  ready 
and  obedient,  as  well 
as  faithful  servant, 

Elias  Brand. 

LETTER  CIX. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

[/n  Answer  to  Letter  cvi.] 

Wedn.  morn.  Sept.  6. 

And  is  she  somewhat  better?  — 
Blessings  upon  thee  without 
number  or  measure ! Let  her  still 
be  better  and  better!  Tell  me  so 
at  least,  if  6he  be  not  so:  for  thou 
knowest  not  what  joy  that  poor 
temporary  reprieve , that  she  will 
hold  out  yet  a day  or  two,  gave 
me. 

But  who  told  this  hard-hearted 
and  death  - pronouncing  doctor, 
that  she  will  hold  it  no  longer?  By 
what  warrant  says  he  this?  What 
presumption  in  these  parading 
solemn  fellows  of  a college,  which 
will  be  my  contempt  to  the  latest 
hour  of  my  life,  if  this  brother  of 
it  (eminent  as  he  is  deemed  to  be) 
cannot  work  an  ordinary  miracle 
in  her  favour,  or  rather  in  mine! 

Let  me  tell  thee,  Belford,  that 
already  he  deserves  the  utmost 
contempt,  for  suffering  this  charm- 
ing clock  to  run  down  so  low. 
What  must  be  his  art,  if  it  could 
not  wind  it  up  in  a quarter  of  the 
time  he  has  attended  her,  when, 
at  his  first  visits,  the  springs  and 
wheels  of  life  and  motion  were  so 
good,  that  they  seemed  only  to 
want  common  care  and  oiling ! 

I am  obliged  to  you  for  en- 
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deavouring  to  engage  her  to  Bee 
me.  ’Twas  acting  like  a friend. 
If  she  had  vouchsafed  me  that 
favour,  she  should  have  seen  at 
her  feet  the  most  abject  adorer 
that  ever  kneeled  to  justly-of- 
fended beauty. 

What  she  bid  you,  and  what 
she  forbid  you , to  tell  me  (the  lat- 
ter for  tender  considerations ;)  that 
she  forgives  me;  and  that,  could 
she  have  made  me  a good  man,  she 
could  have  made  me  a happy  one ! 
that  she  even  loved  me!  At  such 
a moment  to  own  that  she  once 
loved  me!  Never  before  loved  any 
man!  That  she  prays  for  me! 
That  her  last  tear  should  be  shed 
for  me , could  she  by  it  save  a soul 
doomed,  without  her , to  perdition! 
— 0 Belford ! Belford ! I cannot 
bear  it!  — What  a dog,  what  a 
devil  have  I been  to  a goodness  so 
superlative ! — Why  does  she  not 
inveigh  against  meV  — Why  does 
she  not  execrate  me?  — 0 the 
triumphant  subduer ! — Ever  above 
me!  — And  now  to  leave  me  so  in- 
finitely below  her! 

Marry  and  repair , at  any  time; 
this,  wretch  that  I was!  was  my 

{)lea  to  myself.  To  give  her  a 
owering  sensibility;  to  bring  her 
down  from  among  the  stars  which 
her  beamy  head  was  surrounded 
by,  that  my  wife,  so  greatly  above 
me,  might  not  despise  me;  this 
was  one  of  my  reptile  motives, 
owing  to  my  more  reptile  envy, 
and  to  my  consciousness  of  in- 
feriority to  her!  — Yet  she,  from 
step  to  step , from  distress  to  dis- 
tress, to  maintain  her  superiority ; 
and  like  the  sun,  to  break  out  upon 


me  with  the  greater  refulgence 
for  the  clouds  that  I had  contrived 
to  cast  about  her  — aud  now  to 
escape  me  thus ! — No  power  left 
me  to  repair  her  wrongs!  — No 
alleviation  to  my  self-reproach ! — 
No  dividing  of  blame  with  her  — 

Tell  her,  0 tell  her,  Belford! 
that  her  prayers  and  wishes,  her 
superlatively  generous  prayers 
and  wishes,  shall  not  be  vain : that 
I can , and  do  repent  — and  long 
have  repented:  — tell  her  of  my 
frequent  deep  remorses  — it  was 
impossible  tnat  such  remorses 
should  not  at  last  prod  ace  effectual 
remorse  — yet  she  must  not  leave 
me  — she  must  live , if  she  would 
wish  to  have  my  contrition  perfect 
— for  what  can  despair  produce? 

I will  do  every  thing  that  you 
would  have  me  ao , in  the  return 
of  your  letters.  You  have  infi- 
nitely obliged  me  by  this  last,  and 
by  pressing  for  an  admission  for 
me,  though  it  succeeded  not. 

Once  more,  how  could  I be  such 
a villain  to  so  divine  a creature ! 
Yet  love  her  all  the  time,  as  never 
man  loved  woman ! — Curse  upon 
raj  contriving  genius!  Curse  upon 
my  intriguing  head,  and  upon  my 
seconding  heart!  — To  sport  with 
the  fame,  with  the  honour,  with 
the  life , of  such  an  angel  of  a wo- 
man ! 0 my  d — n’d  incredulity ! 

that,  believing  her  to  be  a woman, 
I must  hope  to  find  her  a woman ! 
On  my  incredulity,  that  there 
could  be  such  virtue  (virtue  for 
virtue’s  sake)  in  the  sex,  founded 
I my  hope  of  succeeding  with  her. 

But  say  not,  Jack,  that  she  must 
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leave  us  yet.  If  she  recover,  and 
if  I can  but  re-obtain  her  favour, 
then,  indeed,  will  life  be  life  to  I 
me.  The  world  never  saw  such  a 
husband  as  I will  make.  I will 
have  no  will  but  hers.  She  shall 
conduct  me  in  all  my  steps.  She 
shall  open  and  direct  my  pro- 
spects , and  turn  every  motion  of 
my  heart  as  she  pleases. 

You  tell  me,  in  your  letter,  that 
at  eleven  o’clock  she  had  sweet 
rest;  and  my  servant  acquaints 
me,  from  Mrs.  Smith , that  she  has 
had  a good  night.  What  hopes 
does  this  fill  me  with ! I have  given 
the  fellow  five  guineas  for  his 
ood  news,  to  be  divided  between 
im  and  his  fellow-servant. 

Dear,  dear  Jack!  confirm  this 
to  me  in  thy  next  — for  Heaven's 
sake  do ! — Tell  the  doctor  I will 
make  him  a present  of  a thousand 
guineas  if  he  recover  her.  Ask  if 
a consultation  be  necessary. 

Adieu,  dear  Belford!  Confirm, 
I beseech  thee,  the  hopes  that  now, 
with  sovereign  gladness,  have 
taken  possession  of  a heart,  that, 
next  to  hers,  is 

Thine. 

LETTER  CX. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Wedn.  morn,  eight  o’clock,  (6.  Sept.) 

Youb  servant  arrived  here  be- 
fore I was  stirring.  I sent  him  to 
Smith’s  to  inquire  how  the  lady 
was;  and  ordered  him  to  call 
upon  me  when  he  came  back.  I 
was  pleased  to  hear  she  had  toler- 
able rest.  As  soon  as  I had  dis- 
patched him  with  the  letter  1 had 


written  over  night,  I went  to  at- 
tend her. 

I found  her  up,  and  dressed ; in 
a white  satten  night-gown.  Ever 
elegant:  but  now  more  so,  than 
I had  seen  her  for  a week  past: 
her  aspect  serenely  cheerful. 

She  mentioned  the  increased 
dimness  of  her  eyes,  and  the 
tremor  which  had  invaded  her 
limbs.  If  this  be  dying,  said  she, 
there  is  nothing  at  all  shocking  in 
it  My  body  bardly  sensible  of 
pain,  my  mind  at  ease,  my  intel- 
lects clear  and  perfect  as  ever. 
What  a good  and  gracious  God 
have  I ! — For  this  is  what  I al- 
ways prayed  for. 

I told  her,  it  was  not  so  serene 
with  you. 

There  is  not  the  same  reason 
for  it,  replied  she.  ’Tis  a choice 
comfort,  Mr.  Belford,  at  the 
winding  up  of  our  short  story,  to 
be  able  to  say,  I have  rather  suf- 
fered injuries  myself , than  offered 
them  to  others.  I bless  God,  though 
I have  been  unhappy,  as  the  world 
deems  it,  and  once  I thought  more 
so,  than  at  present  I think  1 ought 
to  have  done;  since  my  calami- 
ties were  to  work  out.  for  me  my 
everlasting  happiness;  yet  have  I 
not  wilfully  made  any  one  crea- 
ture so.  1 have  no  reason  to  grieve 
for  any  thing  but  for  the  sorrow  I 
have  given  my  friends. 

But  pray,  Mr.  Belford,  re- 
member me  in  the  best  manner  to 
my  cousin  Morden;  and  desire 
him  to  comfort  them,  and  to  tell 
them,  that  all  would  have  been 
the  same,  had  they  accepted  of 
my  true  penitence,  as  I wish 
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and  as  I trust  the  Almighty  has 
done. 

I was  called  down:  it  was  to 
Harry,  who  was  just  returned 
from  Miss  Howe’s,  to  whom  he 
carried  the  lady’s  letter.  The 
stupid  fellow,  being  bid  to  make 
haste  with  it,  and  return  as  soon 
as  possible,  staid  not  till  Miss 
Howe  had  it,  she  being  at  the  dis- 
tance of  five  miles , although  Mrs. 
Howe  would  have  had  him  stay, 
and  sent  a man  and  horse  pur- 
posely with  it  to  her  daughter. 

Wednesday  morning,  ten  o’clock. 

The  poor  lady  is  just  recovered 
from  a fainting  fit,  which  has  left 
her  at  death’s  door.  Her  late 
tranquillity  and  freedom  from 
pain,  seemed  but  a lightening , as 
Mrs.  Lovick  and  Mrs.  Smith 
call  it. 

By  my  faith,  Lovelace,  I had 
rather  part  with  all  the  friends  I 
have  in  the  world,  than  with  this 
lady.  I never  knew  what  a vir- 
tuous, a holy  friendship,  as  I may 
call  mine  to  her,  was  before.  But 
to  be  so  new  to  it,  and  to  be 
obliged  to  forego  it  so  soon,  what 
an  affliction!  Yet,  thank  Heaven, 
I lose  her  not  by  my  oicn  fault!  — 
But  ’twould  be  barbarous  not  to 
spare  thee  now. 

She  has  sent  for  the  divine  who 
visited  her  before,  to  pray  with 
her. 

LETTER  CXI. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Kensington,  Wednesday  noon. 

Like  ASsop’s  traveller,  thou 
blowest  hot  and  cold,  life  and 


death,  in  the  same  breath,  with  a 
view,  no  doubt,  to  distract  me. 
How  familiarly  dost  thou  use  the 
words,  dying , dimness,  tremor ! 
Never  did  any  mortal  ring  so 
many  changes  on  so  few  bells. 
Thy  true  father,  I dare  swear,  was 
a butcher,  or  an  undertaker,  by 
the  delight  thou  seemest  to  take 
in  scenes  of  death  and  horror. 
Thy  barbarous  reflection,  that 
thou  losest  her  not  by  thine  own 
fault,  is  never  to  be  forgiven. 
Thou  hast  but  one  way  to  atone 
for  the  torments  thou  givest  me, 
and  that  is,  by  sending  me  word 
that  she  is  better,  and  will  recover. 
Whether  it  be  true  or  not,  let  me 
be  told  so,  and  I will  go  abroad 
rejoicing  and  believing  it,  and  my 
wishes  and  imagination  shall 
make  out  all  the  rest. 

If  she  live  but  one  year , that 
I may  acquit  myself  to  myself 
(no  matter  for  the  world!)  that 
her  death  is  not  owing  to  me,  I 
will  compound  for  the  rest. 

Will  neither  vows  nor  prayers 
save  her!  I never  prayed  in  my 
life,  put  all  the  years  of  it  to- 
gether, as  I have  done  for  this 
fortnight  past:  and  I have  most 
sincerely  repented  of  all  my  base- 
ness to  her  — and  will  nothing 
do? 

But  after  all , if  she  recover  not, 
this  reflection  must  be  my  comfort : 
audit  is  truth ; that  her  departure 
will  be  owing  rather  to  wilfulness, 
to  downright  female  wilfulness, 
than  to  any  other  cause. 

It  is  difficult  for  people,  who 
pursue  the  dictates  of  a violent 
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resentment,  to  stop  where  first 
they  designed  to  stop. 

I have  the  charity  to  believe, 
that  even  James  and  Arabella 
Harlowe,  at  first,  intended  no 
more  by  the  confederacy  they 
formed  against  this  their  angel 
sister,  than  to  disgrace  and  keep 
her  down,  lest  (sordid  wretches ! ) 
their  uncles  should  follow  the  ex- 
ample their  grandfather  had  set, 
to  their  detriment. 

So  this  lady,  as  I suppose,  in- 
tended only  at  first  to  vex  and 
plague  me:  and,  finding  she  could 
do  it  to  the  purpose,  her  desire  of  re- 
venge insensibly  became  stronger 
in  her  than  the  desire  of  life:  and 
now  she  is  willing  to  die,  as  an 
event  which  she  thinks  will  cut 
iny  hear- strings  asunder.  And 
still,  the  more  to  be  revenged,  puts 
on  the  Christian,  and  forgives 
me. 

But  I’ll  have  none  of  her  for- 

fiveness ! My  own  heart  tells  me, 
do  not  deserve  it;  and  I cannot 
bear  it! — and  what  is  it  but  a 
mere  verbal  forgiveness,  as  osten- 
tatiously as  cruelly  given,  with  a 
view  to  magnify  herself,  and 
wound  me  deeper!  A little,  dear, 
specious  — but  let  me  stop  — lest 
I blaspheme! 

* # * 

Reading  over  the  above,  I am 
ashamed  of  my  ramblings:  but 
what  would’st  have  me  do?  Seest 
thou  not  that  I am  but  seeking  to 
run  out  of  myself,  in  hope  to  lose 
myself;  yet  that  I am  unable  to 
do  either? 

If  ever  thou  lovedst  but  half  so 


fervently  as  I love  — but  of  that 
thy  heavy  soul  is  not  capable. 

Send  me  word,  by  the  next,  I 
conjure  thee,  in  the  names  of  all 
her  kindred  saints  and  angels, 
that  she  is  living,  and  likely  to 
live!  — If  thou  sendest  ill  news, 
thou  wilt  be  answerable  for  the 
consequence,  whether  it  be  fatal 
to  the  messenger,  or  to  thy 

Lovelace. 

LETTER  CXII. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Wednesday,  eleven  o’clock. 

Dr.  H.  has  just  been  here.  He 
tarried  with  me  till  the  minister 
had  done  praying  by  the  lady; 
and  then  we  were  both  admitted. 
Mr.  Goddard,  who  came  while  the 
doctor  and  the  clergyman  were 
with  her,  went  away  with  them 
when  they  went.  They  took  a 
solemn  and  everlasting  leave  of 
her,  as  I have  no  scruple  to  say ; 
blessing  her,  and  being  blessed  by 
her;  and  wishing  (when  it  came 
to  be  their  lot)  for  an  exit,  as 
happy  as  hers  is  likely  to  be. 

Sne  had  again  earnestly  re- 
quested of  the  doctor  his  opinion 
how  long  it  was  now  probable  that 
she  could  continue:  and  he  told 
her,  that  he  apprehended  she 
would  hardly  see  to-morrow  night. 
She  said,  she  should  number  the 
hours  with  greater  pleasure,  than 
ever  she  numbered  any  in  her  life, 
on  the  most  joyful  occasion. 

How  unlike  poor  Belton’s  last 
hours,  hers ! See  the  infinite  dif- 
ference in  the  effects,  on  the  same 
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awful  and  affecting  occasion , be- 
tween a good  and  a bad  conscience ! 

This  moment  a man  is  come 
from  Miss  Howe  with  a letter. 
Perhaps  I shall  be  able  to  send 

you  the  contents. 

* * * 

She  endeavoured  several  times 
with  earnestness , but  in  vain , to 
read  the  letter  of  her  dear  friend. 
The  writing,  she  said,  was  too 
fine  for  her  grosser  sight,  and  the 
lines  staggered  under  her  eye.  And 
indeed  she  trembled  so,  she  could 
not  hold  the  paper:  and  at  last 
desired  Mrs.  Lovick  to  read  it  to 
her,  the  messenger  waiting  for  an 
answer. 

Thou  wilt  see,  in  Miss  Howe’s 
letter,  how  different  the  expres- 
sion of  the  same  impatience,  and 
assionate  love,  is,  when  dictated 
y the  gentler  mind  of  a woman, 
from  that  which  results  from  a 
mind  so  boisterous  and  knotty  as 
thine.  For  Mrs.  Lovick  will 
transcribe  it;  and  I shall  send  it 
— to  be  read  in  this  place,  if  thou 
wilt. 

MISS  HOWE  TO  MISS  CLARISSA  HAR- 
LOWE. 

Tuesday,  Sept.  5. 

O MV  DEAREST  FRIEND ! 

What  will  become  of  your  poor 
Anna  Howe ! 1 see  by  your  writ- 
ing, as  well  as  read  by  your  own 
account,  (which,  were  you  nqt 
very,  very  ill,  you  would  have 
touched  more  tenderly)  how  it  is 
with  you ! Why  have  I thus  long 
delayed  to  attend  you!  Could  1 
think,  that  the  comfortings  of  a 
faithful  friend  were  hs  nothing  to 


a gentle  mind  in  distress,  that  I 
could  be  prevailed  upon  to  for- 
bear visiting  you  so  much  as  once 
in  all  this  time ! I,  as  well  as  every 
body  else,  to  desert  and  abandon 
my  dear  creature  to  strangers! 
What  will  become  of  me,  if  you 
be  as  bad  as  my  apprehensions 
make  you! 

I will  set  out  this  moment,  little 
as  the  encouragement  is  that  you 
give  me  to  do  so ! My  mother  is 
willing  I should.  Why,  0 why, 
was  she  not  before  willing ! 

Yet  she  persuades  me  too  (lest  I 
should  be  fatally  affected  were  I 
to  find  my  fears  too  well  justified) 
to  wait  the  return  of  this  mes- 
senger, who  rides  our  swiftest 
horse.  — God  speed  him  with 
good  news  to  me  — else  — but, 
Oh!  my  dearest,  dearest  friend, 
what  else?  — One  line  from  your 
hand  by  him ! — Send  me  but  one 
line  to  bid  me  attend  you ! I will 
set  out  the  moment,  the  very  mo- 
ment, I receive  it.  I am  now 
actually  ready  to  do  so!  And  if 
you  love  me,  as  I love  you,  the 
sight  of  me  will  revive  you  to  my 
hopes!  — But  why,  why,  when  I 
can  think  this,  did  I not  go  up 
sooner? 

Blessed  Heaven!  deny  not  to 
my  prayers,  my  friend,  my  ad- 
monisher,  my  adviser,  at  a time 
so  critical  to  myself. 

But  methinks,  your  style  and 
sentiments  are  too  well  connected, 
too  full  of  life  and  vigour,  to  give 
cause  for  so  much  despair  as  the 
staggering  pen  seems  to  fore- 
bode. 

I am  sorry  I was  not  at  home,  [I 
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must  add  thus  much , though  the 
servant  is  ready  mounted  at  the 
door,]  when  Mr.  Belford’s  servant 
came  with  your  affecting  letter.  I 
was  at  Miss  Lloyd’s.  My  mamma 
sent  it  to  me;  and  I came  home 
that  instant.  But  he  was  gone. 
He  would  not  stay,  it  seems.  Yet 
I wanted  to  ask  him  a hundred 
thousand  questions.  But  why  de- 
lay I thus  my  messenger?  I have 
a multitude  of  things  to  say  to 
you  — to  advise  with  you  about ! 

— You  shall  direct  me  in  every 
thing.  I will  obey  the  holding  up 
of  your  finger.  But  if  you  leave  me 

— what  is  the  world,  or  any  thing 
in  it,  to  Your 

Anna  Howe. 

The  effect  this  letter  had  on 
the  lady,  who  is  so  near  the  end 
which  the  fair  writer  so  much  ap- 

Srehends  and  deplores,  obliged 
Irs.Lovick  to  make  many  breaks 
in  reading  it,  and  many  changes 
of  voice. 

This  is  a friend , said  the  divine 
lady,  (taking  the  letter  in  her 
hand,  and  kissing  it)  worth  wish- 
ing to  live  for.  — 0 my  dear 
Anna  Howe!  How  uninterrupted- 
ly sweet  and  noble  has  been  our 
friendship!  — But  we  shall  one 
day  meet  (and  this  hope  must 
comfort  us  both)  never  to  part 
again!  Then,  divested  of  the 
shades  of  body  , shall  we  be  all 
light  and  all  mind ! — Then  how 
unalloyed,  how  perfect,  will  be 
our  friendship!  Our  love  then 
will  have  one  and  the  same  ador- 
able object,  and  we  shall  enjoy  it 
and  each  other  to  all  eternity ! 


She  said,  her  dear  friend  was 
so  earnest  for  a line  or  two , that 
she  fain  would  write , if 'she  could : 
and  she  tried , but  to  no  purpose. 
She  could  dictate,  however,  she 
believed ; and  desired  Mrs.  Lovick 
would  take  pen  and  paper.  Which 
she  did,  and  then  she  dictated  to 
her.  I would  have  withdrawn; 
but  at  her  desire  staid. 

She  wandered  a good  deal , at 
first.  She  took  notice  that  she 
did.  And  when  she  got  into  a 
little  train , not  pleasing  herself, 
she  apologized  to  Mrs.  Lovick 
for  making  her  begin  again  and 
again;  ana  said,  that  the  third 
time  should  go,  let  it  be  as  it 
would. 

She  dictated  the  farewell  part, 
without  hesitation;  and  when  she 
came  to  the  blessing  and  sub- 
scription , she  took  the  pen , and 
dropping  on  her  knees,  supported 
by  Mrs.  Lovick , wrote  the  con- 
clusion; but  Mrs.  Lovick  was 
forced  to  guide  her  hand. 

You  will  find  the  sense  sur- 
prisingly entire,  her  weakness 
considered. 

I made  the  messenger  wait, 
while  I transcribed  it.  1 have  in 
the  letter  made  pauses , where  to 
the  best  of  my  remembrance , she 
paused.  In  nothing  that  relates 
to  this  admirable  lady,  can  I be 
too  minute. 

Wedn.  near  3 o’clock. 

MY  DEAREST  MISS  HOWE, 

You  must  not  be  surprised  — 
nor  grieved  — that  Mrs.  Lovick 
writes  for  me.  Although  I cannot 
obey  you,  and  write  with  my  pen , 
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yet  my  [heart  writes  by  hers  — ac- 
cept it  so  — it  is  the  nearest  to 
obedience  I can ! 

And  now  what  ought  I to  say? 
What  can  I say?  — But  why 
should  you  not  know  the  truth? 
Since  soon  you  must  — very 
soon. 

Know  then , and  let  your  tears 
be  those , if  of  pity , of  joyful  pity ! 
for  I permit  you  to  shed  a few , to 
embalm,  as  I may  say,  a fallen 
blossom  — know  then,  that  the 
good  doctor,  and  the  pious  clergy- 
man , and  the  worthy  apothecary, 
have  just  now  — with  joint  bene- 
dictions — taken  their  last  leave 
of  me:  and  the  former  bids  me 
hope  — do,  my  dearest,  let  me 
say , hope  — hope  for  my  enlarge- 
ment before  to-morrow  sun-set. 

Adieu,  therefore,  my  dearest 
friend!  — • Be  this  your  consola- 
tion, as  it  is  mine,  that  in  God’s 
good  time  we  shall  meet  in  a 
blessed  eternity,  never  more  to 
part! — Once  more,  then,  adieu 
— and  be  happy!  — Which  a 
generous  nature  cannot  be,  un- 
less — to  its  power  — it  makes 
others  so  too. 

God  for  ever  bless  you ! prays, 
dropt  on  my  bended  knees,  al- 
though supported  upon  them, 
Your  obliged,  grateful, 
affectionate, 

Cl.  Harlowe. 

When  I had  transcribed  and 
sealed  this  letter,  by  her  direc- 
tion, I gave  it  to  the  messenger 
myself  who  told  me  that  Miss 
Howe  waited  for  nothing  but  his 
return,  to  set  out  for  London. 

Clarissa.  IV. 


Thv  servant  is  just  come;  so  I 
will  close  here.  Thou  art  a merci- 
less master.  The  two  fellows  are 
battered  to  death  by  thee,  to  use 
a female  word;  and  all  female 
words , though  we  are  not  sure  of 
their  derivation,  have  very, signi- 
ficant meanings.  I believe,  in 
their  hearts , they  wish  the  angel 
in  the  heaven  that  is  ready  to  re- 
ceive her,  and  thee  at  thy  proper 
place,  that  there  might  be  an  end 
of  their  flurries;  another  word  of 
the  same  gender. 

What  a letter  hast  thou  sent 
me!  — Poor  Lovelace!  — is  all 
the  answer  I will  return. 

Five  o'clock .]  Col.  Morden  is 
, this  moment  arrived. 

LETTER  CXIII. 

Mr.  Belford.  In  Continuation. 

Eight  in  the  Evening. 

I had  but  just  time,  in  my 
former,  to  tell  you,  that  Col. 
Morden  was  arrived.  He  was  on 
horseback,  attended  by  two  ser- 
vants, and  alighted  at  the  door, 
just  as  the  clock  struck  five.  Mrs. 
Smith  was  then  below  in  the  back 
shop  , weeping,  her  husband  with 
her,  who  was  as  much  affected  as 
she ; Mrs.  Lovick  having  left  them 
a little  before,  in  tears  likewise; 
for  they  had  been  bemoaning  one 
another;  joining  in  opinion  that 
the  admirable  lady  would  not  live 
the  night  over.  She  had  told 
them,  it  was  her  opinion  too, 
from  some  numbnesses  which  she 
called  the  forerunners  of  death, 
and  from  an  increased  inclination 
to  doze. 
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The  colonel,  as  Mrs.  Smith 
told  me  afterwards,  asked  with 
great  impatience , the  moment  he 
alighted,  How  MissHarlowe  was? 
She  answered,  Alive;  but,  she 
feared,  drawing  on  apace.  Good 
God!  said  he,  with  his  hands  and 
eyes  lifted  up.  Can  I see  her? 
My  name  is  Morden.  I have  the 
honour  to  be  nearly  related  to 
her.  Step  up , pray ; and  let  her 
know  [she  is  sensible , 1 hope]  that 
I am  here.  Who  is  with  her? 

Nobody  but  her  nurse,  and  Mrs. 
Lovick,  a widow  gentlewoman, 
who  is  as  careful  of  her,  as  if  she 
were  her  mother. 

And  more  careful  too,  inter- 
rupted he , or  she  is  not  careful  at 
all 

Except  a gentleman  be  with 
her,  one  Mr.  Belford,  continued 
Mrs.  Smith,  who  has  been  the  best 
friend  she  has  had. 

If  Mr.  Belford  be  with  her, 
Burely  I may  — but  pray  step  up, 
and  let  Mr.  Belford  know,  that  I 
shall  take  it  for  a favour  to  speak 
with  him  first. 

Mrs.  Smith  came  up  to  me  in 
my  new  apartment.  I had  but 
just  dispatched  your  servant,  and 
was  asking  her  nurse,  if  I might 
again  be  admitted?  Who  an- 
swered, that  she  was  dozing  in 
the  elbow-chair,  having  refused 
to  lie  down,  saying,  she  should 
soon,  she  hoped,  lie  down  for 
good. 

The  colonel,  who  is  really  a 
fine  gentleman , received  me  with 
great  politeness.  After  the  first 
compliments , My  cousin , sir,  said 
he , is  more  obliged  to  you  than  to 


any  of  her  own  family.  For  my 
part,  I have  been  endeavouring 
to  move  so  many  rocks  in  her 
favour;  and,  little  thinking  the 
dear  creature  so  very  bad,  have 
neglected  to  attend  her,  as  I 
ought  to  have  done  the  moment  I 
arrived;  and  would,  had  I known 
how  ill  she  was , and  what  a task  I 
should  have  had  with  the  family. 
But,  sir,  your  friend  has  been 
excessively  to  blame;  and  you, 
being  so  intimately  his  friend,  has 
made  her  fare  the  worse  for  your 
civilities  to  her.  But  are  there 
no  hopes  of  her  recovery  ? 

The  doctors  have  left  her  with 
the  melancholy  declaration,  that 
there  are  none. 

Has  she  had  good  attendance, 
sir?  A skilful  physician?  I hear 
these  good  folks  have  been  very 
civil  and  obliging  to  her. 

Who  could  be  otherwise?  said 
Mrs.  Smith,  weeping:  she  is  the 
sweetest  lady  in  the  world ! 

The  character,  said  the  colonel, 
lifting  up  his  eyes  and  one  hand, 
that  she  has  from  every  living 
creature!  — Good  God!  How 
could  your  accursed  friend  — 

And  how  could  her  cruel 
parents?  interrupted  I — We 
may  as  easily  account  for  him , as 
for  them. 

Too  true!  returned  he,  the 
vileness  of  the  profligates  of  our 
sex  considered,  whenever  they 
can  get  any  of  the  other  into  their 
power. 

I satisfied  him  about  the  care 
that  had  been  taken  of  her,  and 
told  him  of  the  friendly  and  even 
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paternal  attendance  she  had  had 
from  Dr.  H.  and  Mr.  Goddard. 

He  was  impatient  to  attend  her, 
having  not  seen  her,  as  he  said, 
since  she  was  twelve  years  old; 
and  that  then  she  gave  promises 
of  being  one  of  the  finest  women 
in  England. 

She  was  so , replied  I , a very 
few  months  ago:  and,  though 
emaciated , she  will  appear  to  you 
to  have  confirmed  those  promises : 
for  her  features  are  so  regular 
and  exact,  her  proportion  so  fine, 
and  her  manner  so  inimitably 
graceful , that  were  she  only  skin 
and  bone,  she  must  be  a beauty. 

Mrs.  Smith,  at  his  request,  stept 
up , and  brought  us  down  word, 
that  Mrs.  Lovick  and  her  nurse 
were  with  her;  and  that  she  was 
in  so  sound  a sleep , leaning  upon 
the  former  in  her  elbow-chair, 
that  she  neither  heard  her  enter 
the  room,  nor  go  out.  The  colonel 
begged,  if  not  improper,  that  he 
might  see  her,  though  sleeping. 
He  said,  That  his  impatience 
would  not  let  him  stay  till  she 
awaked.  Yet  he  would  not  have 
her  disturbed:  and  should  be  glad 
to  contemplate  her  sweet  features, 
when  she  saw  him  not;  and  asked, 
If  she  thought  he  could  not  go  in, 
and  come  out,  without  disturbing 
her? 

She  believed  he  might,  she  an- 
swered; for  her  chair’s  back  was 
towards  the  door. 

He  said , he  would  take  care  to 
withdraw,  if  she  awoke,  that  his 
sudden  appearance  might  not  sur- 
prise her. 

Mrs.  Smith,  stepping  up  before 


us , bid  Mrs.  Lovick  and  nurse  not 
to  stir,  when  we  entered : and  then 
we  went  up  softly  together. 

We  beheld  the  lady,  in  a 
charming  attitude.  Dressed,  as 
I told  you  before,  in  her  virgin* 
white,  she  was  sitting  in  her 
elbow-chair,  Mrs.  Lovick  close  by 
her  in  another  chair,  with  her  left 
arm  round  her  neck,  supporting 
it,  as  it  were;  for,  it  seems,  the 
lady  had  bid  her  do  so,  saying, 
She  had  been  a mother  to  her, 
and  she  would  delight  herself  in 
thinking  she  was  in  her  mamma’s 
arms;  for  she  found  herself 
drowsy;  perhaps,  she  said,  for 
the  last  time  she  should  ever 
be  so. 

One  faded  cheek  rested  upon 
the  good  woman’s  bosom,  the 
kindly  warmth  of  which  had  over- 
spread it  with  a faint,  but  charm- 
ing flush;  the  other  paler,  and 
hollow,  as  if  already  iced  over  by 
death.  Her  hands  white  as  the 
lily,  with  her  meandering  veins 
more  transparently  blue  than 
ever  I had  seen  even  hers , (veins 
so  soon,  alas!  to  be  choaked 
up  by  the  congealment  of  that 
purple  stream , which  already  so 
languidly  creeps , rather  than 
flows  through  them!)  her  hands 
hanging  lifelessly,  one  before  her, 
the  other  grasped  by  the  right 
hand  of  the  kind  widow,  whose 
tears  bedewed  the  sweet  face 
which  her  motherly  bosom  sup- 
ported , though  unfelt  by  the  fair 
sleeper;  and  either  insensibly  to 
the  good  women,  or  what  she 
would  not  disturb  her  to  wipe  off, 
or  to  change  her  posture:  her 
19* 
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aspect  was  sweetly  calm  and  I 
serene:  and  though  she  started1: 
now -and- then  , yet  her  sleep' 
seemed  easy;  her  breath  indeed 
short  and  quick;  but  tolerably 
free , and  not  like  that  of  a dying 
person. 

In  this  heart-moving  attitude 
she  appeared  to  us  when  we  ap- 
roached  her,  and  came  to  have 
er  lovely  face  before  us. 

The  colonel,  sighing  often, 
gazed  upon  her  with  his  arms 
folded,  and  with  the  most  pro- 
found and  affectionate  attention ; 
till  at  last,  on  her  starting,  and 
fetching  her  breath  with  greater 
difficulty  than  before,  he  retired 
to  a screen,  that  was  drawn  before 
her  house , as  she  calls  it,  which,  as 
I have  heretofore  observed,  stands 
under  one  of  the  windows.  This 
screen  was  placed  there,  at  the 
time  she  found  herself  obliged  to 
take  to  her  chamber;  and,  in  the 
depth  of  our  concern,  and  the 
fulness  of  other  discourse  at  our 
first  interview,  I had  forgotten  to 
apprise  the  colonel  of  what  he 
would  probably  see. 

Retiring  thither,  he  drew  out  his 
handkerchief,  and,  overwhelmed 
with  grief,  seemed  unable  to  speak : 
but,  on  casting  his  eye  behind  the 
screen,  he  soon  broke  silence;  for, 
struck  with  the  shape  of  the  coffin, 
he  lifted  up  a purplish-coloured 
cloth  that  was  spread  over  it,  and, 
starting  back,  Good  God ! said  he, 
what’s  nere! 

Mrs.  Smith  standing  next  him, 
Why,  said  he,  with  great  emotion, 
is  my  cousin  suffered  to  indulge 


I her  sad  reflections  with  such  an 
j object  before  her? 

Alas!  sir,  replied  the  good 
woman,  who  should  controulher? 
We  are  all  strangers  about  her,  in 
a manner:  and  yet  we  have  ex- 
postulated with  her  upon  this  sad 
occasion. 

I ought,  said  I (stepping  softly 
up  to  him,  the  lady  again  falling 
into  a doze)  to  have  apprised  you 
of  this.  I was  here  when  it  was 
brought  in,  and  never  was  so 
shocked  in  my  life.  But  she  had 
none  of  her  friends  about  her,  and 
no  reason  to  hope  for  any  of  them 
to  come  near  her;  and,  assured 
she  should  not  recover,  she  was 
resolved  to  leave  as  little  as  pos- 
sible, especially  as  to  what  related 
to  her  person,  to  her  executor. 
But  it  is  not  a shocking  object 
to  her,  though  it  be  to  every  body 
else. 

Curse  upon  the  hard-hearted- 
ness of  those,  said  he,  who  occa- 
sioned her  to  make  so  sad  a provi- 
sion for  herself!  What  must  her 
reflections  have  been,  all  the  time 
she  was  thinking  of  it,  and  giving 
orders  about  it?  And  what  must 
they  be,  every  time  she  turns  her 
head  towards  it?  These  uncom- 
mon geniuses  — but  indeed  she 
should  have  been  controuled  in  it 
had  I been  here. 

The  lady  fetched  a profound 
sigh,  and,  starting,  it  broke  off  our 
talk;  and  the  colonel  then  with- 
drew farther  behind  the  screen, 
that  his  sudden  appearance  might 
not  surprise  her. 

Where  am  I?  said  she.  How 
drowsy  I am!  How  long  have  I 
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dozed?  Don’t  go,  sir  (for  I was 
retiring).  1 am  very  stupid,  and 
shall  be  more  and  more  so,  I sup- 
pose. 

She  then  offered  to  raise  herself; 
but  being  ready  to  faint  through 
weakness,  was  forced  to  sit  down 
again , reclining  her  head  on  her 
chair  back;  and,  after  a few  mo- 
ments, I believe  now,  my  good 
friends,  said  she,  all  your  kind 
trouble  will  soon  be  over.  I have 
slept , but  am  not  refreshed , and 
my  fingers’  end  seem  numbed  — 
have  no  feeling!  (holding  them 
up)  — ’tis  time  to  send  the  letter 
to  my  good  Norton. 

Shall  I,  madam,  send  my  servant 
post  with  it? 

0 no,  sir,  I thank  you.  It  will 
reach  the  dear  woman  too  soon 
(as  she  will  think)  by  the  post. 

1 told  her,  this  was  not  post 
day. 

Is  it  Wednesday  still,  said  she? 
Bless  me!  I know  not  how  the  time 
goes:  but  very  tediously, ’tis  plain. 
And  now  I think  I must  soon  take 
to  my  bed.  All  will  be  most  con- 
veniently, and  with  least  trouble, 
over  there  — will  it  not,  Mrs. 
Lovick?  — I think,  sir,  turning  to 
me,  I have  left  nothing  to  these 
last  incapacitating  hours.  Nothing 
either  to  say,  or  to  do.  I bless  Goo, 
I have  not.  If  I had,  how  unhappy 
should  I be?  Can  you,  sir,  remind 
me  of  any  thing  necessary  to  be 
done  or  said  to  make  your  office 
easy? 

If,  madam,  your  cousin  Morden 
should  come , you  would  be  glad 
to  see  him,  I presume? 

I am  too  weak  to  wish  to  see  my 


: cousin  now.  It  would  but  dis- 
; compose  me,  and  him  too.  Yet,  if 
he  come  while  I can  see,  I trill  see 
him,  were  it  but  to  thank  him  for 
former  favours,  and  for  his  present 
kind  intentions  to  me.  Has  any 
body  been  here  from  him? 

lie  has  called,  and  will  be  here, 
madam,  in  half  an  hour;  but  he 
feared  to  surprise  you. 

Nothing  can  surprise  me  now, 
except  my  mamma  were  to  favour 
me  with  her  last  blessing  in  person. 
That  would  be  a welcome  surprise 
to  me  even  yet.  But  did  my 
cousin  come  purposely  to  town  to 
see  me  ? 

Yes,  madam.  I took  the  liberty 
to  let  him  know,  by  a line  last 
Monday,  how  ill  you  were. 

You  are  very  kind,  sir.  I am, 
and  have  been  greatly  obliged  to 
you.  But  I think  I shall  be  pained 
to  see  him  now,  because  he  will  be 
concerned  to  see  me.  And  yet,  as 
I am  not  so  ill  as  I shall  presently 
be  — the  sooner  he  comes,  the 
better.  But  if  he  come,  what  shall 
1 do  about  the  screen?  He  will 
chide  me,  very  probably,  and  I 
cannot  bear  chiding  now.  Perhaps 
(leaning  upon  Mrs.  Lovick  and 
Mrs.  Smith]  I can  walk  into  the 
next  apartment  to  receive  him. 

She  motioned  to  rise ; but  was 
ready  to  faint  again,  and  forced 
to  sit  still. 

The  colonel  was  in  a perfect 
agitation  behind  the  screen,  to 
hear  this  discourse ; and  twice, 
unseen  by  his  cousin,  was  coming 
from  it  towardsher ; but  retreated, 
for  fear  of  surprising  her  too 
much. 
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I stept  to  him,  and  favoured  his 
retreat;  she  only  saying,  Are  you 
going,  Mr.  Belford?  Are  you  sent 
for  down?  Is  my  cousin  come? 
For  she  heard  somebody  step 
softly  cross  the  room,  and  thought 
it  to  be  me;  her  hearing  being 
more  perfect  than  her  sight. 

I told  her,  I believed  he  was; 
and  she  said,  We  must  make  the 
best  of  it,  Mrs.  Lovick,  and  Mrs. 
Smith.  I shall  otherwise  most 
grievously  shock  my  poor  cousin ; 
for  he  loved  me  dearly  once.  Pray 
give  me  a few  of  the  doctor’s  last 
drops  in  water,  to  keep  up  my 
spirits  for  this  one  interview ; and 
that  is  all,  I believe,  that  can  con- 
cern me  now. 

The  colonel  (who  heard  all  this) 
sent  in  his  name;  and  I,  pretending 
to  go  down  to  him,  introduced  the 
afflicted  gentleman ; she  having 
first  ordered  the  screen  to  be  put 
as  close  to  the  window  as  possible, 
that  he  might  not  see  what  was 
behind  it;  while  he,  having  heard 
what  she  had  said  about  it,  was 
determined  to  take  no  notice  of  it. 

He  folded  the  angel  in  his  arms 
as  she  sat,  dropping  down  on  one 
knee;  for,  supporting  herself 
upon  the  two  elbows  of  the  chair, 
she  attempted  to  rise , but  could 
not.  Excuse,  my  dear  cousin, 
said  she,  excuse  me,  that  I cannot 
stand  up  — I did  not  expect  this 
favour  now.  But  I am  glad  of 
this  opportunity  to  thank  you  for 
all  your  generous  goodness  to  me. 

I never,  my  best  beloved  and 
dearest  cousin,  said  he  (with  eyes 
running  over)  shall  forgive  my- 
self, that  I aid  not  attend  you 


sooner.  Little  did  I think  you 
were  so  ill ; nor  do  any  of  your 
friends  believe  it.  If  they  did  — 
If  they  did , repeated  she , inter- 
rupting him,  I should  have  had 
more  compassion  from  them.  I 
am  sure  I should.  But  pray , sir, 
how  did  you  leave  them?  Are 
you  reconciled  to  them?  If  you 
are  not,  lbeg,  if  you  love  your 
poor  Clarissa,  that  you  will:  for 
every  widened  difference  aug- 
ments but  my  fault : since  that  is 
the  foundation  of  all. 

I had  been  expecting  to  hear 
from  them  in  your  favour,  my  dear 
cousin,  said  he,  for  some  hours, 
when  this  gentleman’s  letter  ar- 
rived, which  hastened  me  up ; but 
I have  the  account  of  your  grand- 
father’s estate  to  make  up  with 
you,  and  have  bills  and' drafts 
upon  their  banker  for  the  sums 
due  to  you;  which  they  desire  you 
may  receive , lest  you  should  have 
occasion  for  money.  And  this  is 
such  an  earnest  of  an  approaching 
reconciliation,  that  I dare  to  an- 
swer for  all  the  rest  being  accord- 
ing to  your  wishes,  if  — 

Ah!  sir,  interrupted  she,  with 
frequent  breaks  and  pauses,  I 
wish,  I wish,  this  does  not  rather 
shew,  that  were  I to  live,  they 
would  have  nothing  more  to  say 
to  me.  I never  had  any  pride  in 
being  independent  of  them:  all 
my  actions,  when  I might  have 
made  myself  more  independent, 
shew  this  — but  what  avail  these 
reflections  now?  — I only  beg, 
sir,  that  you,  and  this  gentleman 
— to  whom  I am  exceedingly  ob- 
liged — will  adjust  those  matters 
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— according  to  the  will  I have 
written.  Mr.  Belford  will  excuse 
me ; but  it  was  in  truth  more  ne- 
cessity than  choice,  that  made  me 
think  of  giving  him  the  trouble  he 
so  kindly  accepts.  Had  I had  the 
happiness  to  see  you,  my  cousin 

— sooner  — or  to  know  that  you 
still  honoured  me  with  your  re- 
gard — I should  not  have  had  the 
assurance  to  ask  this  favour  of 
him.  — But  — though  the  friend 
of  Mr.  Lovelace , he  is  a man  of 
honour,  and  he  will  make  peace 
rather  than  break  it.  And,  my 
dear  cousin,  let  me  beg  of  you  — 
to  contribute  your  part  to  it  — 
and  remember , that , while  I have 
nearer  relations  than  my  cousin 
Morden,  dear  as  you  are , and  al- 
ways were  to  me,  you  have  no  title 
to  avenge  my  wrongs  upon  him 
who  thas  been  the  occasion  of 
them.  But  I wrote  to  you  my 
mind  on  this  subject,  and  my 
reasons;  and  I hope  I need  not 
futher  urge  them. 

I must  do  Mr.  Lovelace  so  much 
justice,  answered  he,  wiping  his 
eyes , as  to  witness , how  sincerely 
he  repents  him  of  his  ungrateful 
baseness  to  you,  and  how  ready 
he  is  to  make  you  all  the  amends 
in  his  power.  He  owns  his  wicked- 
ness, and  your  merit.  If  he  did 
not,  I could  not  pass  it  over; 
though  you  have  nearer  relations : 
for,  my  dear  cousin,  did  not  your 
grandfather  leave  me  in  trust  for 
you?  And  should  I think  myself 
concerned  for  your  fortune , and 
not  for  your  honour?  But  since 
« he  is  so  desirous  to  do  you  justice, 
I have  the  less  to  say;  and  you 
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may  make  yourself  entirely  easy 
on  that  account. 

I thank  you,  thank  you,  sir, 
said  she:  all  is  now  as  1 wished: 
but  I am  very  faint,  very  weak.  I 
am  sorry  I cannot  hold  up ; that 
I cannot  better  deserve  the  honour 
of  this  visit:  but  it  will  not  be  — 
and  sajing  this , she  sunk  back  in 
her  chair,  and  was  silent. 

Hereupon  we  both  withdrew, 
leaving  word,  that  we  would  be  at 
the  Bedford  Head,  if  any  thing 
extraordinary  happened. 

We  bespoke  a little  repast, 
having  neither  of  us  dined;  and, 
while  it  was  getting  ready,  you 
may  guess  at  the  subject  of  our 
discourse.  Both  joined  in  lamen- 
tation for  the  lady’s  desperate 
state:  admired  her  manifold  ex- 
cellencies: severely  condemned 
you,  and  her  friends.  Yet  to 
bring  him  into  better  opinion  of 
you,  I read  to  him  some  passages 
from  your  last  letters,  which 
shewed  your  concern  for  the 
wrongs  you  had  done  her,  and 
your  deep  remorse:  and  he  said, 
It  was  a dreadful  thing  to  labour 
under  the  sense  of  a guilt  so  irre- 
mediable. 

We  procured  Mr.  Goddard  (Dr. 
H.  not  being  at  home)  once  more 
to  visit  her,  and  call  upon  us  in 
his  return.  He  was  so  good  as  to 
do  so ; but  he  tarried  with  her  not 
five  minutes;  and  told  us,  That 
she  was  drawing  on  apace;  that 
he  feared  she  would  not  live  till 
morning;  and  that  she  wished  to 
see  Colonel  Morden  directly. 

The  colonel  made  excuses  where 
none  were  needed;  and  though 
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our  little  refection  was  just  brought 
in,  he  went  away  immediately. 

I could  not  touch  a morsel;  and 
took  pen  and  ink  to  amuse  myself, 
and  oblige  you ; knowing  how  im- 
patient you  would  be  for  a few 
lines:  for,  from  what  I have  re- 
cited, you  will  see  it  was  impos- 
sible I could  withdraw  to  write, 
when  your  servant  came  at  half 
an  hour  after  five , or  have  an  op- 
portunity for  it  till  now ; and  this 
is  accidental:  and  yet  your  poor 
fellow  was  afraid  to  go  away  with 
the  verbal  message  I sent;  im- 
porting, as  no  doubt  he  told  you, 
that  the  colonel  was  with  us , the 
lady  excessively  ill,  and  that  I 
could  not  stir  to  write  a line. 

Ten  o’clock. 

The  colonel  sent  to  me  after- 
wards , to  tell  me , that  the  lady 
having  been  in  convulsions,  he 
was  so  much  disordered,  that  he 
could  not  possibly  attend  me. 

I have  sent  every  half  hour  to 
know  how  she  does : and  just  now 
I have  the  pleasure  to  hear,  that 
her  convulsions  have  left  her  and 
that  she  is  gone  to  rest  in  a much 
quieter  way  than  could  be  ex- 
pected. 

Her  poor  cousin  is  very  much 
indisposed ; yet  will  not  stir  out  of 
the  house  while  she  is  in  such  a 
way ; but  intends  to  lie  down  on  a 
couch,  having  refused  any  other 
accommodation. 


LETTER  CXIV. 

Mr.  Belford.  In  Continuation. 

Soho,  six  o'clock,  Sept.  7. 

The  lady  is  still  alive.  The 
colonel  having  j ust  sent  his  servant 
to  let  me  know  that  she  inquired 
after  me  about  an  hour  ago.  — I 
am  dressing  to  attend  her.  Joel 
begs  of  me  to  dispatch  him  back, 
though  but  with  one  line  to  gratify 
your  present  impatience.  He  ex- 
pects, he  says,  to  find  you  at 
Knightsbridge,  let  him  make  what 
haste  he  can  back ; and  if  he  has 
not  a line  or  two  to  pacify  you , he 
is  afraid  you  will  pistol  him;  for 
he  apprehends  that  you  are  hardly 
yourself.  I therefore  dispatch  this ; 
and  will  have  another  ready  as 
soon  as  I can,  with  particulars. 
But  you  must  have  a little  pa- 
tience; for  how  can  I withdraw 
every  half  hour  to  write , if  I am 
admitted  to  the  lady’s  presence, 
or  if  I am  with  the  colonel. 

Smith’a,  eight  in  the  morning. 

The  lady  is  in  a slumber.  Mrs. 
Lovick,  who  sat  up  with  her,  says, 
she  had  a better  night  than  was 
expected:  for  although  she  slept 
little,  she  seemed  easy;  and  the 
easier  for  the  pious  frame  she  was 
in ; all  her  waking  moments  being 
taken  up  in  devotion,  or  in  an 
ejaculatory  silence;  her  hands  and 
eyes  often  lifted  up , and  her  lips 
moving  with  a fervor  worthy  of 
these  her  last  hours. 

Ten  o’clock. 

The  colonel  being  earnest  to  » 
see  his  cousin  as  soon  as  she  awoke, 
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we  were  both  admitted.  We  ob- 
served in  her,  as  soon  as  we  en- 
tered, strong  symptoms  of  her 
approaching  dissolution,  notwith- 
standing what  the  women  had 
flattered  us  with  from  her  last 
night’s  tranquillity.  The  colonel 
and  I,  each  loth  to  say  what  we 
thought,  looked  upon  one  another 
with  melancholy  countenances. 

The  colonel  told  her,  He  should 
send  a servant  to  her  uncle  An- 
tony’s for  some  papers  he  had  left 
there;  and  asked,  If  she  had  any 
commands  that  way? 

She  thought  not,  she  said,  speak- 
ing more  inwardly  than  she  did 
the  day  before.  She  had  indeed 
a letter  ready  to  be  sent  to  her 
good  Norton;  and  there  was  a re- 
quest intimated  in  it:  but  it  was 
time  enough,  if  the  request  were 
signified  to  those  whom  it  con- 
cerned when  all  was  over.  How- 
ever, it  might  be  sent  then  by 
the  servant  who  was  going  that 
way.  And  she  caused  it  to  be  given  j 
to  the  colonel  for  that  purpose. 

Her  breath  being  very  short, 
she  desired  another  pillow.  Having 
two  before,  this  made  her  in  a 
manner  sit  up  in  her  bed ; and  she 
spoke  then  with  more  distinct- 
ness; and,  seeing  us  greatly  con- 
cerned, forgot  her  own  sufferings 
to  comfort  us;  and  a charming 
lecture  she  gave  us,  though  a brief 
one,  upon  the  h appiness  of  a timely 
preparation,  ana  upon  the  hazards 
of  a late  repentance,  when  the | 
mind,  as  she  observed,  was  so 
much  weakened,  as  well  as  the 
body,  as  to  render  a poor  soul! 


hardly  able  to  contend  with  its 
natural  infirmities. 

I beseech  ye,  my  good  friends, 
proceeded  she,  mourn  not  for  one 
who  mourns  not,  nor  has  cause  to 
mourn,  for  herself.  On  the  con- 
trary, rejoice  with  me,  that  all  my 
worldly  troubles  are  so  near  their 
end.  Believe  me,  sirs,  that  I 
would  not,  if  I might,  choose  to 
live,  although  the  pleasantest  part 
of  my  life  were  to  come  over  again: 
and  yet  eighteen  years  of  it , out  of 
nineteen , have  been  very  pleasant. 
To  be  so  much  exposed  to  tempta- 
tion, and  to  be  so  liable  to  fail  in 
the  trial,  who  would  not  rejoice, 
that  all  her  dangers  are  over!  — 
All  I wished  was  pardon  and  bless- 
ing from  my  dear  parents.  Easy 
as  my  departure  seems  to  promise 
to  be,  it  would  have  been  still 
easier,  had  I had  that  pleasure. 
But  God  Almighty  would  not  let 

ME  DEPEND  FOR  COMFORT  UPON  ANY 
BUT  HIMSELF. 

She  then  repeated  her  request, 

I in  the  most  earnest  manner,  to  her 
cousin,  that  he  would  not  heighten 
her  fault,  by  seeking  to  avenge 
her  death;  to  me,  that  I would  en- 
deavour to  make  up  all  breaches, 
and  use  the  power  I had  with  my 
friend,  to  prevent  all  future  mis- 
chiefs from  him,  as  well  as  that 
which  this  trust  might  give  me , to 
prevent  any  to  him. 

She  made  some  excuses  to  her 
cousin , for  having  not  been  able  to 
alter  her  will,  to  join  him  in  the 
| executorship  with  me;  and  to  me 
for  the  trouble  she  had  given , and 
yet  should  give  me. 

She  had  fatigued  herself  so 
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much  (growing  sensibly  weaker) 
that  she  sunk  her  head  upon  her 
pillows,  ready  to  faint;  and  we 
withdrew  to  the  window , looking 
upon  one  another,  but  could  not 
tell  what  to  say;  and  yet  both 
seemed  inclinable  to  speak:  but 
the  motion  passed  over  in  silence. 
Our  eyes  only  spoke;  and  that  in 
a manner  neither’s  were  used  to; 
mine , at  least , not  till  I knew  this 
admirable  creature. 

The  colonel  withdrew  to  dis- 
miss his  messenger,  and  send 
away  the  letter  to  Mrs.  Norton.  I 
took  the  opportunity  to  retire 
likewise;  and  to  write  thus  far. 
And  Joel  returning  to  take  it,  I 
now  close  here. 

Eleven  o'clock. 

LETTER  CXY. 

Mr.  Belford.  In  Continuation. 

The  colonel  tells  me,  That  he 
has  written  to  Mr.  John  Harlowe 
by  his  servant,  “That  they  might 
spare  themselves  the  trouble  of 
debating  about  a reconciliation; 
for  that  his  dear  cousin  would  pro- 
bably be  no  more,  before  they 
could  resolve.” 

He  asked  me  after  his  cousin’s 
means  of  subsisting ; and  whether 
she  had  accepted  of  any  favour 
from  me:  He  was  sure,  he  said, 
she  would  not  from  you. 

I acquainted  him  of  the  truth  of 
her  parting  with  some  of  her  ap- 
parel. 

This  wrung  his  heart;  and  bit- 
terly did  he  exclaim  as  well  against 
you,  as  against  her  implacable 
relations. 


He  wished  he  had  not  come  to 
England  at  all,  or  had  come 
sooner;  and  hoped  I would  ap- 
prise him  of  the  whole  mournful 
story,  at  a proper  season.  He 
added,  that  he  had  thoughts  when 
he  came  over,  of  fixing  here  for 
the  remainder  of  his  days:  but 
now  as  it  was  impossible  his  cousin 
could  recover,  he  would  go  abroad 
again,  and  resettle  himself  at 
Florence  or  Leghorn. 

* * * 

The  lady  has  been  giving  orders, 
with  great  presence  of  mind,  about 
her  body;  directing  her  nurse, 
and  the  maid  of  the  house,  to  put 
her  into  her  coffin  as  soon  as  she 
is  cold.  Mr.  Belford,  she  said, 
would  know  the  rest  by  her  will. 

* * # 

She  has  just  now  given  from  her 
bosom , where  she  always  wore  it, 
a miniature  picture  set  in  gold  of 
Miss  Howe:  she  gave  it  to  Mrs. 
Lovick,  desiring  her  to  fold  it  up 
in  white  paper,  and  direct  it,  To 
Charles  Hickman , Esq.  and  to  give 
it  to  me,  when  she  was  departed, 
for  that  gentleman. 

She  looked  upon  the  picture, 
before  she  gave  it  her — Sweet  and 
ever  amiable  friend — companion — 
sister  — lover ! said  she  — and 
kissed  it  four  several  times , once 
at  each  tender  appellation. 

* * * 

Your  other  servant  is  come.  — 
Well  may  you  be  impatient!  — 
Well  may  you!  — But  do  you 
think  I can  leave  off  in  the  middle 
of  a conversation , to  run  and  set 
down  what  offers,  and  send  it 
away  piece-meal  as  I write?  — If 


Digitized  by  Google 


CLARISSA  HARLOWE. 


299 


I could , must  I not  lose  one  half, 
while  I put  down  the  other? 

This  event  is  nearly  as  inter- 
esting to  me  as  it  is  to  yon.  If  you 
are  more  grieved  thau  1,  there  can 
be  but  one  reason  for  it-,  and  that’s 
at  your  heart!  — I had  rather  lose 
all  the  friends  I have  in  the  world 
(yourself  in  the  number)  than  this 
divine  lady;  and  shall  be  unhappy 
whenever  I think  of  her  sufferings, 
and  of  her  merit;  though  I have 
nothing  to  reproach  myself  by 
reason  of  the  former. 

I say  not  this,  just  now,  so  much 
to  reflect  upon  you , as  to  express 
my  own  grief;  though  your  con- 
science, I suppose,  will  make  you 
think  otherwise. 

Your  poor  fellow,  who  says, 
that  be  begs  for  his  life  in  desiring 
to  be  dispatched  back  with  a let- 
ter, tears  this  from  me — else  per- 
haps (for  I am  just  sent  for  down) 
a quarter  of  an  hour  would  make 
you  — not  easy  indeed  — but  cer- 
tain — and  that,  in  a state  like 
yours,  to  a mind  like  yours,  is  a 
relief. 

Thursday  afternoon,  4 o’clock. 

LETTER  CXVI. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Richard  Mowbray,  Esq. 

Thursday  afternoon. 

DEAB  MOWBRAY, 

I am  glad  to  hear  you  are  in 
town.  Throw  yourself  the  moment 
this  comes  to  your  hand  (if  possible 
with  Tourville)  in  the  way  of  the 
man  who  least  of  all  men  deserves 
the  love  of  the  worthy  heart;  but 
most  that  of  thine  and  Tourville: 
else , the  news  I shall  most  pro- 


bably send  him  within  an  hour  or 
two,  will  make  annihilation  the 
greatest  blessing  he  has  to  wish 
for. 

You  will  find  him  between  Pic- 
cadilly and  Kensington,  most  pro- 
bably on  horseback , riding  back- 
wards and  forwards  in  a crazy 
way;  or  put  up , perhaps,  at  some 
inn  or  tavern  in  the  way ; a waiter 
possibly , if  so , watching  for  his 
servant’s  return  to  him  from  me. 

* * * 

His  man  Will  is  just  come  to  me. 
He  will  carry  this  to  you  in  his 
way  back , and  be  your  director. 
Hie  away  in  a coach , or  any  how. 
Your  being  with  him  may  save 
either  his  or  a servant’s  life.  See 
the  blessed  effects  of  triumphant 
libertinism!  Sooner  or  later  it 
comes  home  to  us,  and  all  con- 
cludes in  gall  and  bitterness ! 
Adieu.  J,  Belford. 

* 

LETTER  CXVII. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Curse  upon  the  colonel,  and 
curse  upon  the  writer  of  the  last 
letter  I received,  and  upon  all  the 
world!  Thou  to  pretend  to  be  as 
much  interested  in  my  Clarissa’s 
fate  as  myself!  ’Tis  well  for  one 
of  us,  that  this  was  not  said  to 
me,  instead  of  written  — living  or 
dying,  she  is  mine  — and  only 
mine.  Have  I not  earned  her 
dearly?  — Is  not  d — nation  likely 
to  be  the  purchase  to  me , though 
a happy  eternity  will  be  hers? 

An  eternal  separation ! 0 God ! 
0 God!  — How  can  I bear  that 
thought ! — But  yet  there  is  life ! — 
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Yet,  therefore,  hope  — enlarge | 
my  hope,  and  thou  shalt  be  my 
good  genius,  and  I will  forgive 
thee  every  thing. 

For  this  last  time  — but  it  must 
not,  shall  not,  be  the  last — let; 
me  hear,  the  moment  thou  re- 
ceivest  this  — what  I am  to  be  — 
for,  at  present,  lam 

The  most  miserable  of  men. 

Rose  at  Rnightsbridge,  5 o'clock. 

My  fellow  tells  me , that  thou  art 
sendingMowbray  andTourville 
to  me.  I want  them  not.  My 
soul’s  sick  of  them,  and  of  all 
the  world;  but  most  of  myself. 
Yet,  as  they  send  me  word  they 
will  come  to  me  immediately , I 
will  wait  for  them , and  for  thy 
next.  0 Belford ! let  it  not  be — 
but  hasten  it,  hasten  it,  be  what 
it  may ! 

LETTER  CXVIH. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Seven  o’clock,  Thursday  even.,  Sept.  7. 
I have  only  to  say  at  present  — 
thou  wilt  do  well  to  take  a tour  to 
Paris;  or  wherever  else  tby  destiny 
shall  lead  thee ! ! ! — 

John  Belford. 

LETTER  CXIX. 

Mr.  Mowbray  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Uxbridge,  Sept.  7,  between  11  and 
12  at  night. 

DEAB  JACK, 

I send  by  poor  Lovelace’s  desire, 
for  particulars  of  the  fatal  breviate 
thou  sentest  him  this  night.  He 
cannot  bear  to  set  pen  to  paper; \ 


yet  wants  to  know  every  minute 
passage  of  Miss  Harlowe’s  depar- 
ture. Yet,  why  he  should,  I can- 
not see ; for  if  she  is  gone , she  is 
gone ; and  who  can  help  it? 

1 never  heard  of  such  a woman 
in  my  life.  What  great  matters 
has  she  suffered,  that  grief  should 
kill  her  thus? 

I wish  the  poor  fellow  had  never 
known  her.  From  first  to  last, 
what  trouble  has  she  cost  him! 
The  charming  fellow  has  been 
half  losttous  eversincehepursued 
her.  And  what  is  there  in  one 
woman  more  than  another,  for 
matter  of  that? 

It  was  well  we  were  with  him 
when  your  note  came.  You 
shewed  your  true  friendship  in 
your  foresight.  Why,  Jack,  the 
poor  fellow  was  quite  beside  him- 
self — mad  as  any  man  ever  was 
in  Bedlam. 

Will  brought  him  the  letter  just 
after  we  had  joined  him  at  the 
Bohemia  Head ; where  he  had  left 
word  at  the  Rose  atKnightsbridge 
he  should  be;  for  he  had  been 
sauntering  up  and  down,  back- 
wards and  forwards,  expecting 
us , and  his  fellow.  Will , as  soon 
as  he  delivered  it,  got  out  of  his 
way;  and  when  he  opened  it,  never 
was  such  a piece  of  scenery.  He 
trembled  like  a devil  at  receiving 
it:  fumbled  at  the  seal , his  fingers 
in  a palsy,  like  Tom  Doleman’s: 
his  hand  shake,  shake,  shake, 
that  he  tore  the  letter  in  two,  be- 
fore he  could  come  at  the  con- 
tents: and,  when  he  had  read 
them,  off  went  his  hat  to  one 
corner  of  the  room.  — D — nation 
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seize  the  world!  and  a whole  volley 
of  such  like  execrations  wishes ; 
running  up  and  down  the  room, 
and  throwing  up  the  sash,  and 
pulling  it  down  and  smiting  his 
forehead  with  his  double  fist,  with 
such  force  as  would  have  felled  an 
ox,  and  stamping  and  tearing, 
that  the  landlord  ran  in,  and 
faster  out  again.  And  this  was 
the  distraction  scene  for  some  time. 

In  vain  was  all  Tourville  or  I 
could  say  to  him.  I offered  once 
to  take  hold  of  his  hands  because 
he  was  going  to  do  himself  a mis- 
chief, as  1 believed,  looking  about 
for  his  pistols,  which  he  had  laid 
upon  the  table,  but  which  Will, 
unseen,  had  taken  out  with  him 
[a  faithful  honest  dog , that  Will ! 
I shall  for  ever  love  the  fellow  for 
it]  and  he  hit  me  a d — n’d  dowse 
ot  the  chops,  as  made  my  nose 
bleed.  ’Twas  well  ’twas  he;  for 
I hardly  knew  how  to  take  it. 

Jemmy  raved  at  him,  and  told 
him,  flow  wicked  it  was  in  him, 
to  be  so  brutish  to  abuse  a friend, 
and  run  mad  for  a woman.  And 
then  he  said , he  was  sorry  for  it ; 
and  then  Will  ventured  in  with 
water  and  a towel;  and  the  dog 
rejoiced,  as  I could  see  by  his 
look , that  I had  it  rather  than  he. 

And  so , by  degrees  we  brought 
him  a little  to  his  reason , and  he 
promised  to  behave  more  like  a 
man.  And  so  I forgave  him:  and 
we  rode  on  in  the  dark  to  here  at 
Doleman’s.  And  we  all  tried  to 
shame  him  out  of  his  mad  un- 
governable foolishness:  for  we 
told  him , as  how  she  was  but  a 
a woman,  and  an  obstinate  per- 


verse woman  too ; and  how  could 
he  help  it? 

And  you  know,  Jack,  (as  we 
told  him,  moreover)  that  it  was  a 
shame  to  manhood,  for  a man, 
who  had  served  twenty  and  twenty 
women  as  bad  or  worse,  let  him 
have  served  Miss  Harlowe  never 
so  bad,  should  give  himself  such 
obstropulous  airs,  because  she 
would  die:  and  we  advised  him 
never  to  attempt  a woman  proud 
of  her  character  and  virtue , as  they 
call  it,  anymore:  for  why?  The 
conquest  did  not  pay  trouble;  and 
what  was  there  in  one  woman 
more  than  another?  Hey,  yon 
know,  Jack ! — And  thus  we  com- 
forted him,  and  advised  him. 

But  yet  his  d — n’d  addled  pate 
runs  upon  this  lady  as  much  now 
she’s  dead,  as  it  did  when  she  was 
living.  For,  1 suppose,  Jack,  it  is 
no  joke : she  is  certainly  and  bona 
fide  dead:  i’n’t  she?  If  not,  thou 
deservest  to  be  doubly  d — n’d  for 
thy  fooling,  I tell  thee  that.  So 
he  will  have  me  write  for  the  par- 
ticulars of  her  departure. 

He  won’t  bear  the  word  dead  on 
any  account.  A squeamish  puppy ! 
How  love  unmans  aud  softens! 
And  such  a noble  fellow  as  this 
too ! Rot  him  for  an  idiot,  and  an 
oaf!  I have  no  patience  with  the 
foolish  duncical  dog  — upon  my 
soul,  I have  not! 

So  send  the  account,  and  let 
him  howl  over  it,  as  I suppose  he 
will. 

But  he  must  and  shall  go 
abroad:  and  in  a month  or  two 
Jemmy,  and  you,  and  I,  will  join 
him,  and  he’ll  soon  get  the  better 
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of  this  chicken-hearted  folly/ 
never  fear;  and  will  then  be 
ashamed  of  himself:  and  then 
we’ll  not  spare  him;  though  now , 
poor  fellow,  it  were  pity  to  lay  him 
on  so  thick  as  he  deserves.  And 
do  thou,  till  then,  spare  all  reflec- 
tions upon  him ; for,  it  seems,  thou 
hast  worked  him  unmercifully. 

I was  willing  to  give  thee  some 
account  of  the  hand  we  have  had 
with  the  tearing  fellow,  who  had 
certainly  been  a lost  man,  had  we 
not  been  with  him;  or  he  would 
have  killed  somebody  or  other.  I 
have  no  doubt  of  it.  And  now  he 
is  but  very  middling;  sits  grinning 
like  a man  in  straw;  curses  ana 
swears,  and  is  confounded  gloomy ; 
and  creeps  into  holes  and  comers, 
like  an  old  hedge-hog  hunted  for 
his  grease. 

And  so  adieu,  Jack.  Tourville, 
and  all  of  us,  wish  for  thee ; for  no 
one  has  the  influence  upon  him 
that  thou  hast. 

R.  Mowbray. 

As  I promised  him  that  I would 
write  for  the  particulars  above 
said,  I write  this  after  all 
are  gone  to  bed ! and  the  fel- 
low is  to  set  out  with  it  by 
day-break. 

LETTER  OXX. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Thursday  night. 

I may  as  well  try  to  write;  since,  ' 
were  I to  go  to  bed,  I shall  not 
3leep.  I never  had  such  a weight 
of  grief  upon  my  mind  in  my  life, 
as  upon  the  demise  of  this  ad-j 


mirable  woman,  whose  soul  is 
now  rejoicing  in  the  regions  of 
light. 

You  may  be  glad  to  know  the 
particulars  of  her  happy  exit.  I 
will  try  to  proceed ; for  all  is  hush 
and  still;  the  family  retired:  but 
not  one  of  them,  and  least  of  all 
her  poor  cousin,  I dare  say,  to 
rest. 

At  four  o’clock,  as  I mentioned 
in  my  last,  I was  sent  for  down : 
and,  as  thou  usedst  to  like  my  de- 
scriptions, I will  give  thee  the 
woeful  scene  that  presented  it- 
self to  me,  as  I approached  the 
bed. 

The  colonel  was  the  first  that 
took  my  attention,  kneeling  on 
the  side  of  the  bed,  the  lady’s  right 
hand  in  both  bis  with  his  face  co- 
vered, bathing  it  with  his  tears; 
although  she  had  been  comforting 
him,  as  the  women  since  told  me, 
in  elevated  strains,  but  broken 
accents. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  bed  sat 
the  good  widow;  her  face  over- 
whelmed with  tears,  leaning  her 
head  against  the  bed’s  head  in  a 
most  disconsolate  manner;  and 
turning  her  face  to  me  as  soon  as 
she  saw  me,  0,  Mr.  Belford,  cried 
she,  with  folded  hands  — The 
dear  lady  — A heavy  sob  per- 
mitted her  not  to  say  more. 

Mrs.  Smith,  with  clasped  fin- 
gers, and  uplifted  eyes,  as  if  im- 
ploring help  from  the  only  power 
' which  could  give  it,  was  kneeling 
down  by  the  bed’s  feet,  tears  in 
large  drops  trickling  down  her 
j cheeks. 

Her  nurse  was  kneeling  be- 
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tween  the  widow  and  Mrs.  Smith, 
her  arms  extended.  In  one  hand 
she  held  an  ineffectual  cordial, 
which  she  had  just  been  offering 
to  her  dying  mistress;  her  face 
was  swoln  with  weeping  (though 
used  to  such  scenes  as  this) ; and 
she  turned  her  eyes  towards  me, 
as  if  she  called  upon  me,  by  them, 
to  join  in  the  helpless  sorrow,  a 
fresh  stream  bursting  from  them 
as  I approached  the  bed. 

The  maid  of  the  house  with  her 
face  upon  her  folded  arms,  as  she 
stood  leaning  against  the  wain- 
scot, more  audibly  exprest  her 
grief  than  any  of  the  others. 

The  lady  had  been  silent  a few 
minutes,  and  speechless  as  they 
thought,  moving  her  lips  without 
uttering  a word ; one  hand,  as  I 
said,  in  her  cousin’s.  But  when 
Mrs.  Lovick  on  my  approach  pro- 
nounced my  name,  0!  Mr.  Bel- 
ford,  said  she,  with  a faint  in- 
ward voice,  but  very  distinct 
nevertheless  — Now!  — Now ! [in 
broken  periods  she  spoke]  — I 
bless  God  for  his  mercies  to  his 
poor  creature  — will  all  soon  be 
over  — a few  — a very  few  mo- 
ments— will  end  this  strife — and 
I shall  be  happy. 

Comfort  here,  sir  — turning  her 
head  to  the  colonel  — comfort  my 
cousin  — see ! the  blame  — able 
kindness  — he  would  not  wish  me 
to  be  happy  — so  soon ! 

Here  she  stopt,  for  two  or  three 
minutes,  earnestly  looking  upon 
him:  then  resuming,  My  dearest 
cousin,  said  she,  be  comforted  — 1 1 
what  is  dying  but  the  common  ' 


lot?  — The  mortal  frame  may 
seem  to  labour  — but  that  is  all ! 
— It  is  not  so  hard  to  die,  as  I be- 
lieved it  to  be ! — The  prepara- 
tion is  the  difficulty  — I bless 
God,  I have  had  time  for  that  — 
the  rest  is  worse  to  beholders,  than 
to  me ! — I am  all  blessed  hope  — 
hope  itself.  She  looked  what  she 
said,  a sweet  smile  beaming  over 
her  countenance. 

After  a short  silence,  Once  more, 
my  dear  cousin,  said  she,  but  still 
in  broken  accents,  commend  me 
most  dutifully  to  my  father  and 
mother  — there  she  stopt.  And 
then  proceeding  — To  my  sister, 
to  my  brother,  to  my  uncles  — and 
tell  them,  I bless  them  with  my 
parting  breath  — for  all  their 

oodness  to  me  — even  for  their 

ispleasure  — I bless  them  — 
most  happy  has  been  to  me  my 
punishment  here!  Happy  indeed ! 

She  was  silent  for  a few  mo- 
ments, lifting  up  her  eyes,  and  the 
hand  her  cousin  held  not  between 
his.  Then,  0 death!  said  she, 
where  is  thy  sting!  [The  words  I re- 
member to  have  heard  in  the 
burial  service  read  over  my  uncle 
and  poor  Belton].  And  after  a 
pause — It  is  good  for  me  that  1 
was  afflicted!  Words  of  Scripture, 
I suppose. 

Then  turning  towards  us,  who 
were  lost  in  speechless  sorrow  — 
0 dear,  dear  gentlemen,  said  she, 
you  know  not  what  foretastes  — 
what  assurances  — and  there  she 
again  stopped,  and  looked  up,  as 
if  in  a thankful  rapture,  sweetly 
smiling. 

Then  turning  her  head  towards 
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me  — Do  you , sir,  tell  your  friend, 
that  I forgive  him ! And  I pray  to 
God  to  forgive  him!  — Again 
pausing,  and  lifting  up  her  eyes, 
as  if  praying  that  he  would.  Let 
him  know  how  happily  I die!  — 
And  that  such  as  my  own,  I wish 
to  be  his  last  hour. 

She  was  again  silent  for  a few 
moments:  and  then  resuming  — 
My  sight  fails  me  ! — Your  voices 
only  — [for  we  both  applauded 
her  Christian,  her  divine  frame, 
though  in  accents  as  broken  as 
her  own] : and  the  voice  of  grief  is 
alike  in  all.  Is  not  this  Mr.  Mor- 
den’s  hand?  pressing  one  of  his 
with  that  he  had  just  let  go. 
Which  is  Mr.  Belford’s?  holding 
out  the  other.  I gave  her  mine. 
God  Almighty  bless  you  both, 
said  she,  and  make  you  both  — in  I 
your  last  hour  — for  you  must  j 
come  to  this  — happy  as  I am. 

She  paused  again,  her  breath 
growing  shorter ; and,  after  a few 
minutes,  And  now,  my  dearest 
cousin , give  me  your  hand  — 
nearer  — still  nearer  — drawing 
it  towards  her;  and  she  pressed  it 
with  her  dying  lips  — God  protect 
you,  dear  dear,  sir — and  once  more 
receive  my  best  and  most  grateful 
thanks  — and  tell  my  dear  Miss 
Howe  — and  vouchsafe  to  see  and 
to  tell  my  worthy  Norton  — she 
will  be  one  day,  I fear  not,  though 
now  lowly  in  her  fortunes,  a saint 
in  heaven  — tell  them  both,  that  I 
remember  them  with  thankful 
blessings  in  my  last  moments ! — 
And  pray  God  to  give  them  hap- 
piness here  for  many,  many  years, 
for  the  sake  of  their  friends  and 


lovers;  and  an  heavenly  crown 
hereafter;  and  such  assurances  of 
it,  as  I have,  through  the  all-satis- 
fying merits  of  my  blessed  Re- 
deemer. 

Her  sweet  voice  and  broken  pe- 
riods, methinks,  still  fill  my  ears, 
and  never  will  be  out  of  my  me- 
mory. 

After  a short  silence,  in  a more 
broken  and  faint  accent  — And 
you,  Mr.  Belford,  pressing  my 
hand,  may  God  preserve  you,  and 
make  you  sensible  of  all  your  er- 
rors — you  see,  in  me,  how  all 
ends  — may  you  be  — and  down 
sunk  her  head  upon  her  pillow, 
she  fainting  away,  and  drawing 
from  us  her  hands. 

We  thought  she  was  then  gone; 
and  each  gave  way  to  a violent 
burst  of  grief. 

But  soon  shewing  signs  of  re- 
turning life,  our  attention  was 
again  engaged;  and  1 besought 
her,  when  a little  recovered,  to 
complete  in  my  favour  her  half- 
pronounced  blessing.  She  waved 
her  hand  to  us  both,  and  bowed 
her  head  six  several  times,  as  we 
have  since  recollected,  as  if  dis- 
tinguishing every  person  present; 
not  forgetting  the  nurse  and  the 
maid-servant;  the  latter  having 
approached  the  bed,  weeping,  as 
if  crouding  in  for  the  divine  lady’s 
last  blessing;  and  she  spoke  fal- 
tering and  inwardly  — Bless  — 
bless  — bless  — you  all  — and  — 
now  — and  now  — [holding  up 
her  almost  lifeless  hands  for  the 
i last  time]  Come  — 0 come  — 
blessed  Lord  — Jesus  ! 

| 5 And  with  these  words,  the  last 
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but  half- pronounced,  expired : — 
such  a smile,  such  a charming  se- 
renity overspreading  her  sweet 
face  at  the  instant,  as  seemed  to 
manifest  her  eternal  happiness  al- ! 
ready  begun. 

0 Lovelace!  — But  I can  write 
no  more ! 

* * * 

1 resume  my  pen  to  add  a few 
lines. 

While  warm,  though  pulseless, 
•we  pressed  each  her  hand  with  our 
lips;  and  then  retired  into  the 
next  room. 

We  looked  at  each  other,  with 
intent  to  speak:  but,  as  if  one 
motion  governed,  as  one  cause 
affected  both,  we  turned  away 
silent. 

The  colonel  sighed  as  if  his 
heart  would  burst:  at  last,  his  face 
and  hands  uplifted,  his  back  to- 
wards me,  Good  Heaven!  said  he 
to  himself,  support  me ! — And  is 
it  thus,  0 flower  of  nature!  — Then 
pausing  — And  must  we  no  more 
— Never  more!  — My  blessed, 
blessed,  cousin!  uttering  some 
other  words,  which  his  signs  made 
inarticulate:  — and  then,  as  if 
recollecting  himself  — Forgive 
me,  sir!  — Excuse  me,  Mr.  Bel- 
ford ! And , sliding  by  me,  Anon 
I hope  to  see  you,  sir  — and  down  | 
stairs  he  went,  and  out  of  the 
house,  leaving  me  a statue. 

When  I recovered,  I was  ready 
to  repine  at  what  I then  called  an 
unequal  dispensation;  forgetting! 
her  happy  preparation,  and  still 
happier  departure;  and  that  she 
had  but  drawn  a common  lot; 
triumphing  in  it,  and  leaving  be- 1 
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hind  her  every  one  less  assured  of 
happiness,  though  equally  certain 
that  the  lot  would  one  day  be  their 
own. 

She  departed  exactly  at  forty 
minutes  after  six  o’clock,  as  by  her 
watch  on  the  table. 

And  thus  died  Miss  Clarissa 
Harlowe  , in  the  blossom  of  her 
youth  and  beauty:  and  who,  her 
tender  years  considered , has  not 
left-behind  her  her  superior  in  ex- 
tensive knowledge , and  watchful 
prudence;  nor  hardly  her  equal 
for  unblemished  virtue,  exemplary 
piety,  sweetness  of  manners , dis- 
creet' generosity , and  true  Chris- 
tian charity : and  these  all  set  off 
by  the  most  graceful  modesty  and 
humility;  yet  on  all  proper  oc- 
casions , manifesting  a noble  pre- 
sence of  mind , and  true  magnani- 
mity: so  that  she  may  be  said  to 
have  been  not  only  an  ornament 
to  her  sex , but  to  human  nature. 

A better  pen  than  mine  may  do 
her  fuller  justice.  Thine,  I mean, 
0 Lovelace!  For  well  dost  thou 
know  how  much  she  excelled  in 
the  graces  both  of  mind  and  per- 
son, natural  and  acquired,  all  that 
is  woman.  And  thou  also  canst 
best  account  for  the  causes  of  her 
immature  death,  through  those 
calamities  which  in  so  short  a 
space  of  time,  from  the  highest 
pitch  of  felicity  (every  one  in  a 
manner  adoring  her,)  brought  her 
to  an  exit  so  happy  for  herself, 
but , that  it  was  so  early , so  much 
to  be  deplored  by  all  who  had  the 
honour  of  her  acquaintance. 

This  task,  then,  I leave  to  thee: 
but  now  I can  write  no  more,  only 
20 
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that  I am  a sympathizer  in  every 
part  of  t hy  distress  except  (and  yet 
it  is  cruel  to  say  it)  in  that  which 
arises  from  thy  guilt. 

One  o’clock,  Friday  morning. 

LETTER  CXXI. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Nine,  Friday  morn. 

I have  no  opportunity  to  write 
at  length,  having  necessary  orders 
to  give  on  the  melancholy  occa- 
sion. Joel,  who  got  to  me  by  six 
in  the  morning,  and  whom  I dis- 
patched instantly  back  with  the 
letter  I had  ready  from  last  night, 
gives  me  but  an  indifferent  ac- 
count of  the  state  of  your  mind.  I 
wondered  not  at  it;  but  time  (and 
nothing  else  can)  will  make  it 
easier  to  you:  if  (that  is  to  say) 
you  have  compounded  with  your 
conscience ; else  it  may  be  heavier 

every  day  than  other. 

* * * 

Toukville  tells  me  what  a way 
you  are  in.  I hope  you  will  not 
think  of  coming  hither.  The  lady 
in  her  will  desires  you  may  not  see 
her.  Four  copies  are  making  of  it. 
It  is  a long  one;  for  she  gives  her 
reasons  for  all  she  wills.  I will 
write  to  you  more  particularly  as 
soon  as  possibly  I can. 

* * * 

Three  letters  are  just  brought 
by  a servant  in  livery , directed  to 
Miss  Clarissa  Ilarlowe.  I will  send 
copies  of  them  to  you.  The  con- 
tents are  enough  to  make  one 
mad.  How  would  this  poor  lady 
have  rejoiced  to  receive  them!  — 
And  yet.  if  she  had,  she  would  not 
have  been  enabled  to  say,  as  she 


nobly  did,  * That  God  would  not  let 
her  depend  for  comfort  upon  any 
hut  himself  — And  indeed  for 
some  days  past  she  had  seemed  to 
have  got  above  all  worldly  con- 
siderations — her  fervent  love  even 
for  her  Miss  Howe , as  she  acknow- 
ledged, having  given  way  to  su- 
premer  fervours.** 

LETTER  CXXU. 

Mrs.  Norton  to  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe. 

Wednesday,  Sept.  C. 

At  length,  my  best  belovedMiss 
Clary,  every  thing  is  in  the  wished 
train:  for  all  your  relations  are 
unanimous  in  your  favour.  Even 
your  brother  and  sister  are  with 
the  foremost  to  be  reconciled  to 
you. 

1 knew  it  must  end  thus!  By 
patience  and  persevering  sweet- 
ness, what  a triumph  have  you 
gained!  This  happy  change  is 
owing  to  letters  received  from 

S>ur  physician , from  your  cousin 
orden,  and  from  Mr.  Brand. 
Colonel Morden  will  be  with  you 
no  doubt  before  this  can  reach  you, 
with  his  pocket-book  filled  with 
money-bills,  that  nothing  may  be 
wanting  to  make  you  easy. 

And  now,  all  our  hopes,  all  our 
prayers,  are,  that  this  good  news 
may  restore  you  to  spirits  and 
health;  and  that  (so  long  with- 
held) it  may  not  come  too  late. 

I know  how  much  your  dutiful 
heart  will  be  raised  with  the  joyful 
tidings  I write  you,  and  still  shall 
more  particularly  tell  youof,when 

* See  Letter  cxiv. 

**  See  Letter  cvi.  (p.  270.) 
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I have  the  happiness  to  see  you: 
which  will  be  by  next  Saturday, 
at  farthest;  perhaps  on  Friday 
afternoon,  by  the  time  you  can  re- 
ceive this. 

For  this  day,  being  sent  for  by 
the  general  voice , I was  received 
by  every  one  with  great  goodness 
and  condescension , and  entreated 
(for  that  was  the  word  they  were 
pleased  to  use,  when  I needed  no 
entreaty,  I am  sure)  to  hasten  up 
to  you,  and  to  assure  you  of  all 
their  affectionate  regards  to  you: 
and  your  father  .bid  me  say  all  the 
kind  things  that  were  in  my  heart 
to  say,  in  order  to  comfort  and 
raise  you  up,  and  they  would 
hold  themselves  bound  to  make 
them  good. 

How  agreeable  is  this  commis- 
sion to  your  Norton!  My  heart 
will  overflow  with  kind  speeches, 
never  fear!  I am  already  meditat- 
ing what  I shall  say,  to  cheer  and 
raise  you  up,  in  the  names  of  every 
one  dear  and  near  to  you.  And 
sorry  I am , that  I cannot  this  mo- 
ment set  out,  as  I might,  instead 
of  writing,  would  they  favour 
my  eager  impatience  with  their 
chariot : but  as  it  was  not  offered, 
it  would  be  presumption  to  have 
asked  for  it:  and  to-morrow  a 
hired  chaise-and-pair  will  be  rea- 
dy ; but  at  what  hour  I know  not. 

How  I long  once  more  to  fold 
my  dear  precious  young  lady  to 
my  fond , my  more  than  fond , ifly 
maternal  bosom ! 

Yoursister  will  write  to  you,  and 
send  her  letter,  with  this,  by  a 
particular  hand. 

1 must  not  let  them  see  what  I 
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write,  because  of  my  wish  about 
the  chariot. 

Your  uncle  Harlowe  will  also 
write,  and  (I  doubt  not)  in  the 
kindest  terms : for  they  are  all  ex- 
tremely alarmed  and  troubled  at 
the  dangerous  way  your  doctor 
represents  you  to  be  in ; as  well  as 
delighted  with  the  character  he 
gives  you.  Would  to  Heaven  the 
good  gentleman  had  written 
sooner!  And  yet  he  writes , that 
you  know  not  he  has  now  written. 
But  it  is  all  our  confidence,  and 
our  consolation,  that  he  would  not 
have  written  at  all,  had  he  thought 
it  too  late. 

They  will  prescribe  no  condi- 
tions to  you,  my  dear  young  lady; 
but  will  leave  all  to  your  own  duty 
and  discretion.  Only  your  brother 
and  sister  declare,  they  will  never 
yield  to  call  Mr.  Lovelace  bro- 
ther: nor  will  your  father,  I be- 
lieve, be  easily  brought  to  think 
of  him  for  a son. 

I am  to  bring  you  down  with  me 
as  soon  as  your  health  and  incli- 
nation will  permit.  You  will  be 
received  with  open  arms.  Every 
one  longs  to  see  you.  All  the  ser- 
vants please  themselves,  that  they 
shall  be  permitted  to  kiss  your 
hands.  The  pert  Betty’s  note  is 
already  changed;  and  she  now 
runs  over  in  your  just  praises. 
What  friends  does  prosperity 
make ! What  enemies  adversity ! 
It  always  was,  and  always  will  be 
so,  in  every  state  of  life , from  the 
throne  to  the  cottage.  — But  let 
all  be  forgotten  now  on  this 
jubilee  change:  and  may  you,  my 
dearest  miss,  be  capable  of  re- 
20* 
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joicing  in  this  good  news;  as  I 
know  you  will  rejoice,  if  capable 
of  any  thing. 

God  preserve  you  to  our  happy 
meeting!  And  I will,  if  I may  say 
so , weary  Heaven  with  my  inces- 
sant prayers  to  preserve  and  re- 
store you  afterwards! 

I need  not  say  how  much  I am, 
my  dear  young  lady, 

Your  ever-affectionate, 
and  devoted 

Judith  Norton. 

An  unhappy  delay  as  to  the 
chaise,  will  make  it  Saturday 
morning  before  I can  fold  you 
to  my  fond  heart. 

LETTER  cxxm. 

Mis»  Arab.  Harlowe  to  Miss  Cl.  Harlowe. 

Wednesday  morning,  Sept.  6. 

DEAR  SISTER! 

Wk  have  just  heard  that  you 
are  exceedingly  ill.  We  all  loved 
you  as  never  young  creature  was 
loved:  you  are  sensible  of  that, 
sister  Clary.  And  you  have  been 
very  naughty  — but  we  could  not 
be  angry  always. 

We  are  indeed  more  afflicted 
with  the  news  of  your  being  so 
very  ill  than  I can  express:  for  I 
see  not  but,  after  this  separation 
(as  we  understand  that  your  mis- 
fortune has  been  greater  than 
your  fault,  and,  that,  however  un- 
happy, you  have  demeaned  your- 
self like  the  good  young  creature 
you  used  to  be)  we  shall  love  you 
better,  if  possible,  than  ever. 

Take  comfort,  therefore,  sister 
Clary,  hud  don’t  be  too  much  cast 


down  — whatever  your  mortifica- 
tions may  be  from  such  noble  pro- 
spects over-clouded,  and  from  the 
reflections  you  may  have  from 
within,  on  your  faulty  step,  and 
from  the  sullying  of  such  a charm- 
ing character  by  it,  you  will  re- 
ceive none  from  any  of  us:  and,  as 
an  earnest  of  your  papa’s  and 
mamma’s  favour  and  reconcilia- 
tion, they  assure  you  by  me  of 
their  blessing  and  hourly  prayers. 

If  it  will  be  any  comfort  to  you, 
and  my  mother  finds  this  letter 
is  received  as  we  expect  (which 
we  shall  know  by  the  good  effect 
it  will  have  upon  your  health)  she 
will  herself  go  to  town  to  you. 
Meantime , the  good  woman  you 
so  dearly  love  will  be  hastened 
up  to  you ; and  she  writes  by  this 
opportunity,  to  acquaint  you  of  it, 
and  of  all  our  returning  love. 

I hope  you  will  rejoice  at  this 
good  news.  Pray  let  us  hear 
that  you  do.  Your  next  grateful 
letter  on  this  occasion , especially 
if  it  gives  us  the  pleasure  of 
hearing  you  are  better  upon  this 
news,  will  be  received  with  the 
same  (if  not  greater)  delight, 
than  we  used  to  have  in  all  your 
prettily  penn’d  epistles.  Adieu, 
my  dear  Clary!  I am, 

Your  loving  sister,  and 
true  friend, 
Arabella  Harlowe. 

LETTER  CXXIV. 

To  his  dear  Niece  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe. 

Wednesday,  Sept.  6. 

We  are  greatly  grieved,  my 
beloved  Miss  Clary,  at  your  fault ; 
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but  we  are  still  more,  if  possible, ! our  concern  for  the  unhappy  step 
to  hear  you  are  so  very  ill;  and  made  us  think  and  you  believe 
we  are  sorry  things  have  been  you  were.  Your  sister  and  bro- 
earried  so  far.  ther  both  talk  of  seeing  you  in 

We  know  your  talents,  my  town:  so  does  my  dear  sister, 
dear,  and  how  movingly  you  could  your  indulgent  mother, 
write,  whenever  you  pleased ; so  God  restore  your  health,  if  it 
that  nobody  could  ever  deny  you  be  his  will : else , 1 know  not  what 
' ing ; and , believing  you  de-  will  become  of 


pended  on  your  pen,  and  little 
thinking  you  were  so  ill , and  that 
you  had  lived  so  regular  a life, 
and  are  so  truly  penitent,  are 
much  troubled  every  one  of  us, 
your  brother  and  all , for  being  so 
severe.  Forgive  my  part  in  it, 
my  dearest  Clary.  1 am  your 
second  papa , you  know.  And  you 
used  to  love  me. 

I hope  you’ll  soon  be  able  to 
come  down,  and,  after  a while, 
when  your  indulgent  parents  can 
spare  you,  that  you  will  come  to 
me  for  a whole  month,  and  re- 
joice my  heart,  as  you  used  to  do. 
But  if,  through  illness,  you  cannot 
so  soon  come  down  as  we  wish , I 
will  go  up  to  you : for  I long  to 
see  you.  I never  more  longed  to 
see  you  in  my  life;  and  you  was 
always  the  darling  of  my  heart, 
you  knpw. 

My  brother  Antony  desires  his 
hearty  commendations  to  you, 
and  joins  with  me  in  the  tenderest 
assurance , that  all  shall  be  well, 
and,  if  possible,  better,  than 
ever;  for  we  now  have  been  so 
long  without  you , that  we  know 
the  miss  of  you , and  even  hunger  J 
and  thirst,  as  I may  say,  to  see 
you , and  to  take  you  once  more 
to  our  hearts:  whence  indeed 
you  was  never  banished  so  far  as 


Your  truly  loving  uncle, 
and  second  papa, 

John  Haklowe. 

LETTER  CXXV. 

Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Friday  night,  Sept.  8,  past  ten. 

I will  now  take  up  the  account 
of  our  proceedings,  from  my 
letter  of  last  night,  which  con- 
tained the  dying  words  of  this  in- 
comparable lady. 

As  soon  as  we  had  seen  the  last 
scene  closed  (so  blessedly  for  her- 
self!) we  left  the  body  to  the  care 
of  the  good  woman,  who,  ac- 
cording to  the  orders  she  had 
given  them  that  very  night,  re- 
moved her  into  that  last  house 
which  she  had  displayed  so  much 
fortitude  in  providing. 

In  the  morning  between  seven 
and  eight  o'clock , according  to 
appointment,  the  colonel  came  to 
me  here.  He  was  very  much  in- 
disposed. We  went  together,  ac- 
companied by  Mrs.  Lovick  and 
Mrs.  Smith,  into  the  deceased’s 
chamber.  We  could  not  help 
taking  a view  of  the  lovely 
corpse,  and  admiring  the  charm- 
ing serenity  of  her  noble  aspect. 
The  women  declared , they  never 
saw  death  so  lovely  before;  and 
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that  she  looked  as  if  in  an  easy  death-bed,  declared,  that  he 
slumber,  the  colour  having  not  would  then  much  rather  have  had 
quite  left  her  cheeks  and  lips.  it  to  reflect  upon,  that  he  had  ad- 
I unlocked  the  drawer,  in  which  ministered  a cup  of  cold  water  to 
(as  I mentioned  in  a former)*  she  a worthy  poor  creature  in  distress, 
had  deposited  her  papers.  I told  than  that  he  had  won  so  many 
you  in  mine  of  Monday  last,  that  battles  as  he  had  triumphed  for  — 
she  had  the  night  before  sealed  and,  as  one  well  observes,  all  the 
up  with  three  black  seals,  a parcel  sentiments  of  worldly  grandeur 
inscribed , As  soon  as  I am  cer-  vanish  at  that  unavoidable  mo- 
tainly  dead,  this  to  be  broke  open  by  ment  which  decides  the  destiny  of 
Mr.  Bedford.  I accused  myself  men. 

for  not  having  done  it  over  night.  If  then,  sir,  at  the  tremendous 
But  really  I was  then  incapable  hour  it  be  thus  with  the  con- 
of  any  thing.  querors  of  armies , and  the  sub- 

I broke  it  open  accordingly,  duers  of  nations,  let  me  in  very 
and  found  in  it  no  less  than  eleven  few  words  (many  are  not  needed) 
letters , each  sealed  with  her  own  ask , what,  at  that  period,  must  be 
seal , and  black  wax,  one  of  which  the  reflection  of  those  (if  capable 
was  directed  to  me.  I of  reflection)  who  have  lived  a 

I will  inclose  a copy  of  it.  life  of  sense  and  offence ; whose 

study  and  whose  pride  most  in- 
to  johs  belford,  esq.  gloriously  have  been  to  seduce 
sik,  Sunday  evening.  Sept.  3.  the  innocent,  and  to  ruin  the 

I take  this  last  and  solemn  oc-  j weak , the  unguarded,  and  the 
casion  to  repeat  to  you  my  thanks  friendless ; made  still  more  friend- 
for  all  your  kindness  to  me  at  a less  by  their  base  seductions?  — 
time  when  I most  needed  counte-  Oh!  Mr.  Belford,  weigh,  ponder, 
nance  and  protection.  and  reflect  upon  it,  now,  that  in 

A few  considerations  I beg  health , and  in  vigour  of  mind  and 
leave,  as  now  at  your  perusal  of  body,  the  reflections  will  most 
this,  from  the  dead,  to  press  upon  avail  you  — what  an  ungrateful, 
you,  with  all  the  warmth  of  a what  an  unmanly , what  a meaner 
sincere  friendship.  than  reptile  pride  is  this ! 

By  the  time  you  will  see  this,  In  the  next  place,  sir,  let  me 
you  will  have  had  an  instance,  I beg  of  you,  for  my  sake , who  am, 
dumbly  trust,  of  the  comfortable  or,  as  now  you  will  best  read  it, 
importance  of  a pacified  con-  have  been,  driven  to  the  necessity 
science , in  the  last  hours  of  one,  of  applying  to  you  to  be  the  ex- 
who,  to  the  last  hour,  will  wish  ecutor  of  my  will,  that  you  will 
your  eternal  welfare.  j bear,  according  to  that  generosity 

The  great  Duke  of  Luxem-  which  I think  to  be  in  you,  with 
burgh,  as  I have  heard,  on  his  all  my  friends,  and  particularly 
* See  Letter  xcix.  with  my  brother , (who  is  really  a 
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worthy  young  man,  but  perhaps  a!  shall  think  that  loss  will  be  more 
little  too  headstrong  in  his  first  abundantly  repaired  to  the  world, 
resentments  and  conceptions  of j while  it  will  be,  by  God’s  good- 
things)  if  any  thing,  by  reason  of  ness,  my  gain:  and  I shall  have 
this  trust,  should  fail  out  dis-  this  farther  hope,  that  once  more 
agreeably;  and  that  you  will  I shall  have  an  opportunity , in  a 
study  to  make  peace , and  to  re-  blessed  eternity , to  thank  you , as 
concile  all  parties;  and  more  I now  repeatedly  do,  for  the  good 
especially , that  you , who  seem  to  you  have  done  to , and  the  trouble 
have  a great  influence  upon  your  you  will  have  taken  for,  sir, 
still  more  headstrong  friend , will  Your  obliged  servant, 

interpose , if  occasion  be , to  pre-  Claeissa  Haklowe. 

vent  further  mischief  — for,  sure- 
ly , sir , that  violent  spirit  may  sit  The  other  letters  are  directed, 
down  satisfied  with  the  evils  he  to  her  father,  to  her  mother,  one 
has  already  wrought ; and,  parti-  to  her  two  uncles,  to  her  brother, 
cularly,  with  the  wrongs,  the  to  her  sister , to  her  aunt  Hervey, 
heinous  and  ignoble  wrongs,  he  to  her  cousin  Morden , to  Miss 
has  in  me  done  to  my  family,  Howe,  to  Mrs.  Norton,  and  lastly 
wounded  in  the  tenderest  part  of  one  to  you,  in  performance  of  her 
its  honour.  promise,  that  a letter  should  be  sent 

For  your  compliance  with  this  you  when  she  arrived  at  her  father's 

request  I have  already  your  re-  house! I will  withhold  this 

peated  promise.  I claim  the  ob- ! last  till  I can  be  assured,  that  you 
servance  of  it,  therefore,  as  a will  be  fitter  to  receive  it  than 
debt  from  you:  and  though  I hope  Tourville  tells  me  you  are  at  pre- 
I need  not  doubt  it,  yet  was  I sent. 

willing,  on  this  solemn,  this  last  Copies  of  all  these  are  sealed 
occasion,  thus  earnestly  to  re-  up , and  entitled , Copies  of  my  ten 
enforce  it.  posthumous  letters , for  J.  Bel  ford, 

I have  another  request  to  make  Esq.,  and  put  in  among  the  bundle 
to  you:  it  is  only,  that  you  will  j of  papers  left  to  my  direction, 
be  pleased , by  a particular  mes-  which  I have  not  yet  had  leisure 
senger,  to  forward  the  inclosed  to  open. 

letters  as  directed.  1 No  wonder,  while  able,  that  she 

And  now,  sir,  having  the  pre-  was  always  writing,  since  thus 
sumption  to  think  that  an  useful  only  of  late  could  she  employ  that 
member  is  lost  to  society  by  j time , which  heretofore , from  the 
means  of  the  unhappy  step  which  long  days  she  made,  caused  so 
has  brought  my  life  so  soon  to  its  many  beautiful  works  to  spring 
period,  let  me  hope,  that  I may  from  her  fingers.  It  is  my  opinion, 
be  an  humble  instrument  in  the  that  there  never  was  a woman  so 
hands  of  Providence , to  reform  a young,  who  wrote  so  much , and 
man  of  your  abilities ; and  then  I with  such  celerity.  Her  thoughts 
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keeping  pace,  as  I have  seen,  with 
her  pen,  she  hardly  ever  stopped 
or  hesitated;  and  very  seldom 
blotted  out,  or  altered.  It  was  a 
natural  talent  she  was  mistress 
of,  among  many  other  extra- 
ordinary ones.  I gave  the  colonel 
his  letter,  and  ordered  Harry  in- 
stantly to  get  ready  to  carry  the 
others.  Meantime  (retiring  into 
the  next  apartment)  we  opened 
the  will.  We  were  both  so  much 
affected  in  perusing  it,  that  at 
one  time  the  colonel,  breaking 
off,  gave  it  to  me  to  read  on ; at 
another  I gave  it  back  to  him  to 
proceed  with ; neither  of  us  being 
able  to  read  it  through  without 
such  tokens  of  sensibility  as  af- 
fected the  voices  of  each. 

Mrs.  Lovick,  Mrs.  Smith,  and 
her  nurse,  were  stillmore  touched, 
when  we  read  those  articles  in 
which  they  are  respectively  re- 
membered : but  I will  avoid  men- 
tioning the  particulars  (except  in 
what  relates  to  the  thread  of  my 
narration)  as  in  proper  time  I 
shall  send  you  a copy  of  it. 

The  colonel  told  me,  he  was 
ready  to  account  with  me  for  the 
money  and  bills  he  had  brought 
up  from  Harlowe  Place;  which 
would  enable  me,  as  he  said, 
directly  to  execute  the  legacy- 
parts  of  the  will:  and  he  would 
needs  at  that  instant  force  into 
my  hands  a paper  relating  to  that 
subject.  I put  it  into  my  pocket- 
book,  without  looking  into  it; 
telling  him , that  as  I hoped  he 
would  do  all  in  his  power  to  pro- 
mote a literal  performance  of  the 


will,  I must  beg  his  advice  and 
assistance  in  the  execution  of  it. 

Her  request  to  be  buried  with 
her  ancestors,  made  a letter  of  the 
following  import  necessary,  which 
I prevailed  upon  the  colonel  to 
write;  being  unwilling  myself  (so 
early  at  least)  to  appear  officious 
in  the  eye  of  a family  which  pro- 
bably wishes  not  any  communica- 
tion with  me. 

TO  JAMES  HARLOWE , JUN.  ESQ. 

SIR, 

The  letter  which  the  bearer  of 
this  brings  with  him , will , I pre- 
sume , make  it  unnecessary  to  ac- 
quaint you  and  my  cousins  with 
the  death  of  the  most  excellent 
of  women.  But  I am  requested 
by  her  executor,  who  will  soon 
send  you  a copy  of  her  last  will, 
to  acquaint  her  father  (which  1 
choose  to  do  by  your  means)  that 
in  it  she  earnestly  desires  to  be 
laid  in  the  family -vault,  at  the 
feet  of  her  grandfather. 

If  her  father  will  not  admit  of 
it,  she  has  directed  her  body  to 
be  buried  in  the  church-yard  of 
the  parish  where  she  died. 

I need  not  tell  you,  that  a 
speedy  answer  to  this  is  necessary. 

Her  beatification  commenced 
yesterday  afternoon,  exactly  at 
forty  minutes  after  six. 

1 can  write  no  more , than  that 
I am 

Yours,  &c. 

Wm.  Morden. 

Friday  morn.  Sept.  8. 

By  the  time  this  was  written, 
and  by  the  colonel’s  leave  tran~ 
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scribed,  Harry  came  booted  and 
spurred,  his  horse  at  the  door; 
and  I delivered  him  the  letters  to 
the  family,  with  those  to  Mrs. 
Norton  and  Mks  Howe  (eight  in 
all)  together  with  the  above  of  the 
colonel  to  Mr.  James  Harlowe; 
and  gave  him  orders  to  make  the 
utmost  dispatch  with  them. 

The  colonel  and  1 have  bespoke 
mourning  for  ourselves  and  ser- 
vants. 

LETTER  CXXVI. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Sat.  ten  o’clock. 

Poor  Mrs.  Norton  is  come.  She 
was  set  down  at  the  door;  and 
would  have  gone  up  stairs  directly. 
But  Mrs.  Smith  and  Mrs.  Lovick 
being  together  and  in  tears , and 
the  former  hinting  too  suddenly 
to  the  truly  venerable  woman  the 
fatal  news,  she  sunk  down  at  her 
feet  in  fits;  so  that  they  were 
forced  to  breathe  a vein , to  bring 
her  to  herself,  and  to  a capacity 
of  exclamation:  and  then  she  ran 
on  to  Mrs.  Lovick  and  me,  who 
entered  just  as  she  recovered,  in 
praise  of  the  lady,  in  lamentations 
for  her,  and  invectives  against 
you!  But  yet  so  circumscribed 
were  her  invectives , that  1 could 
observe  in  them  the  woman  well 
educated,  and  in  her  lamentations 
the  passion  christianized,  as  I 
may  say. 

She  was  impatient  to  see  the 
corpse.  The  women  went  up  with 
her.  But  they  owned,  that  they 
were  too  much  affected  themselves 


on  this  occasion  to  describe  her 
extremely  affecting  behaviour. 

With  trembling  impatience  she 
ushed  aside  the  coffin  lid.  She 
athed  the  face  with  her  tears, 
and  kissed  her  cheeks  and  fore- 
head, as  if  she  were  living.  It 
was  she  indeed!  she  said:  her 
sweet  young  lady ! Her  very  self! 
Nor  had  death,  which  changed  all 
things,  a power  to  alter  her  lovely 
features!  She  admired  the  se- 
renity of  her  aspect.  She  no 
doubt  was  happy,  she  said,  as  she 
had  written  to  her  she  should  be: 
but  how  many  miserable  creatures 
had  she  left  behind  her!  — The 
good  woman  lamenting  that  she 
herself  had  lived  to  be  one  of 
them. 

It  was  with  difficulty  they  pre- 
vailed upon  her  to  quit  the  corpse; 
and  when  they  went  into  the  next 
apartment,  1 joined  them,  and 
acquainted  her  with  the  kind  le- 
gacy her  beloved  young  lady  had 
left  her:  but  this  rather  augmented 
than  diminished  her  concern.  She 
ought,  she  said,  to  have  attended 
her  in  person.  What  was  the  world 
to  her,  wringing  her  hands , now 
the  child  of  her  Bosom,  and  of  her 
heart,  was  no  more?  Her  prin- 
cipal consolation,  however,  was, 
that  she  should  not  long  survive 
her.  She  hoped,  she  said,  that 
she  did  not  sin,  in  wishing  she 
might  not. 

It  was  easy  to  observe,  by  the 
similitude  of  sentiments  shewn  in 
this  and  other  particulars,  that 
the  divine  lady  owed  to  this  ex- 
cellent woman  many  of  her  good 
notions. 
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I thought  it  would  divert  the; family,  on  the  receiving  of  the 
poor  gentlewoman,  and  not  al-  posthumous  letters,  and  that  of 
together  unsuitably,  if  I were  to  the  colonel  apprising  them  of 
put  her  upon  furnishing  mourning  what  has  happened ! 
for  herself;  as  it  would  rouse  her,  I have  given  requisite  orders  to 
by  a seasonable  and  necessary  an  undertaker,  on  the  supposition 
employment,  from  that  dismal  that  the  body  will  be  permitted  to 
lethargy  of  grief,  which  generally  be  carried  down ; ana  the  women 

intend  to  fill  the  coffin  with  aro- 
matic herbs. 

The  colonel  has  obliged  me  to 
take  the  bills  and  draughts  which 
he  brought  up  with  him,  for  the 
considerable  sums  accrued  since 


succeeds  the  too  violent  anguish 
with  which  a gentle  nature  is  ac- 
customed to  be  torn  upon  the  first 
communication  of  the  unexpected 
loss  of  a dear  friend.  I gave  her 
therefore  the  thirty  guineas  be- 


queathed to  her  and  to  her  son  for  the  grandfather’s  death  from  the 

mrmrn I n rr  • fho  nnltr  mniiminfi1  larlv’a  aafatA 


lady’s  estate. 

I have  been  dipping  into  the 
copies  of  the  posthumous  letters 
not,  that  she  would  accompany  to  the  family,  which  Harry  has 
the  corpse,  if  it  were  permitted  carried  down.  Well  may  I call 


mourning;  the  only  mourning 
which  the  testatrix  has  mentioned : 
and  desired  her  to  lose  no  time  in 
preparing  her  own,  as  I doubted 


to  be  carried  down. 


this  lady  divine.  They  are  all 


The  colonel  proposes  to  attend  ; calculated  to  give  comfort  rather 
the  hearse,  if  his  kindred  give  him  than  reproach,  though  their  eruel- 
not  fresh  cause  of  displeasure ; 1 ty  to  her  merited  nothing  but  re- 
and  will  take  with  him  a copy  of  proach.  But  were  I in  any  of  their 
the  will.  And  being  intent  to  give 
the  family  some  favourable  im- 
pressions of  me , he  desired  me  to 
permit  him  to  take  with  him  the 
copy  of  the  posthumous  letter  to 
me : which  1 readily  granted.  He 


places,  how  much  rather  had  I, 
that  she  had  quitted  scores  with 
me  by  the  most  severe  recrimina- 
tion, than  that  she  should  thus 
nobly  triumph  over  me  by  a gene- 
rosity that  has  no  example?  I 


is  so  kind  as  to  promise  me  a will  inclose  some  of  them,  which  I 
minute  account  of  all  that  shall  desire  you  to  return  as  soon  as 
pass  on  the  melancholy  occasion,  you  can. 

And  we  have  begun  a friendship, 
and  settled  a correspondence, 
which  but  one  incident  can  pos- 
sibly happen  to  interrupt  to  the 
end  of  our  lives.  And  that  I hope  | 
will  not  happen. 

But  what  must  be  the  grief,  the 


LETTER  CXXVH. 

To  the  ever-honoured  James  H&rlowe, 
sen.  Esq. 


MOST  DEAR  SIR, 

With  exulting  confidence  now 


remorse,  that  will  seize  upon  the  does  your  emboldened  daughter 
hearts  of  this  hitherto  inexorable  come  into  your  awful  presence  by 


CLARISSA  HARLOWE. 


315 


these  lines,  who  dared  not,  but 
apon  this  occasion,  to  look  up  to 
you  with  hopes  of  favour  and  for- 
giveness; since,  when  this  comes 
to  your  hands,  it  will  be  out  of  her 
power  ever  to  offend  you  more. 

And  now  let  me  bless  you,  my 
honoured  father,  and  bless  you  as 
l write,  upon  my  knees,  for  all  the 
benefits  1 have  received  from  your 
ndulgence:  for  your  fond  love  to 
ne  in  the  days  of  ray  prattling  in- 
nocence: for  the  virtuous  educa- 
tion you  gave  me:  and  for,  the 
irownof  all,  the  happy  end,  which, 
through  divine  grace,  by  means 
>f  that  virtuous  education,  I hope, 
oy  the  time  you  will  receive  this, 
1 shall  have  made.  And  let  me 
neg  of  you,  dear  venerable  sir,  to 
ilot  from  your  remembrance,  if 
jossible,  tne  last  unhappy  eight 
months ; and  then  I shall  nope  to 
>e  remembered  with  advantage 
'or  the  pleasure  you  hadthegood- 
icss  to  take  in  your  Clarissa. 

Still  on  her  knees,  let  your  poor 
jenitent  implore  your  forgiveness 
»f  all  her  faults  and  follies  { more 
specially  of  that  fatal  error  which 
brew  her  out  of  your  protection. 

When  you  know,  sir,  that  I 
lave  never  been  faulty  in  my  will: 
hat  ever  since  my  calamity  be- 
came irretrievable,  I have  been 
n a state  of  preparation;  that  I 
lave  the  strongest  assurance,  that 
he  Almighty  has  accepted  my 
infeigued  repentance;  and  that 
oy  this  time  you  will  (as  I humbly 
jresume  to  hope)  have  been  the 
means  of  adding  one  to  the  num- 
ber of  the  blessed:  you  will  have 
reason  for  joy  rather  than  sorrow. 


Since,  had  I escaped  the  snares 
by  which  I was  entangled,  I might 
have  wanted  those  exercises  which 
1 look  upon  now  as  so  many  mer- 
cies dispensed  to  wean  me  betimes 
from  the  world  that  presented 
itself  to  me  with  prospects  too 
alluring:  and  in  that  case  (too 
easily  satisfied  with  worldly  feli- 
city) I might  not  have  attained  to 
that  blessedness,  in  which  now, 
on  your  reading  of  this,  I humbly 
presume  (through  the  divine  good- 
ness) I am  rejoicing. 

Tnat  the  Almighty,  in  his  own 
good  time,  will  bring  you,  sir, 
and  my  ever-honoured  mother, 
after  a series  of  earthly  felicities, 
of  which  may  my  unhappy  fault 
be  the  only  interruption  ^and  very 

grievous  I know  that  must  have 
een),  to  rejoice  in  the  same 
blessed  state,  is  the  repeated 
prayer  of,  sir, 

Your  now  happy  daughter, 
Clarissa  Hablowe. 

LETTER  CXXVUI. 

To  the  ever-honoured  Mrs,  H&rlowo. 

HONOURED  MADAM, 

The  last  time  I had  the  bold- 
ness to  write  to  you,  it  was  with 
all  the  consciousness  of  a self- 
convicted  criminal,  supplicating 
her  offended  judge  for  mercy  and 
pardon.  I now,  by  these  lines, 
approach  you  with  more  assur- 
ance; but  nevertheless  with  the 
highest  degree  of  reverence,  gra- 
titude, and  duty.  The  reason  of 
my  assurance,  my  letter  to  my 
father  will  give : and  as  I humbly 
on  my  knees  implored  his  pardon, 
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so  nowin  the  same  dutiful  manner, 
do  I supplicate  yours,  for  the  grief 
and  trouble  I have  given  you. 

Every  vein  of  my  heart  has  bled 
for  an  unhappy  rashness;  which 
(although  involuntary  as  to  the 
act)  from  the  moment  it  was  com- 
mitted, carried  with  it  its  own 
punishment;  and  was  accom- 
panied with  a true  and  sincere 
penitence. 

God,  who  has  been  a witness  of 
my  distresses , knows , that  great 
as  they  have  been,  the  greatest  of 
all  was  the  distress  that  I knew  I 
must  have  given  to  you , madam, 
and  to  my  father,  by  a step  that 
had  so  very  faulty  an  appearance 
in  your  eyes , and  his ; and  indeed 
in  the  eyes  of  all  my  family ; a step 
so  unworthy  of  your  daughter, 
and  of  the  education  you  had  given 
her! 

But  HE,  I presume  to  hope,  has 
forgiven  me;  and  at  the  instant 
this  will  reach  your  hands,  I 
humbly  trust , I shall  be  rejoicing 
in  the  blessed  fruits  of  his  for- 
giveness. And  be  this  your  com- 
fort, my  ever-honoured  mother, 
that  the  principal  end  of  your 
pious  care  of  me  is  attained, 
though  not  in  the  way  so  much 
hoped  for. 

May  the  grief  which  my  fatal 
error  has  given  to  you  both,  be  the 
only  grief  that  shall  ever  annoy 
you  in  this  world!  — May  you, 
madam,  long  live  to  sweeten  the 
cares , and  heighten  the  comforts, 
of  my  father!  — May  my  sister’s 
continued,  and,  if  possible,  aug- 
mented duty , happily  make  up  to 
you  the  loss  you  nave  sustained 


in  me ! And  whenever  my  brother 
and  she  change  their  single  state, 
may  it  be  with  such  satisfaction  to 
you  both,  as  may  make  you  forget 
my  offence;  and  remember  me 
only  in  those  days , in  which  you 
took  pleasure  in  me ! And,  at  last, 
may  a happy  meeting  with  your 
forgiven  penitent,  in  the  eternal 
mansions,  Augment  the  bliss  of 
her,  who,  purified  by  sufferings, 
already,  when  this  salutes  your 
hands,  presumes  she  shall  be 
The  nappy,  and  for  ever  happy 
Clarissa  Harlowk. 

LETTER  CXXIX. 

To  James  Harlowe,  jun.  Esq. 

SIR, 

There  was  but  one  time,  but 
one  occasion,  after  the  rash  step  I 
was  precipitated  upon,  that  I could 
hope  to  be  excused  looking  up  to 
you  in  the  character  of  a brother 
and  a friend.  And  NOW  is  that 
time,  %and  THIS  the  occasion. 
NOW,  at  reading  this,  will  you 
pity  your  late  unhappy  sister! 
NOW  will  you  forgive  ner  faults, 
both  supposed  and  real!  And 
NOW,  will  you  afford  to  her 
memory  that  kind  concern  which 
you  refused  to  her  before ! 

I write,  my  brother,  in  the  first 
place,  to  beg  your  pardon  for  the 
offence  my  unhappy  step  gave  to 
you,  and  to  the  rest  of  tne  family 
so  dear  to  me. 

Virgin  purity  should  not  so 
behave  as  to  be  suspected:  yet, 
when  you  come  to  know  all  my 
story,  you  will  find  further  room 
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for  pity , if  not  for  more  than  pity, 
for  your  late  unhappy  sister! 

O that  passion  had  not  been 
deaf!  That  misconception  would 
have  given  way  to  inquiry ! That 
your  rigorous  heart,  if  it  could  not 
itself  be  softened  (moderating  the 
power  you  had  obtained  over  every 
one)  had  permitted  other  hearts 
more  indulgently  to  expand ! 

But  I write  not  to  give  pain.  I 
had  rather  you  should  think  me 
faulty  still , than  take  to  yourself 
the  consequence  that  will  follow 
from  acquitting  me. 

Abandoning,  therefore,  a sub- 
ject which  I had  not  intended  to 
touch  upon,  (for  I hope,  at  the 
writing  of  this,  1 am  above  the 
spirit  of  recrimination)  let  me  tell 
you , sir,  that  my  next  motive  for 
writing  to  you  in  this  last  and  most 
solemn  manner , is , to  beg  of  you 
to  forego  any  active  resentments 
(which  may  endanger  a life  so 
precious  to  all  your  friends) 
against  the  man  to  whose  elaborate 
baseness  I owe  my  worldly  ruin. 

For,  ought  an  innocent  man  to 
run  an  equal  risk  with  a guilty  one? 
— A more  than  equal  risk,  as  the 
guilty  one  has  been  long  inured  to 
acts  of  violence , and  is  skilled  in 
the  arts  of  offence? 

You  would  not  arrogate  to  your- 
self God’s  province,  who  has  said, 
vengeance  is  mine , and  I will  repay 
it.  If  you  would,  I tremble  for  the 
consequence:  for  will  it  not  be 
suitable  to  the  divine  justice  to 
punish  the  presumptuous  innocent 
(as  you  would  be  in  this  case)  in 
the  very  error,  and  that  by  the 
hand  of  the  self-defending  guilty 


— reserving  him  for  a future  day 
of  vengeance  for  his  accumulated 
crimes? 

Leave  then  the  poor  wretch  to 
the  divine  justice.  Let  your  sister’s 
fault  die  with  her.  At  least,  let  it 
not  be  revived  in  blood.  Life  is  a 
short  stage  where  longest.  Alittle 
time  hence,  the  now  green  head 
will  be  grey,  if  it  lives  this  little 
time:  and  if  Heaven  will  afford 
him  time  for  repentance , why 
should  not  you? 

Then  think,  my  brother,  what 
will  be  the  consequence  to  your 
dear  parents,  if  the  guilty  wretch 
who  has  occasioned  to  them  the 
loss  of  a daughter,  should  likewise 
deprive  them  of  their  best  hope, 
an  only  son,  more  worth  in  the 
family  account  than  several 
daughters? 

Would  you  add,  my  brother,  to 
those  distresses  which  you  hold 
your  sister  so  inexcusable  for 
having  (although  from  involuntary 
and  undesigned  causes)  given? 

Seek  not  then , I beseech  you, 
to  extend  the  evil  consequences  of 
your  sister’s  error.  His  conscience 
when  it  shall  please  God  to  touch 
it,  will  be  sharper  than  your 
sword. 

I have  still  another  motive  for 
writing  to  you  in  this  solemn 
planner:  it  is,  to  entreat  you  to 
watch  over  your  passions.  The 
principal  fault  I knew  you  to  be 
guilty  of,  is , the  violence  of  your 
temper  when  you  think  yourself 
in  the  right;  which  you  would 
oftener  be , but  for  that  very  vio- 
lence. 
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You  have  several  times  brought 
your  life  into  danger  by  it. 

Is  not  the  man  guilty  of  a high 
degree  of  injustice,  who  is  more 
apt  to  give  contradiction,  than  able 
to  bear  it?  How  often  with  you  has 
impetuosity  brought  on  abase- 
ment? A consequence  too  natural. 

Let  me  then  caution  you , dear 
sir,  against  a warmth  of  temper, 
an  impetuosity,  when  moved,  and 
you  so  ready  to  be  moved,  that 
may  hurry  you  into  unforeseen 
difficulties;  and  which  it  is  in  some 
measure  a sin  not  to  endeavour  to 
restrain.  God  enable  you  to  do  it 
for  the  sake  of  your  own  peace 
and  safety,  as  well  present  as 
future!  and  for  the  sake  of  your 
family  and  friends,  who  all  see 
your  fault,  but  are  tender  of  speak- 
ing to  you  of  it ! 

As  for  me,  my  brother,  my 
punishment  has  been  seasonable. 
God  gave  me  grace  to  make  aright 
use  of  my  sufferings.  I early  re- 
ented.  I never  loved  the  man 
alf  so  much  as  I hated  his  actions, 
when  I saw  what  he  was  capable' 
of.  I gave  up  my  whole  heart  to  a 
better  hope.  God  blessed  my 
enitence  and  my  reliance  upon 
im.  And  now  I presume  to  say, 

I AM  HAPPY. 

May  Heaven  preserve  you  in 
safety,  health,  and  honour,  and 
long  continue  your  life  for  a com- 
fort and  stay  to  your  honoured 
parents!  And  may  you,  in  the 
change  of  your  single  state,  meet 
with  a wife  as  agreeable  to  every 
one  else  as  to  yourself,  and  be 
happy  in  a hopefiil  race,  and  not 
have  one  Clarissa  among  them,  to 


embitter  your  comforts  when  she 
should  give  you  most  comfort!  But 
may  my  example  be  of  use  to  warn 
the  dear  creatures  whom  once  I 
hoped  to  live  to  see  and  to  cherish, 
of  the  evils  with  which  this  deceit- 
ful world  abounds ! are  the  prayers 
of 

Your  affectionate  sister, 

Cl.  Harlowe. 

LETTER  CXXX. 

To  Miss  Harlowe. 

Now  may  you,  my  dear  Arabella, 
unrestrained  by  the  severity  of 
your  virtue , let  fall  a pitying  tear 
on  the  past  faults  and  sufferings  of 
your  late  unhappy  sister;  since, 
now , she  can  never  offend  you 
more.  The  divine  mercy,  which 
first  inspired  her  with  repentance 
(an  early  repentance  it  was , since 
it  preceded  her  sufferings)  for  an 
error  which  she  offers  not  to  ex- 
tenuate, although  perhaps  it  were 
capable  of  some  extenuation , has 
now,  at  the  instant  that  you  are 
reading  this,  as  I humbly  hope, 
blessed  her  with  the  fruits  of  it. 

Thus  already,  even  while  she 
writes,  in  imagination,  purified 
and  exalted,  she  the  more  fearlessly 
writes  to  her  sister;  and  NOW  is 
assured  of  pardon  for  all  those 
little  occasions  of  displeasure 
which  her  frowarder  youth  might 
give  you;  and  for  the  disgrace 
which  her  fall  has  fastened  upon 
you,  and  upon  her  family. 

May  you,  my  sister,  continue  to 
bless  those  dear  and  honoured 
relations,  whose  indulgence  so 
well  deserves  your  utmost  grati- 
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tude,with  those  cheerful  instances 
of  duty  and  obedience  which  have 
hitherto  been  so  acceptable  to  them , 
and  praiseworthy  in  you!  And 
may  you,  when  a suitable  proposal 
shall  offer,  fill  up  more  worthily 
that  chasm,  which  the  loss  they 
have  sustained  in  me  has  made  in 
their  family ! 

Thus,  my  Arabella!  my  only 
sister!  and  for  many  happy  years 
my  friend!  most  fervently  prays 
that  sister,  whose  affection  for  you, 
no  acts  of  unkindness , no  miscon- 
struction of  her  conduct,  could 
cancel!  And  who  NOW,  made 
perfect  (as  she  hopes)  through 
sufferings,  styles  herselr, 

The  happy 
Clarissa  Haklowe. 

LETTER  CXXXI. 

To  John  and  Antony  Harlowe,  Esqrs. 

HONOURED  SIRS, 

When  these  lines  reach  your 
hands,  your  late  unhappy  niece 
will  have  known  the  end  of  all  her 
troubles;  and,  as  she  humbly 
hopes,  will  be  rejoicing  in  the 
mercies  of  a gracious  God,  who  has 
declared , that  he  will  forgive  the 
truly  penitent  of  heart. 

I write,  therefore,  my  dear 
uncles,  and  to  you  both  in  one 
letter(since  your  fraternal  love  has 
made  you  both  but  as  one  person), 
to  give  you  comfort,  and  not 
distress;  for,  however  sharp  my 
afflictions  have  been,  they  have 
been  but  of  short  duration;  and 
I am  betimes  (happily  as  I hope) 
arrived  at  the  end  of  a painful 
journey. 


At  the  same  time,  I write  to 
thank  you  both  for  all  your  kind 
indulgence  to  me,  and  to  beg  your 
forgiveness  of  my  last,  my  only 
great  fault  to  you  and  to  my 
family. 

The  ways  ofProvidenee  are  un- 
searchable , various  are  the  means 
made  use  of  by  it,  to  bring  poor 
sinners  to  a sense  of  their  duty. 
Some  are  drawn  by  love,  others 
are  driven  by  terrors  to  their 
Divine  Refuge.  1 had,  for  eigh- 
teen years  out  of  nineteen,  rejoiced 
in  the  favour  and  affection  of 
every  one.  No  trouble  came  near 
my  heart.  I seemed  to  be  one  of 
those  designed  to  be  drawn  by  the 
silken  cords  of  love.  — But,  per- 
haps, I was  too  apt  to  value  my- 
self upon  the  love  and  favour  of 
every  one.  The  merit  of  the  good 
I delighted  to  do,  and  of  the  in- 
clinations which  were  given  me, 
and  which  I could  not  help  having, 
1 was,  perhaps,  too  ready  to  attri- 
bute to  myself;  and  now,  being 
led  to  account  for  the  cause  of  my 
temporary  calamities,  find,  I had 
a secret  pride  to  be  punished  for, 
which  I had  not  fathomed : and 
it  was  necessary,  perhaps,  that 
some  sore  and  terrible  misfortunes 
should  befal  me,  in  order  to  mor- 
tify that  my  pride,  and  that  my 
vanity. 

Temptations  were  accordingly 
sent.  1 shrunk  in  the  day  of  trial. 
My  discretion , which  had  been  so 
cried  up,  was  found  wanting  when 
it  came  to  be  weighed  in  an  equal 
balance.  I was  betrayed,  tell, 
and  became  the  by-word  of  my 
companions,  and  a disgrace  to  my 
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family , which  had  prided  itself  in  That  to  her  aunt  Hervey  is  writ- 

me  perhaps  too  much.  But  as  my  ten  in  the  same  pious  and  generous 
fault  was  not  that  of  a culpable  strain  with  those  preceding,  seek- 
will,  when  my  pride  was  suffiei-  ing  to  give  comfort  rather  than 
ently  mortified,  1 was  not  suffered  distress.  “The  Almighty,  I hope,” 
(although  surrounded  by  dangers,  says  she,  “has  received  and  bless- 
and  entangled  in  snares)  to  be  to-  ed  my  penitence,  and  I am  happy, 
tally  lost:  but , purified  by  suffer-  Could  I have  been  more  than  so  at 
ings , I was  fitted  for  the  change  I the  end  of  what  is  called  a happy 
have  NOW,  at  the  time  you  will  life  of  twenty,  or  thirty,  or  forty 
receive  this,  so  newly,  and,  as  I years  to  come?  And  what  are 
humbly  hope,  so  happily  ex- .twenty,  or  thirty,  or  forty  years, 
perienced.  ! to  look  back  upon?  In  half  of  any 

Rejoice  with  me  then,  dear  sirs,  j of  these  periods,  what  friends 
that  I have  weathered  so  great  a might  I not  have  mourned  for? 
storm.  Nor  let  it  be  matter  of  what  temptations  from  worldly 
concern,  that  I am  cut  off  in  the  prosperity  might  I not  have  en- 
bloom  of  youth.  “ There  is  no  in-  countered.  with?  And  in  such  a 
quisition  in  the  grave,”  says  the  case,  immersed  in  earthly  plea- 
wise  man,  “whether we  lived  ten  sures,  how  little  likelihood,  that, 
or  an  hundred  years;  and  the  day  in  my  last  stage,  I should  have 
of  death  is  better  than  the  day  of  been  blessed  with  such  a prepara- 
our  birth.”  tion  and  resignation,  as  I have 

Once  more,  dear  sirs,  accept  my  now  been  blessed  with?” 
grateful  thanks  for  all  your  good-  She  proceeds  as  follows:  “Thus 
ness  to  me , from  my  early  child-  much , madam , of  comfort  to  you 
hood,  to  the  day,  the  unhappy  and  to  myself  from  this  dispensa- 
day,  of  my  error!  Forgive  that  tion.  As  to  my  dear  parents,  I 
error!  — And  God  give  us  a happy  hope  they  will  console  themselves 
meeting  in  a blessed  eternity ; that  they  still  have  many  blessings 
prays  left,  which  ought  to  balance  the 

Your  most  dutiful  and  ob-  troubles  my  error  has  given  them : 
liged  niece,  that,  unhappy  as  I have  been  to 

Cl.  Hablowjs.  be  the  interrupter  of  their  felici- 
ties, they  never,  till  this  my  fault, 
Mr.  Bel  ford  gives  the  lady's  post-  knew  any  heavy  mil:  that  afflictions 
humous  letters  to  Mrs.  Hervey , patiently  borne,  may  be  turned 
Miss  Howe , and  Mrs.  Norton,  at  into  blessings:  that  uninterrupted 
length  likewise:  but,  although  every  j happiness  is  not  to  be  expected  in 
letter  varies  in  style  as  well  os  this  life:  that,  after  all,  they  have 
matter  from  the  others;  yet,  as  not,  as  I humbly  presume  to  hope, 
they  are  written  on  the  same  sub-  the  probability  of  the  everlasting 
ject,  and  are  pretty  long , it  is  perdition  of  their  child  to  deplore : 
thought  proper  to  abstract  them,  j and  that,  in  short,  when  my  story 
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comes  to  be  fully  known,  they  will 
have  the  comfort  to  find , that  my 
sufferings  redound  more  to  my 
honour  than  to  my  disgrace. 

“These  considerations  will,  1 
hope,  make  their  temporary  loss 
of  but  one  child  out  of  three  (un- 
happily circumstanced  too  as  she 
was)  matter  of  greater  consolation 
than  affliction.  And  the  rather, 
as  we  may  hope  for  a happy 
meeting  once  more,  never  to  be 
separated  either  by  time  or  offen- 
ces.” 

She  concludes  the  letter  with 
an  address  to  her  cousin  Dolly 
Hervey,  whom  she  calls  her  ami- 
able cousin;  and  thankfully  re- 
members for  the  part  she  took  in 
her  afflictions.  — “0  my  dear 
cousin,  let  your  worthy  heart  be 
guarded  against  those  delusions, 
which  have  been  fatal  to  my 
worldly  happiness ! — That  pity, 
which  you  bestowed  upon  me , de- 
monstrates a gentleness  of  nature, 
which  may  possibly  subject  you 
to  misfortunes,  if  your  eye  be 
permitted  to  mislead  your  judg- 
ment. — But  a strict  observance 
of  your  filial  duty,  my  dearest 
cousin,  and  the  precepts  of  so 
prudent  a mother  as  you  have  the 
happiness  to  have  (enforced  by 
so  sad  an  example  in  your  own 
family  as  I have  set)  will,  I make 
no  doubt,  with  the  divine  assist- 
ance, be  your  guard  and  se- 
curity.” 

The  posthumous  letter  to  Miss 
Howe  is  extremely  tender  and  af- 
fectionate. She  pathetically  calls 
upon  her,  “to  rejoice  that  all  her 
Clarissa’s  troubles  are  now  at  an 

Clarissa.  IV. 


end ; that  the  state  of  temptation 
and  trial,  of  doubt  and  uncer- 
tainty, is  now  over  with  her;  and 
that  she  has  happily  escaped  the 
snares  that  were  laid  for  her  soul : 
the  rather  to  rejoice,  as  that  her 
misfortunes  were  of  such  a nature, 

I that  it  was  impossible  that  she 
could  be  tolerably  happy  in  this 

She  “thankfully  acknowledges 
the  favours  she  had  received  from 
Mrs.  Howe  and  Mr.  Hickman; 
and  expresses  her  concern  for  the 
trouble  she  has  occasioned  to  the 
former,  as  well  as  to  her;  and 
prays , that  all  the  earthly  bless- 
ings they  used  to  wish  to  each 
other,  may  singly  devolve  upon 
her." 

She  beseeches  her,  “that  she 
will  not  suspend  the  day,  which 
shall  supply  to  herself  the  friend 
she  will  have  lost  in  her,  and  give 
to  herself  a still  nearer  and  dearer 
relation.” 

She  tells  her,  “that  her  choice 
(a  choice  made  with  the  approba- 
tion of  all  her  friends)  has  fallen 
upon  a sincere,  an  honest,  a vir- 
tuous , and , what  is  more  than  all, 
a pious  man ; a man,  who,  although 
he  admires  her  person,  is  still 
more  in  love  with  the  graces  of 
her  mind.  And  as  those  graces 
are  improveable  with  every  added 
year  of  life , which  will  impair  the 
transitory  ones  of  person , what  a 
firm  basis,  infers  she,  has  Mr. 
Hickman  chosen  to  build  his  love 
upon!” 

She  prays , “ that  God  will  bless 
them  together;  and  that  the  re- 
membrance of  her,  and  of  what 
21 
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she  has  suffered,  may  not  interrupt 
their  mutual  happiness;  she  de- 
sires them  to  think  of  nothing  but 
what  she  now  is;  and  that  a time 
will  come,  when  they  shall  meet 
again,  never  to  be  divided ! 

“ To  the  divine  protection, 
meantime,  she  commits  her;  and 
charges  her,  by  the  love  that  has 
always  subsisted  between  them, 
that  she  will  not  mourn  too  heavily 
for  her ; and  again  calls  upon  her, 
after  a gentle  tear , which  she  will 
allow  her  to  let  fall  in  memory  of 
their  uninterrupted  friendship , to 
rejoice  thatshe  is  so  earlyreleased ; 
and  that  she  is  purified  by  her  suf- 
ferings, and  is  made,  as  she  as- 
suredly trusts,  by  God’s  goodness, 
eternally  happy.” 

The  posthumous  letters  to  Mr. 
Lovelace  and  Mr.  Morden  will 
he  inserted  hereafter:  as  will  also 
the  substance  of  that  written  to 
Mrs.  Norton. 

LETTER  CXXXn. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace , Esq. 

Saturday  afternoon,  Sept.  9. 

I understand,  that  thou  breath- 
est  nothing  but  revenge  against 
me,  for  treating  thee  with  so  much 
freedom;  and  against  the  accursed 
woman  and  her  infernal  crew.  I 
am  not  at  all  concerned  for  thy 
menaces  against  myself.  It  is  my 
design  to  make  thee  feel.  It  gives 
me  pleasure  to  find  my  intentions 
answered.  And  I congratulate 
thee,  that  thou  hast  not  lost  that 
sense. 

As  to  the  cursed  crew,  well  do 


they  deserve  the  fire  here,  that 
thou  threatenest  them  with,  and 
the  fire  hereafter,  that  seems  to 
await  them.  But  I have  this  mo- 
ment received  news  which  will , in 
all  likelihood , save  thee  the  guilt 
of  punishing  the  old  wretch  for  her 
share  of  wickedness  as  thy  agent. 
But  if  that  happens  to  her  which 
is  likely  to  happen,  wilt  thou. not 
tremble  for  what  may  befal  the 
principal t 

Not  to  keep  thee  longer  in  sus- 
pense ; last  night,  it  seems , the  in- 
famous woman  got  so  heartily  in- 
toxicated with  her  beloved  liquor, 
arrack  punch,  at  the  expense  of 
Colonel  Salter,  that,  mistaking 
her  way,  she  fell  down  a pair  of 
stairs,  and  broke  her  leg:  and 
now,  after  a dreadful  night,  she 
lies  foaming,  raving,  roaring,  in  a 
burning  fever , that  wants  not  any 
other  fire  to  scorch  her  into  a feel- 
ing more  exquisite  and  durable 
than  any  thy  vengeance  could 
give  her. 

The  wretch  has  requested  me 
to  come  to  her:  and  lest  I should 
refuse  a common  messenger,  sent 
her  vile  associate,  Sally  Martin; 
who  not  finding  me  at  Soho , came 
hither;  another  part  of  her  busi- 
ness being  to  procure  the  divine 
lady’s  pardon  for  the  old  creature’s 
wickedness  to  her. 

This  devil  incarnate,  Sally, 
declares,  that  she  never  was  so 
shocked  in  h6r  life,  as  when  I told 
her  the  lady  was  dead. 

She  took  out  her  salts  to  keep 
her  from  fainting;  and  when  a 
little  recovered , she  accused  her- 
self for  her  part  of  the  injuries  the 
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lady  bad  sustained;  as  she  said 
Polly  Horton  would  do  for  hers; 
and  shedding  tears,  declared,  that 
the  world  never  produced  such 
another  woman.  She  called  her 
the  ornament  and  glory  of  her 
sex;  acknowledged,  that  her  ruin 
was  owing  more  to  their  instigna - 
tions,  than  even  (savage  as  thou 
art)  to  thy  own  vileness;  since  thou 
wert  inclined  to  have  done  her 
justice  more  than  once,  had  they 
'not  kept  up  thy  profligate  spirit 
to  its  height. 

This  wretch  would  fain  have 
been  admitted  to  a sight  of  the 
corpse ; but  I refused  her  request 
with  execrations. 

She  could  forgive  herself,  she 
said,  for  every  thing  but  her  in- 
sults upon  the  admirable  lady  at 
Rowland’s:  since  all  the  rest  was 
but  in  pursuit  of  a livelihood , to 
which  she  had  been  reduced,  as 
she  boasted , from  better  expecta- 
tions, and  which  hundreds  follow 
as  well  as  she.  I did  not  ask  her, 
by  whom  reduced? 

At  going  away,  she  told  me, 
that  the  old  monster’s  bruises  are 
of  more  dangerous  consequence 
than  the  fracture:  that  a morti- 
fication is  apprehended : and  that 
the  vile  wretch  has  so  much  com- 
punction at  heart , on  recollecting 
her  treatment  of  Miss  Harlowe, 
and  is  so  much  set  upon  procuring 
her  forgiveness,  that  she  is  sure 
the  news  she  has  to  carry  her  will 
hasten  her  end. 

All  these  things  I leave  upon  thy 
reflection. 


LETTER  CXXXin. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Saturday,  night. 

Your  servant  gives  me  a dread- 
ful account  of  your  raving  un- 
manageableness.  I wonder  not 
at  it.  But  as  nothing  violent  is 
lasting,  1 dare  say,  that  your 
habitual  gaiety  of  heart  will 
quickly  get  the  better  of  your 
frenzy:  and  the  rather  do  I judge 
so , as  your  fits  are  of  the  raving 
kind,  (suitable  to  your  natural 
impetuosity)  and  not  of  that 
melancholy  species  which  seizes 
slower  souls. 

For  this  reason  I will  proceed  in 
writing  to  you,  that  my  narrative 
may  not  be  broken  by  your  dis- 
composure; and  that  the  contents 
of  it  may  find  you , and  help  you 
to  reflection,  when  you  shall  be 
restored. 

Harry  is  returned  from  carrying 
the  posthumous  letters  to  the  fa- 
mily , and  to  Miss  Howe;  and  that 
of  the  colonel,  which  acquaints 
James  Harlowe  with  his  sister’s 
death , and  with  her  desire  to  be 
interred  near  her  grandfather. 

Harry  was  not  admitted  into  the 
presence  of  any  of  the  family. 
They  were  all  assembled  together, 
it  seems,  at  Harlowe  Place,  on 
occasion  of  the  colonel’s  letter, 
which  informed  them  of  the  lady’s 
dangerous  way*;  and  were  com- 
forting themselves,  as  Harry  was 
told , with  hopes  that  Mr.  Morden 
had  made  the  worst  of  her  state, 
in  order  to  quicken  their  resolu- 
tions. 

• See  the  beginning  of  Letter  cxv. 

21* 
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It  is  easy  then  to  judge  what 
must  be  their  grief  and  surprise 
on  receiving  the  fatal  news  which 
the  letter  Harry  sent  in  to  them 
communicated. 

He  staid  there  long  enough  to 
find  the  whole  house  in  confusion ; 
the  servants  running  different 
ways;  lamenting  and  wringing 
their  hands  as  they  ran;  the  female 
servants  particularly ; as  if  some- 
body (poor  Mrs.  Harlowe,  no 
doubt , and  perhaps  Mrs.  Hervey 
too]  were  in  fits. 

Every  one  was  in  such  disorder, 
that  he  could  get  no  commands, 
nor  obtain  any  notice  of  himself. 
The  servants  seemed  more  inclined 
to  execrate  than  welcome  him  — 
0 master!  0 young  man!  cried 
three  or  four  together,  what  dis- 
mal tidings  have  you  brought! 
They  helped  him , at  the  very  first 
word,  to  his  horse;  which  with 
reat  civility  they  had  put  up  on 
is  arrival : and  he  went  to  an  inn ; 
and  pursued  on  foot  his  way  to 
Mrs.  Norton’s;  and  finding  her 
come  to  town,  left  the  letter  he 
carried  down  for  her  with  her  son 
(a  fine  youth);  who,  when  he 
heard  the  fatal  news,  burst  out 
into  a flood  of  tears — first  lament- 
ing the  lady’s  death,  and  then 
crying  out,  what,  what,  would 
become  of  his  poor  mother!  — 
How  would  she  support  herself, 
when  she  should  find,  on  her  ar- 
rival in  town , that  the  dear  lady, 
who  was  so  deservedly  the  darling 
of  her  heart , was  no  more ! 

He  proceeded  to  Miss  Howe’s 
with  the  letter  for  her.  That  lady, 
he  was  told , had  just  given  orders 


for  a young  man,  a tenant’s  son, 
to  post  to  London,  to  bring  her 
news  of  her  dear  friend’s  con- 
dition, and  whether  she  should 
herself  be  encouraged , by  an  ac- 
count of  her  being  still  alive , to 
make  her  a visit;  everything  being 
ordered  to  be  in  readiness  for  her 
going  up , on  his  return  with  the 
news  she  wished  and  prayed  for 
with  the  utmost  impatience.  And 
Harry  was  just  in  time , to  prevent 
the  man’s  setting  out. 

He  had  the  precaution  to  desire 
to  speak  with  Miss  Howe’s  woman 
or  maid , and  communicated  to 
her  the  fatal  tidings,  that  she 
might  break  them  to  her  young 
lady.  The  maid  herself  was  so 
affected,  that  her  old  lady  (who, 
Harry  said,  seemed  to  be  every 
where  at  once ) came  to  see  what 
ailed  her;  and  was  herself  so 
struck  with  the  communication, 
that  she  was  forced  to  sit  down  in 
a chair:  O the  sweet  creature! 
said  she  — and  is  it  come  to  this! 
— 0 my  poor  Nancy ! — How  shall 
I be  able  to  break  the  matter  to  my 
Nancy! 

Mr.  Hickman  was  in  the  house 
He  hastened  in  to  comfort  the  old 
lady  — but  he  could  not  restrain 
his  own  tears.  He  feared,  h( 
said,  when  he  was  last  in  town 
that  this  sad  event  would  soot 
happen:  but  little  thought  itwoulc 
be  so  very  soon!  — out  she  is 
happy , I am  sure , said  the  gooc 
gentleman. 

Mrs.  Howe,  when  a little  re 
covered,  went  up,  in  order  t< 
break  the  news  to  her  daughter 
She  took  the  letter,  and  her  salt 
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in  her  hand.  And  they  had  oc- 
casion for  the  latter;  for  the 
housekeeper  soon  came  hurrying 
down  into  the  kitchen,  her  face 
overspread  with  tears — her  young 
mistress  had  fainted  away,  she 
said  — nor  did  she  wonder  at  it  — 
never  did  there  live  a lady  more 
deserving  of  general  admiration 
and  lamentation,  than  Miss  Cla- 
rissa Harlowe!  and  never  was 
there  a stronger  friendship  dis- 
solved by  death  than  between  her 
young  lady  and  her. 

She  hurried  with  a lighted  wax 
candle , and  with  feathers,  to  burn 
under  the  nose  of  her  young  mis- 
tress; which  shewed  that  she  con- 
tinued in  fits. 

Mr.  Hickman  afterwards,  \yith 
his  usual  humanity , directed  that 
Harry  should  be  taken  care  of  all 
night;  it  being  then  the  close  of 
the  day.  He  asked  him  after  my 
health.  He  expressed  himself  ex- 
cessively afflicted , as  well  for  the 
death  of  the  most  excellent  of  wo- 
men, as  for  the  just  grief  of  the 
lady,  whom  he  so  passionately 
loves.  But  he  called  the  departed 
lady  an  angel  of  light.  We 
dreaded,  said  he,  (telly  our  mas- 
ter) to  read  the  letter  sent  — but 
we  needed  not  — ’tis  a blessed 
letter— written  by  a blessed  hand ! 
But  the  consolation  she  aims  to 
give , will  for  the  present  heighten 
the  sense  we  all  shall  have  of  the 
loss  of  so  excellent  a creature! 
Tell  Mr.  Belford,  that  I thank 
God,  I am  not  the  man  who  had 
the  unmerited  honour  to  call  him- 
self her  brother. 

I know  how  terribly  this  great 


catastrophe  (as  I may  call  it,  since 
so  many  persons  are  interested  in 
it)  affects  thee.  I should  have  been 
glad  to  have  had  particulars  of 
the  distress  which  the  first  com- 
munication of  it  must  have  given 
to  the  Harlowes.  Yet  who  but 
must  pity  the  unhappy  mother? 

The  answer  which  James  Har- 
lowe returned  to  Colonel  Morden’s 
letter  of  notification  of  his  sister’s 
death,  and  to  her  request  as  to 
her  interment,  will  give  a faint 
idea  of  what  their  concern  must 
be.  — Here  follows  a copy  of  it. 

TO  WILLIAM  MORDEN,  ESQ. 
dear  cousin,  Saturday,  Sept.  9. 

I cannot  find  words  to  express 
what  we  all  suffer  on  the  most 
mournful  news  that  ever  was  com- 
municated to  us. 

My  sister  Arabella  (but,  alas! 

I have  now  no  other  sister)  was 
preparing  to  follow  Mrs.  Norton 
up;  and  I had  resolved  to  escort 
her,  and  to  have  looked  in  upon 
the  dear  creature. 

God  be  merciful  to  us  all ! To 
what  purpose  did  the  doctor  write, 
if  she  was  so  near  her  end?  — 
Why,  as  every  body  says,  did 
he  not  send  sooner?  — or  why, 
at  all? 

The  most  admirable  young  crea- 
ture that  ever  swerved ! — Not  one 
friend  to  be  with  her!  — Alas! 
sir,  I fear  my  mother  will  never 

get  over  this  shock.  — She  has 
een  in  hourly  fits  ever  since  she 
received  the  fatal  news.  My  poor 
father  has  the  gout  thrown  into 
his  stomach;  and  Heaven  knows 
— 0 cousin , 0 sir ! — I meant  no- 
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thing  but  the  honour  of  the  fa- 
mily! yet  have  I all  the  weight 
thrown  upon  me  — [0  this  cursed 
Lovelace!  may  I perish  if  he 
escape  the  deserved  vengeance!]* 

We  had  begun  to  please  our- 
selves that  we  should  soon  see  her 
here  — good  Heaven!  that  her 
next  entrance  into  this  house, 
after  she  abandoned  us  so  pre- 
cipitately , should  be  in  a coffin. 

We  can  have  nothing  to  do  with 
her  executor:  (another  strange 
step  of  the  dear  creature’s!)  he 
cannot  expect  we  will  — nor,  if  he 
be  a gentleman,  will  he  think  ot 
acting.  Do  you  therefore  be 
pleased,  sir,  to  order  the  under- 
taker to  convey  the  body  down  to 
us.  My  mother  says,  she  shall 
be  for  ever  unhappy , if  she  may 
not  in  death  see  the  dear  creature 
whom  she  could  not  see  in  life : be 
so  kind  therefore  as  to  direct  the 
lid  to  be  only  half-screwed  down 
— that  (if  my  poor  mother  cannot 
be  prevailed  upon  to  dispense  with 
so  shocking  a spectacle)  she  may 
be  obliged  — she  was  the  darling 
of  her  heart! 

If  we  know  her  will  in  relation 
to  the  funeral , it  shall  be  punctu- 
ally complied  with : as  shall  every 
thing  in  it  that  is  fit  or  reasonable 
to  be  performed ; and  this  without 
the  intervention  of  strangers. 

Will  you  not,  dear  sir,  favour 
us  with  your  presence  at  this  mel- 
ancholy time?  Pray  do!  — and 
pity  and  excuse , with  the  genero- 
sity which  is  natural  to  the  brave 

• The  -words  thus  inclosed  [ ] were 
omitted  in  the  transcript  to  Mr.  Love- 
lace. 


and  the  wise,  what  passed  at  our 
last  meeting.  Every  one’s  respects 
attend  you.  And  I am , sir. 

Your  inexpressibly  afflicted 
cousin  and  servant, 

Ja.  HARLowe,  Jun. 

Every  thing  thafs  fit  or  reasonable 
to  be  performed!  [repeated  I to 
the  colonel  from  the  above  letter 
on  his  reading  it  to  me:]  that  is 
every  thing  which  she  has  directed, 
that  can  be  performed.  I hope, 
colonel,  that  I shall  have  no  con- 
tention with  them.  I wish  no  more 
for  their  acquaintance  than  they 
do  for  mine.  But  you , sir , must 
be  the  mediator  between  them 
and  me;  for  I shall  insist  upon  a 
literal  performance  in  every  ar- 
ticle. 

The  colonel  was  so  kind  as  to 
declare  that  he  would  support  me 
in  my  resolution. 

LETTER  CXXXIV. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Sunday  morn,  eight  o’clock,  Sept.  10. 

I staid  at  Smith’s  till  I saw  the 
last  of  all  that  is  mortal  of  the 
divine  lady. 

As  she  had  directed  rings  by  her 
will  to  several  persons,  with  her 
hair  to  be  set  in  crystal,  the  af- 
flicted Mrs.  Norton  cut  off,  before 
the  coffin  was  closed , four  charm- 
ing ringlets;  one  of  which  the 
colonel  took  for  a locket;  which, 
he  says,  he  will  cause  to  be  made, 
and  wear  next  his  heart  in  memory 
of  his  beloved  cousin. 

Between  four  and  five  in  the 
morning , the  corpse  was  put  into 
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the  hearse ; the  coffin  before  being 
filled,  as  intended,  with  flowers 
and  aromatic  herbs,  and  proper 
care  taken  to  prevent  the  corpse 
suffering  (to  the  eye)  from  the 
jolting  of  the  hearse. 

Poor  Mrs.  Norton  is  extremely 
ill.  I gave  particular  directions 
to  Mrs.  Smith  s maid  (whom  I have 
ordered  to  attend  the  good  woman 
in  a mourning  chariot)  to  take 
care  of  her.  The  colonel,  who 
rides  with  his  servants  within  view 
of  the  hearse,  says,  that  he  will 
see  my  orders  in  relation  to  her 
enforced. 

When  the  hearse  moved  off, 
and  was  out  of  sight,  I locked  up 
the  lady’s  chamber,  into  which  all 
that  had  belonged  to  her  was  re- 
moved. 

I expect  to  hear  from  the  colonel 
as  soon  as  he  is  got  down,  by  a 
servant  of  his  own. 

LETTER  CXXXV. 

Mr.  Mowbray  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Uxbridge,  Sunday  morn,  nine  o'clock. 

DEAR  JACK, 

I send  you  inclosed  a letter  from 
Mr.  Lovelace;  which,  though 
written  in  the  cursed  algebra,  1 
know  to  be  such  a one  as  will  shew 
what  a queer  way  he  is  in ; for  he 
read  it  to  us  with  the  air  of  a tra- 
gedian. You  will  see  by  it  what 
the  mad  fellow  had  intended  to 
do,  if  we  had  not  all  of  us  inter- 
posed. He  was  actually  setting 
out  with  a surgeon  of  this  place, 
to  have  the  lady  opened  and  em- 
balmed. — Rot  me,  if  it  be  not  my 
full  persuasion,  that  if  he  had,  her 
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heart  would  have  been  found  to 
be  either  iron  or  marble. 

We  have  got  Lord  M.  to  him. 
His  lordship  is  also  much  afflicted 
at  the  lady’s  death.  His  sisters 
and  nieces,  he  says,  will  be  ready 
to  break  their  hearts.  What  a 
rout’s  here  about  a woman ! For 
after  all,  she  was  no  more. 

We  have  taken  a pailful  of  black 
bull’s  blood  from  him;  and  this 
has  lowered  him  a little.  But  he 
threatens  Colonel  Morden,  he 
threatens  you  for  your  cursed  re- 
flections, [cursed  reflections  in- 
deed, Jack!]  and  curses  all  the 
world  and  himself,  still. 

Last  night  his  mourning  (which 
is  full  as  deep  as  for  a wife)  was 
brought  home,  and  his  fellows’ 
mourning  too.  And,  though  eight 
o’clock,  he  would  put  it  on,  and 
make  them  attend  him  in  theirs. 

Every  body  blames  him  on  the 
lady’s  account.  But  I see  not  for 
why.  She  was  a vixen  in  her  vir- 
tue. What  a pretty  fellow  she 
has  ruined  — hay,  Jack ! — And 
her  relations  are  ten  times  more 
to  blame  than  he.  I will  prove 
this  to  the  teeth  of  them  all.  If 
they  could  use  her  ill,  why  should 
they  expect  him  to  use  her  well? 
— You  or  I,  or  Tourville,  in  his 
shoes,  would  have  done  as  he  has 
done.  Are  not  all  the  girls  fore- 
warned? — Has  he  done  by  her  as 
that  caitiff  Miles  did  to  the 
farmer’s  daughter,  whom  he 
tricked  up  to  town  (a  pretty  girl 
also,  just  such  anotner  as  Bod’s 
Rosebud !)  under  a notion  of  wait- 
ing on  a ladv?  — Drilled  her  on, 
pretending  the  lady  was  abroad. 
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Drank  her  light-hearted;  then 
carried  her  to  a play;  then  it 
was  too  late  you  know,  to  see 
the  pretended  lady:  then  to  a 
bagnio:  ruined  her,  as  they  call 
it,  and  all  the  same  day.  Kept 
heron  (an  ugly  dog,  too!)  a fort- 
night or  three  weeks;  then  left 
her  to  the  mercy  of  the  people  of 
the  bagnio,  (never  paying  for  any 
thing)  who  stript  her  or  all  her 
clothes,  and  because  she  would 
not  take  on,  threw  her  into  prison ; 
where  she  died  in  want  and  in 
despair!  — A true  story,  thou 
knowest,  Jack.  — This  fellow  de- 
served to  be  d— n’d.  But  has  our 
Bob  been  such  a villain  as  this?— 
And  would  he  not  have  married 
this  flinty-hearted  lady?  — So  he 
is  justified  very  evidently. 

Why  then  should  such  cursed 
qualms  take  him? — Who  would 
have  thought  he  had  been  such 
poor  blood ? Now  [rot  the  puppy !] 
to  see  him  sit  silent  in  a corner, 
when  he  has  tired  himself  with  his 
mock  majesty,  and  with  his  argu- 
mentation (who  so  fond  of  arguing 
as  he?)  and  teaching  his  shadow 
to  make  mouths  against  the  wain- 
scot — the  devil  fetch  me,  if  I 
have  patience  with  him! 

But  he  has  had  no  rest  for  these 
ten  days:  that’s  the  thing!  — You 
must  write  to  him;  and  pr’ythee 
coax  him,  Jack,  and  send  him 
what  he  writes  for,  and  give  him 
all  his  way : there  will  be  no  bear- 
ing him  else.  And  get  the  lady 
buried  as  fast  as  you  can;  and 
don’t  let  him  know  where. 

This  letter  should  have  gone 
yesterday.  We  told  him  it  did. 


But  were  in  hopes  he  would  not 
have  inquired  after  it  again.  But 
he  raves,  as  he  has  not  any 
answer. 

What  he  vouchsafed  to  read  of 
other  of  your  letters  has  given  my 
lord  such  a curiosity,  as  makes 
him  desire  you  to  continue  your 
accounts.  Pray  do:  but  cot  in 

Jrour  hellish  Arabic;  and  we  will 
et  the  poor  fellow  only  into  what 
we  think  fitting  for  his  present 
way. 

I live  a cursed  dull  poking  life 
here.  With  what  I so  lately  saw 
of  poor  Belton,  and  what  I now 
see  of  this  charming  fellow,  I shall 
be  as  crazy  as  he  soon,  or  as  dull 
as  thou,  Jack;  so  must  seek  for 
better  company  in  town  than 
either  of  you.  I have  been  forced 
to  read  sometimes  to  divert  me ; 
and  you  know  I hate  reading.  It 
presently  sets  me  into  a fit  of 
drowsiness ; and  then  I yawn  and 
stretch  like  a devil. 

Yet,  in  Dryden’s  Palemon  and 
Arcite,  have  I just  now  met  with  a 
passage,  that  has  in  it  much  of 
our  Bob’s  case.  These  are  some 
of  the  lines. 

Mr.  Mowbray  then  recites  some 
lines  from  that  poem,  descr  ibing 
a distracted  man , and  runs  the 
parallel;  and  then  priding  him- 
self in  his  performance,  says , 

Let  me  tell  you,  that  had  I be- 

Ein  to  write  as  early  as  you  and 
ovelace,  I might  have  cut  as 
good  a figure  as  either  of  you. 
Why  not?  But,  boy  or  man,  I 
ever  hated  a book.  ’Tis  a folly  to 
lie.  I loved  action , my  boy.  I 
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hated  droning;  and  have  led  in 
former  days  more  boys  from  their 
book,  than  ever  my  master  made 
to  profit  by  it.  Kicking  and  cuff- 
ing, and  orchard-robbing,  were 
my  early  glory. 

But  I am  tired  of  writing.  1 
never  wrote  such  a long  letter  in 
my  life.  My  wrists  and  my  fingers 
and  thumb  ache  d — nably.  The 
pen  is  an  hundred  weight  at  least. 
And  my  eyes  are  ready  to  drop 
out  of  my  head  upon  the  pa^er  — 
The  cramp  but  this  minute  in  my 
fingers.  Rot  the  goose  and  the 
goosequill!  I will  write  no  more 
long  letters  for  a twelvemonth  to 
come.  Yet  one  word:  we  think 
the  mad  fellow  coming  to.  Adieu. 

LETTER  CXXXVT. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

jack,  Uxbridge,  Sat.  Sept.  9. 

I think  it  absolutely  right  that 
my  ever  dear  and  beloved  lady 
should  be  opened  and  embalmed 
It  must  be  done  out  of  hand  — 
this  very  afternoon.  Your  ac- 
quaintance Tomkins,  and  old  An- 
derson of  this  place,  whom  I will 
bring  with  me,  shall  be  the  sur- 
geons. I have  talked  to  the  latter 
about  it. 

I will  see  every  thing  done  with 
that  decorum  which  the  case,  and 
the  sacred  person  of  my  beloved, 
require. 

Every  thing  that  can  be  done  to 
preserve  the  charmer  from  decay, 
shall  also  be  done.  And  when  she 
will  descend  to  her  original  dust, 
or  cannot  be  kept  longer,  I will 
then  have  her  laid  in  my  family 


vault,  between  my  own  father  and 
mother.  Myself,  as  I am  in  my 
soul,  so  in  person , chief  mourner. 
But  her  heart , to  which  1 have 
such  unquestionable  pretensions, 
in  which  I had  once  so  large  a 
share,  and  which  I will  prize  a- 
bove  my  own,  I will  have.  I will 
keep  it  in  spirits.  It  shall  never  be 
out  of  my  sight.  And  all  the 
charges  of  sepulture  too  shall  be 
mine. 

Surely  nobody  will  dispute  my 
right  to  her.  Whose  was  she 
living?  whose  is  she  dead,  but 
mine?  — Her  cursed  parents, 
whose  barbarity  to  her,  no  doubt, 
was  the  true  cause  of  her  death, 
have  long  since  renounced  her. 
She  left  them  for  me.  She  chose 
me,  therefore : and  I was  her  hus- 
band. What  though  I treated 
her  like  a villain?  Do  I not  pay 
for  it  now?  Would  she  not  have 
been  mine  had  I not?  Nobody  will 
dispute  but  she  would.  And  has 
she  not  forgiven  me?  — I am  then 
in  statu  quo  prius  with  her  — am  I 
not? — as  if  I had  never  offended? 
Whose  then  can  she  be  but  mine  ? 

I will  free  you  from  your  execu- 
torship, and  all  your  cares. 

Take  notice,  Belford,  that  I do 
hereby  actually  discharge  you 
and  every  body,  from  all  cares 
and  troubles  relating  to  her.  And 
as  to  her  last  testament,  I will 
execute  it  myself. 

There  were  no  articles  between 
us,  no  settlements ; and  she  is 
mine,  as  you  see  I have  proved  to 
a demonstration;  nor  could  she 
dispose  of  herself  but  as  I pleased. 
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D — nation  seize  me  then  if  I make 
not  good  my  right  against  all  op- 
posers  ! 

Her  bowels,  if  her  friends  are 
very  solicitous  about  them,  and 
very  humble  and  sorrowful  (and 
none  have  they  of  their  own)  shall 
be  sent  down  to  them  — to  be  laid 
with  her  ancestors  — unless  she 
has  ordered  otherwise.  For,  ex- 
cept that  she  shall  not  be  com- 
mitted to  the  unworthy  earth  so 
long  as  she  can  be  kept  out  of  it, 
her  will  shall  be  performed  in 
every  thing. 

I send  in  the  meantime  for  a 
lock  of  hair. 

I charge  you  stir  not  in  any  part 
of  her  will,  but  by  my  express  di- 
rection. I will  order  every  thing 
myself.  For  am  I not  her  hus- 
band? And  being  forgiven  by 
her,  am  I not  the  chosen  of  her 
heart?  What  else  signifies  her 
forgiveness? 

The  two  insufferable  wretches 
you  have  sent  me  plague  me  to 
death,  and  would  treat  me  like  a 
babe  in  strings.  D — n the  fellows, 
what  can  they  mean  by  it?  Yet 
that  crippled  monkey  Doleman 
joins  with  them.  And,  as  I hear 
them  whisper,  they  have  sent  for 
Lord  M.  — To  control  me,  I sup- 
pose. 

What  can  they  mean  by  this 
usage?  Sure  all  the  world  is  run 
inad  but  myself.  They  treat  me  as 
they  ought  every  one  of  themselves 
to  be  treated.  The  whole  world  is 
but  one  great  bedlam.  God  con- 
found it,  and  every  thing  in  it, 
since  now  my  beloved  Clarissa 
Lovelace  — no  more  Harlowe  — 


curse  upon  that  name,  and  every 
one  called  by  it ! 

Wrhat  I write  to  you  for  is, 

1.  To  forbid  you  intermeddling 
with  any  thing  relating  to  her.  To 
forbid  Morden  intermeddling  also. 
If  I remember  right,  he  has  threat- 
ened me,  and  cursed  me,  and 
used  me  ill  — and  let  him  begone 
from  her,  if  he  would  avoid  my  re- 
sentments. 

2.  To  send  me  a lock  of  her  hair 
instantly  by  the  bearer. 

3.  To  engage  Tomkins  to  have 
every  thing  ready  for  the  opening 
and  embalming.  I shall  bring  An- 
derson with  me. 

4.  To  get  her  will  and  every- 
thing ready  for  my  perusal  and 
consideration. 

I will  have  possession  of  her 
dear  heart  this  very  night;  and  let 
Tomkins  provide  a proper  recept- 
acle and  spirits , till  I can  get  & 
golden  one  made  for  it. 

I will  take  her  papers.  And,  as 
no  one  can  do  her  memory  justice 
equal  to  myself,  I will  not  spare 
myself.  Who  can  better  shew  the 
world  what  she  was,  and  what  a 
villain  he  that  could  use  her  ill? 
And  the  world  shall  also  see,  what 
implacable  and  unworthy  parents 
she  had. 

All  shall  be  set  forth  in  words 
at  length.  No  mincing  of  the 
matter.  Names  undisguised  as 
well  as  facts.  For  as  I snail  make 
the  worst  figure  in  it  myself,  and 
have  a right  ,to  treat  myself  as 
nobody  else  shall;  who  will  con- 
trol me?  who  dare  call  me  to  ac- 
count? 

Let  me  know  if  the  d — n’d  mo- 
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therbe  yet  the  subject  of  the  de- 
vil’s own  vengeance  — if  the  old 
wretch  be  dead  or  alive?  Some 
exemplary  mischief  I must  yet  do. 
My  revenge  shall  sweep  away  that 
devil,  and  all  my  opposers  of  the 
cruel  Harlowe  family,  from  the 
face  of  the  earth.  Whole  heca- 
tombs ought  to  be  offered  up  to 
the  manes  of  my  Clarissa  Love- 
lace. 

Although  her  will  may  in  some 
respects  cross  mine , yet  I expect 
to  be  observed.  1 will  be  the  inter- 
preter of  hers. 

Next  to  mine , hers  shall  be  ob- 
served; for  she  is  my  wife;  and 
shall  be  to  all  eternity.  I will 
never  have  another. 

Adieu,  Jack,  I am  preparing  to 
be  with  you.  I charge  you,  as  you 
value  my  life  or  your  own , do  not 
oppose  me  in  anything  relating  to 
my  Clarissa  Lovelace. 

My  temper  is  entirely  altered.  I 
know  not  what  it  is  to  laugh,  or 
smile,  or  be  pleasant.  I am  grown 
choleric  and  impatient,  and  will 
not  be  controlled. 

I write  this  in  characters  as  I 
used  to  do,  that  nobody  but  you 
should  know  what  I write.  For 
never  was  any  man  plagued  with 
impertinents,  as  I am. 

R.  Lovelace. 

In  a separate  paper  inclosed  in  the 
above. 

Let  me  tell  thee,  in  characters 
still,  that  I am  in  a dreadful  way 
just  now.  My  brain  is  all  boiling 
like  a cauldron  over  a fiery  fur- 
nace. What  a devil  is  the  matter 
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with  me,  I wonder!  I never  was 
so  strange  in  my  life. 

In  truth,  Jack,  I have  been  a 
most  execrable  villain.  And  when 
l consider  all  my  actions  to  this 
angel  of  a woman,  and  in  her  the 
piety,  the  charity,  the  wit,  the 
beauty,  I have  helped  to  destroy, 
and  the  good  to  the  world  I have 
thereby  been  a means  of  frustrat- 
ing, 1 can  pronounce  d — nation 
upon  myself.  How  then  can  I ex- 
pect mercy  any  where  else ! 

I believe  I shall  have  no  pa- 
tience with  you  when  I see  you. 
Your  d — ned  stings  and  reflec- 
tions have  almost  turned  my 
brain. 

But  here  Lord  M.  they  tell  me, 
is  come ! D — n him,  and  those  who 
sent  for  him ! 

I know  not  what  I have  written. 
But  her  dear  heart  aud  a lock  of 
her  hair  I will  have,  let  who  will 
be  the  gainsay ers ! For  is  she  not 
mine?  Whose  else  can  she  be? 
She  has  no  father  nor  mother , no 
sister, no  brother;  no  relations  but 
me.  And  my  beloved  is  mine;  and 
I am  hers:  and  that’s  enough.  — 
But  oh ! 

She’s  out!  The  damp  of  death  has 
quench’d  her  quite! 

Those  spicy  doors,  her  lips,  are  shut, 
close  lock’d. 

Which  never  gale  of  life  shall  open  more! 

And  is  it  so  ? Is  it  indeed  so  ? — 
Good  God ! — Good  God ! — But 
they  will  not  let  me  write  on.  I 
must  go  down  to  this  officious 

Eeer  — who  the  devil  sent  for 
im? 
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LETTER  CXXXVII. 

Mr.  Bolford  to  Richard  Mowbray,  Esq. 

Sunday,  Sept.  10,  four  in  the  afternoon. 

I have  yours,  with  our  unhappy 
friend’s  inclosed.  I am  glad  my 
lord  is  with  him.  As  I presume 
that  his  phrensy  will  be  but  of 
short  continuance,  I most  earnest- 
ly wish,  that  on  his  recovery  he 
could  be  prevailed  upon  to  go 
abroad.  Mr.  Morden , who  is  in- 
consolable, has  seen  by  the  will 
(as  indeed  he  suspected  before  he 
read  it)  that  the  case  was  more 
than  a common  seduction;  and 
has  dropt  hints  already,  that  he 
looks  upon  himself,  on  that  ac- 
count, as  freed  from  his  promises 
made  to  the  dying  lady,  which 
were , that  he  would  not  seek  to 
avenge  her  death. 

You  must  make  the  recovery  of 
his  health  the  motive  for  urging 
him  onthis  head;  for,  if  you  hint 
at  his  own  safety,  he  will  not  stir, 
but  rather  seek  the  colonel. 

As  to  the  lock  of  hair,  you  may 
easily  pacify  him  (as  you  once 
saw  the  angel)  with  hair  near  the 
colour , if  he  be  intent  upon  it. 

At  my  lord’s  desire  I will  write 
on,  and  in  my  common  hand ; that 
you  may  judge  what  is , and  what 
is  not,  fit  to  be  read  to  Mr.  Love- 
lace at  present.  But  as  1 shall  not 
forbear  reflections  as  I go  along, 
in  hopes  to  reach  his  heart  on  hxs 
recovery,  I think  it  best  to  direct 
myself  to  him  still;  and  that  as  if: 
he  were  not  disordered. 

As  I shall  not  have  leisure  to 
take  copies,  and  yet  am  willing  to  j 
have  the  whole  subject  before  me, J 


for  my  own  future  contemplation ; 
1 must  insist  upon  a return  of  my 
letters  some  time  hence.  Mr.  Love- 
lace knows  that  this  is  one  of  my 
conditions ; and  has  hitherto  com- 
plied with  it. 

Thy  letter,  Mowbray,  is  an  in- 
imitable performance.  Thou  art  a 
strange  impenetrable  creature. 
But  let  me  most  earnestly  conjure 
thee , and  the  idle  flutterer  Tour- 
ville , from  what  you  have  seen  of 
poor  Belton’s  exit;  from  our  friend 
Lovelace’s  phrensy,  and  the  oc- 
casion of  it;  and  from  the  terrible 
condition  in  which  the  wretch  Sin- 
clair lies;  to  set  about  an  im- 
mediate change  of  life  and  man- 
ners. For  my  own  part,  I am  de- 
termined, be  your  resolutions 
what  they  may,  to  take  the  advice 
I give. 

As  witness, 

J.  Belfobd. 

LETTER  CXXXVHI. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

0 Lovelace  , I have  a scene  to 
paint  in  relation  to  the  wretched 
Sinclair,  that,  if  I do  it  justice, 
will  make  thee  seriously  ponder 
and  reflect,  or  nothing  can.  I will 
lead  to  it  in  order;  and  that  in 
my  usual  hand,  that  thy  compeers 
may  be  able  to  read  it  as  well  as 
thyself. 

When  I had  written  the  preced- 
ing letter;  not  knowing  what  to 
do  with  myself;  recollecting  and 
in  vain  wishing  for  that  delight- 
ful and  improving  conversation, 
which  I had  now  for  ever  lost;  I 
thought  I had  as  good  begin  the 
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task,  which  I had  for  some  time 
past  resolved  to  begin  ; that  is  to 
say,  to  go  to  church  ; and  see  if  I 
could  not  reap  some  benefit  from 
what  I should  hear  there.  Ac- 
cordingly I determined  to  go  to 
hear  the  celebrated  preacher  at 
St.  James’s  Church.  But,  as  if  the 
devil  (for  so  I was  then  ready  to 
conclude)  thought  himself  con- 
cerned to  prevent  my  intention,  a 
visit  was  made  me,  just  as  I was 
dressed,  which  took  me  off  from 
my  purpose. 

From  whom  should  this  visit  be, 
but  from  Sally  Martin,  accom- 
panied by  Mrs.  Carter,  the  sister 
of  the  infamous  Sinclair ! the  same, 
I suppose  I need  not  tell  you,  who 
keeps  the  Bagnio  near  Blooms- 
bury. 

They  told  me  that  the  surgeon, 
apothecary,  and  physician,  had  all 
given  the  wretcned  woman  over; 
but  that  she  said , she  could  not 
die,  nor  be  at  rest,  till  she  saw  me : 
and  they  besought  me  to  accom- 
pany them  in  the  coach  they  came 
in,  if  I had  one  spark  of  charity,  of 
Christian  charity,  as  they  called 
it,  left. 

I was  very  loth  to  be  diverted 
from  my  purpose  by  a request  so 
unwelcome,  and  from  people  so 
abhorred;  but  at  last  went,  and 
we  got  thither  by  ten,  where  a 
scene  so  shocking  presented  itself 
tome,  that  the  death  of  poor  de- 
sponding Belton  is  not,  I think,  to 
be  compared  with  it. 

The  old  wretch  had  once  put 
her  leg  out  by  her  rage  and 
violence,  and  had  been  crying, 
scolding,  cursing,  ever  since  the 


preceding  evening,  that  the  sur- 
geon had  told  her  it  was  impos- 
sible to  save  her ; and  that  a mor- 
tification had  begun  to  shew  it- 
self; insomuch  that,  purely  in 
compassion  to  their  own  ears , they 
had  been  forced  to  send  for  an- 
other surgeon,  purposely  to  tell 
her,  though  against  his  judgment, 
and  (being  a friend  of  the  other)  to 
seem  to  convince  him,  that  he  mis- 
took her  case;  and  that  if  she 
would  be  patient,  she  might  re- 
cover. But,  nevertheless,  her  ap- 
prehensions of  death,  and  her 
antipathy  to  the  thoughts  of  dy- 
ing, were  so  strong,  that  their  im- 
posture had  not  the  intended 
effect,  and  she  was  raving,  crying, 
cursing , and  even  howling , more 
like  a wolf  than  a human  creature, 
when  I came ; so  that  as  I went  up 
stairs,  I said,  Surely  this  noise, 
this  howling,  cannot  be  from  the 
unhappy  woman!  Sally  said  it 
was:  and  assured  me , that  it  was 
nothing  to  the  noise  she  had  made 
all  night;  and  stepping  into  her 
room  before  me,  Dear  Madam  Sin- 
clair, said  she,  forbear  this  noise ! 
It  is  more  like  that  of  a bull  than 
a woman ! — Here  comes  Mr.  Bel- 
ford;  and  you’ll  fright  him  away 
if  you  bellow  at  this  rate. 

There  were  no  less  than  eight 
of  her  cursed  daughters  surround- 
ing her  bed  when  I entered;  one 
of  her  partners,  Polly  Horton,  at 
their  head;  and  now  Sally,  her 
other  partner,  and  Madam  Carter, 
as  they  called  her  (for  they  are  all 
madams  with  one  another) , made 
the  number  ten:  all  in  shocking 
I dishabille,  and  without  stays,  ex- 
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cept  Sally,  Carter,  and  Polly, 
who,  not  daring  to  leave  her,  had 
not  been  in  bed  all  night. 

The  other  seven  seemed  to  have 
been  but  just  up,  risen  perhaps 
from  their  customers  in  the  fore- 
house, and  their  nocturnal  orgies, 
with  faces,  three  or  four  of  them, 
that  had  run,  the  paint  lying  in 
streaky  seams  not  half  blowz’d 
off,  discovering  coarse  wrinkled 
skins : the  hair  of  some  of  them  of 
divers  colours,  obliged  to  the 
black-lead  comb  where  black  was 
’affected;  the  artificial  jet,  how- 
ever, yielding  apace  to  the  natural 
brindle:  that  of  others  plastered 
with  oil  and  powder ; the  oil  pre- 
dominating: butevery  one’s  hang- 
ing about  her  ears  and  neck  m 
broken  curls,  or  ragged  ends ; and 
each  at  my  entrance  taken  with 
one  motion,  stroking  their  matted 
locks  with  both  hands  under  their 
coifs,  mobs,  or  pinners,  every  one 
of  which  was  awry.  They  were 
all  slip-shoed;  stockenless  some; 
only  under-petticoated  all;  their 
gowns,  made  to  cover  straddling 
hoops,  hanging  trollopy,  and  tan- 
glingabout  their  heels;  but  hastily 
wrapt  round  them,  as  soon  as  I 
came  up  stairs.  And  half  of  them 
(unpadded,  shoulder-bent,  pallid- 
lipt,  limber-jointed  wretches)  ap- 
pearing, from  a blooming  nine- 
teen or  twenty  perhaps  over-night, 
haggard,  well-worn  strumpets  of 
thirty  eight  or  forty. 

I am  the  more  particular  in 
describing  to  thee  the  appearance I 
these  creatures  made  in  my  eyes'] 
when  I came  into  the  room,  because 
I believe  thou  never  sawest  any  of , 


them,  much  less  a group  of  them, 
thus  unprepared  for  being  seen.  * 
1 , for  my  part , never  did  before ; 
nor  had  I now,  but  upon  this  oc- 
casion, been  thus  favoured.  If 
thou  hadst,  I believe  thou  would’st 
hate  a profligate  woman,  as  one 
of  Swift’s  Yahoos,  or  Yirgil’a 
obscene  Harpies,  squirting  tneir 
ordure  upon  the  Trojan  trenchers  ; 
since  the  persons  of  such  in  their 
retirements  are  as  filthy  as  their 
minds.  — Hate  them  as  much  as 
I do;  and  as  much  as  I admire, 
and  next  to  adore  a truly  virtuous 
and  elegant  woman:  for  to  me  it 
is  evident,  that  as  a neat  and 
clean  woman  must  be  an  angel  of 
a creature , so  a sluttish  one  is  the 
impurest  animal  in  nature.  But 
these  were  the  veterans,  the 
chosen  band;  for  now-and-then 
flitted  into  the  number,  of  half  a 
dozen  or  more,  by  turns,  sub- 
ordinate sinners,  under  graduates, 
younger  than  some  of  the  chosen 
phalanx,  but  not  less  obscene  in 
their  appearance,  though  indeed 
not  so  much  beholden  to  the 
plastering  fucus ; yet  unpropt  by 
stays,  squalid,  loose  in  attire, 
sluggish-haired,  under-petticoat- 
ed only  as  the  former,  eyes  half 
opened,  winking  and  pinking, 
mispatched,  yawning,  stretching, 
as  if  from  the  unworn-off  effects 
of  the  midnight  revel ; all  armed 
in  succession  with  supplies  of  cor- 
dials, (of  which  every  one  pre- 

* Whoever  has  seen  Dean  Swift’s 
i lady’s  dressing-room,  will  think  this 
] description  of  Mr.  Belford’s  not  only 
more  natural , but  more  decent  painting, 
as  well  as  better  justified  by  the  design, 
i and  by  the  use  that  may  be  made  of  it. 
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sent  was  either  taster  or  partaker) 
under  the  direction  of  the  busier 
Dorcas,  who  frequently  popped 
in,  to  see  her  slops  duly  given  and 
taken. 

But  when  I approached  the  old 
wretch,  what  a spectacle  presented 
itself  to  my  eyes! 

Her  misfortune  has  not  at  all 
sunk , but  rather,  as  1 thought,  in- 
creased her  flesh;  rage  and  vio- 
lence perhaps  swelling  her  mus- 
cular features.  Behold  her  then, 
spreading  the  whole  tumbled  bed 
with  her  huge  quaggy  carcase: 
her  mill-post  arms  neid  up;  her 
broad  hands  clenched  with  vio- 
lence ; her  big  eyes,  goggling  and 
flaming  red  as  we  may  suppose 
those  of  a salamander;  ner  matted 
griesly  hair,  made  irreverend  by 
ner  wickedness  (her  clouted  head- 
dress being  half  off,  spread  about 
her  fat  ears  and  brawny  neck); 
her  livid  lips  parched , and  work- 
ing violently;  her  broad  chin 
in  convulsive  motion;  her  wide 
mouth , by  reason  of  the  contrac- 
tion of  her  forehead  (which  seemed 
to  be  half  lost  in  its  own  frightful 
furrows)  splitting  her  face,  as  it 
were  into  two  parts;  and  her  huge 
tongue  hideously  rolling  in  it; 
heaving,  puffing  as  if  for  breath ; 
her  bellows-shaped  and  various 
coloured  breasts  ascending  by 
turns  to  her  chin , and  descending 
out  of  sight  with  the  violence  of 
her  gaspings. 

This  was  the  spectacle,  as  re- 
collection has  enabled  me  to  de- 
scribe it,  that  this  wretch  made  to 
my  eye,  when  I approached  her 
bed-side,  surrounded,  as  I said, 


by  her  suffragans  and  daughters, 
who  surveyed  her  with  scouliug 
frighted  attention,  which  one 
might  easily  see  had  more  in  it  of 
horror  and  self-concern  (andsef/- 
condemnation  too)  than  of  love  or 
pity;  as  who  should  say,  See! 
what  we  ourselves  must  one 
day  be ! 

As  soon  as  she  saw  me,  her  na- 
turally big  voice,  more  hoarsened 
by  her  ravings,  broke  upon  me: 
O,  Mr.  Belford!  0,  sir!  see  what 
I am  come  to!  — See  what  I am 
brought  to!  — To  have  such  a 
cursed  crew  about  me,  and  not 
one  of  them  to  take  care  of  me! 
But  to  let  me  tumble  down  stairs 
so  distant  from  the  room  I went 
from ! so  distant  from  the  room  I 
meant  to  go  to ! Cursed , cursed 
be  every  careless  devil!  — May 
this  or  worse  be  their  fate , every 
one  of  them ! 

And  then  she  cursed  and  swore 
most  vehemently , and  the  more, 
as  two  or  three  of  them  were  ex- 
cusing themselves  on  the  score  of 
their  being  at  that  time  as  unable 
to  help  themselves  as  she.  As 
soon  as  she  had  cleared  the  pas- 
sage of  her  throat  by  the  oaths 
and  curses  which  her  wild  im- 
patience had  made  her  utter,  she 
began  in  a more  hollow  and 
whiuing  strain  to  bemoan  herself, 
And  here,  said  she  — Heaven 
grant  me  patience!  [clenching 
and  unclenching  her  hands]  am  I 
to  die  thus  miserably!  — of  a 
broken  leg  in  my  old  age!  — 
sbatched-  away  by  means  of  my 
own  intemperance!  Self-do!  Self- 
undone  ! — No  time  for  my  affairs ! 
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No  time  to  repent!  — And  in  a 
few  hours  (Oh!  — Oh!  — with 
another  long  howling  0 — h!  — 
U — gh — o!  a kind  of  screaming 
key  terminating  it)  who  knows, 
who  can  tell  where  I shall  be?  — 
Oh!  that  indeed  I never,  never, 
had  had  a being! 

What  could  one  say  to  such  a 
wretch  as  this,  whose  whole  life 
had  been  spent  in  the  most  dif- 
fusive wickedness,  and  who  no 
doubt  has  numbers  of  souls  to  an- 
swer for?  Yet  I told  her,  she 
must  be  patient:  that  her  violence 
made  her  worse : and  that , if  she 
would  compose  herself,  she  might 
get  into  a frame  more  proper  for 
her  present  circumstances. 

Who,  I?  interrupted  she : I get 
into  a better  frame?  I , who  can 
neither  cry,  nor  pray!  Yet  al- 
ready feel  the  torments  of  the 
d— n’d!  What  mercy  can  I ex- 
pect? What  hope  is  left  for  me? 
— Then,  that  sweet  creature! 
that  incomparable  Miss  Harlowe ! 
she,  it  seems,  is  dead  and  gone! 
O , that  cursed  man ! Had  it  not 
been  for  him.  I 1 had  never  had 
this,  the  most  crying  of  all  my 
sins,  to  answer  for ! 

Aud  then  she  set  up  another 
howl. 

And  is  she  dead?  — Indeed 
dead?  proceeded  she,  when  her 
howl  was  over  — 0 what  an  angel 
have  I been  the  means  of  destroy- 
ing! For  though  it  was  that 
wicked  man’s  fault  that  ever  she 
was  in  my  house , yet  it  was  mine, 
and  yours , and  yours , and  yours, 
devils  as  we  all  were,  [turning to 
Sally,  to  Polly  and  to  one  or  two 


more]  that  he  did  not  do  her 
justice!  And  that,  that  is  my 
curse,  and  will  one  day  be  yours ! 
And  then  again  she  howled. 

I still  advised  patience.  I said, 
that  if  her  time  were  to  be  so  short 
as  she  apprehended,  the  more 
ought  she  to  endeavour  to  com- 
pose herself : and  then  she  would 
at  least  die  with  more  ease  to  her- 
self — and  satisfaction  to  her 
friends  — 1 was  going  to  say  — 
but  the  word  die  put  her  into  a 
violent  raving,  and  thus  she  broke 
in  upon  me.  Die , did  you  say, 
sir?  — Die! — I will  not,  I cannot 
die!  — I know  not  how  to  die!  — 
Die , sir!  — And  must  I then  die?  — 
Leave  this  world?  — I cannot 
bear  it!  — And  who  brought  you 
hither,  sir?  [her  eyes  striking  nre 
at  me]  who  brought  you  hither  to 
tell  me  I must  die,  sir?  — I cannot, 
I will  not  leave  this  world.  Let 
others  die , who  wish  for  another ! 
who  expect  a better!  I have  had 
my  plagues  in  this;  but  would 
compound  for  all  future  hopes , so 
as  I may  be  nothing  after  this ! 

And  then  she  howled  and  bel- 
lowed by  turns. 

By  my  faith,  Lovelace,  I trem- 
bled in  every  joint;  and  looking 
upon  her  who  spoke  this,  and 
roared  thus,  and  upon  the  com- 
pany round  me , I more  than  once 
thought  myself  to  be  in  one  of  the 
infernal  mansions. 

Yet  will  I proceed , and  try , for 
thy  good , if  I can  shock  thee  but 
half  as  much  with  my  descrip- 
tions , as  I was  shocked  with  what 
I saw  and  heard. 

Sally ! — Polly ! — Sister  Car- 
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ter ! — said  she , did  you  not  tell 
me  I might  recover  f Did  not  the 
surgeon  tell  me  I might? 

And  so  you  may,  cry’d  Sally; 
Monsieur  Garon  says  you  may,  if 
you’ll  be  patient.  But , as  I have 
often  tola  you  this  blessed  morn- 
ing, you  are  readier  to  take 
despair  from  your  own  fears,  than 
comfort  from  all  the  hope  we  can 
give  you. 

Yet,  cry’d  the  wretch,  inter- 
rupting, does  not  Mr.  Belford 
(and  to  him  you  have  told  the 
truth,  though  you  won’t  to  me; 
does  not  he)  tell  me  I shall  die  f — 
I cannot  bear  it!  I cannot  bear 
the  thoughts  of  dying! 

And  then,  but  that  half  a dozen 
at  once  endeavoured  to  keep 
down  her  violent  hands,  would  she 
have  beaten  herself;  as  it  seems 
she  had  often  attempted  to  do 
from  the  time  the  surgeon  popt 
out  the  word  mortification  to  her. 

Well,  but  to  what  purpose,  said 
I,  (turning  aside  to  her  sister,  and 
to  Sally  and  Polly)  are  these 
hopes  given  her,  if  the  gentlemen 
of  the  faculty  give  her  over?  You 
should  let  her  know  the  worst, 
and  then  she  must  submit;  for 
there  is  no  running  away  from 
death.  If  she  has  any  matters  to 
settle,  put  her  upon  settling  them ; 
and  do  not , by  telling  her  she  will 
live , when  there  is  no  room  to  ex- 
pect it,  take  from  her  the  op- 
portunity of  doing  needful  things. 
Do  the  surgeons  actually  give  her 
over? 

They  do , whispered  they.  Her 
gross  habit,  they  say,  gives  no 
hopes.  We  have  sent  tor  both 
Clai  • issa . IV. 
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surgeons,  whom  we  expect  every 
minute. 

Both  the  surgeons  (who  are 
French ; for  Mrs.  Sinclair  has 
heard  Tourville  launch  out  in  the 
praise  of  French  surgeons)  came 
in  while  we  were  thus  talking.  1 
retired  to  the  further  end  of  the 
room , and  threw  up  a window  for 
a little  air,  being  half-poisoned 
by  the  effluvia  arising  from  so 
many  contaminated  carcases ; 
which  gave  me  no  imperfect  idea 
of  the  stench  of  gaols,  which,  cor- 
rupting the  ambient  air,  gives 
what  is  called  the  prison  dis- 
temper. 

I came  back  to  the  bed-side 
when  the  surgeons  had  inspected 
the  fracture;  and  asked  them,  if 
there  were  any  expectation  of  her 
life? 

One  of  them  whispered  me, 
there  was  none:  that  she  had  a 
strong  fever  upon  her,  which 
alone , in  such  a habit,  would  pro- 
bably do  the  business ; and  that  the 
mortification  had  visibly  gained 
upon  her  since  they  were  there 
six  hours  ago. 

Will  amputation  save  her?  Her 
affairs  and  her  mind  want  settling. 
A few  days  added  to  her  life  may 
be  of  service  to  her  in  both  re- 
spects. 

They  told  me  the  fracture  was 
high  in  her  leg;  that  the  knee  was 
greatly  bruised ; that  the  mortifi- 
cation, in  all  probability,  had 
spread  half  way  up  the  femur: 
and  then,  getting  me  between 
them  (three  or  four  of  the  women 
joining  us,  and  listening  with 
their  mouths  open,  and  all  the 
22 
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signs  of  ignorant  wonder  in  their  seems,  in  their  way  of  living,  and 
faces , as  there  appeared  of  self-  boast  not  only  French  extraction, 
sufficiency  in  those  of  the  artists ,)  but  a Paris  education , never  will 
did  they  by  turns  fill  my  ears  with  make  any  in  their  practice, 
an  anatomical  description  of  the  j How  unlike  my  honest  English 
leg  and  thigh;  running  over  with  friend  Tomkins,  a plain,  serious, 
terms  of  art,  of  the  tarsus , the  intelligent  man,  whose  art  lies 
metatarsus , the  tibia,  the  fibula , the , deeper  than  in  words;  who  always 
patella,  the  os  tali,  the  os  tibice,  the  j avoids  parade  and  jargon;  and 
tibialis  posticus  and  tibialis  anticus,  | endeavours  to  make  every  one  as 
up  to  the  os  femoris,  to  the  ace-  much  a judge  of  what  he  is  about 
tabulum  of  the  os  ischion , the  great  as  himself ! 

trochanter , glutceus , triceps , Hindus , All  the  time  that  the  surgeons 

and  little  rotators ; in  short,  of  all  ran  on  with  their  anatomical  pro- 
the  muscles,  cartilages,  and  bones,  cess,  the  wretched  woman  most 
that  constitute  the  leg  and  thigh,  frightfully  roared  and  bellowed; 
from  the  great  toe  to  the  hip ; which  the  gentlemen  (who  shewed 
as  if  they  would  shew  me,  that  themselves  to  be  of  the  class 
all  their  science  had  penetrated  of  those  who  are  not  affected 
their  heads  no  further  than  their  with  the  evils  they  do  not 
mouths ; while  Sally  lifted  up  her  feel)  took  no  other  notice  of,  than 
hands  with  a — Laud  bless  me!  by  raising  their  voices  to  be  heard, 
are  all  surgeons  so  learned!  — as  she  raised  hers — being  evident- 
But  at  last  both  the  gentlemen  ly  more  solicitous  to  increase  their 
declared,  that  if  she  and  her  acquaintance,  and  to  propagate 
friends  would  consent  to  amputa-  the  notion  of  their  skill,  than  to 
tion , they  would  whip  off  her  leg  in  attend  to  the  clamours  of  the  poor 
a moment.  wretch  whom  they  were  called  in 

Mrs.  Carter  asked,  to  what  pur-  to  relieve ; though  by  this  very 
pose , if  the  operation  would  not  means , like  the  dog  and  the 
save  her?  shadow  in  the  fable,  they  lost  both 

Very  true,  they  said,  but  it  aims  with  me:  for  I never  was  de- 
might be  a satisfaction  to  the  pa-  ceived  in  one  rule,  which  I made 
tient’s  friends,  that  all  was  done  early;  to  wit,  that  the  stillest  water 
that  could  be  done.  is  the  deepest , while  the  bubbling 

And  so  the  poor  wretch  was  to  stream  only  betrays  shallowness; 
be  lanced  and  quartered,  as  I may  and  that  stones  and.  pebbles  he 
say,  for  an  experiment  only!  And,  there  so  near  the  surface,  to  point 
without  any  hope  of  benefit  from  out  the  best  place  to  ford  a river 
the  operation,  was  to  pay  the  sur-  dry  shod. 

geons  for  tormenting  her!  As  nobody  cared  to  tell  the  un- 

I cannot  but  sav  I have  a mean  happy  wretch  what  every  one  ap- 
opinion  of  both  these  gentlemen,  pre bended  must  follow,  and  what 
who,  though  they  make  a figure,  it  the  surgeons  convinced  me  soon 
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would,  I undertook  to  be  the  de- 
nouncer of  her  doom.  According- 
ly, the  operators  being  withdrawn, 
1 sat  down  by  the  bedside,  and 
said,  Come,  Mrs.  Sinclair,  let  me 
advise  you  to  forbear  these  ravings 
at  the  carelessness  of  those,  who, 
I find , at  the  time , could  take  no 
care  of  themselves , and  since  the 
accident  has  happened , and  can- 
not be  remedied,  to  resolve  to 
make  the  best  of  the  matter:  for 
all  this  violence  but  enrages  the 
malady,  and  you  will  probably 
fall  into  a delirium,  if  you  give 
way  to  it,  which  will  deprive  you 
of  that  reason  which  you  ought  to 
make  the  best  of,  for  the  time  it 
may  be  lent  you. 

She  turned  her  head  towards 
me,  and  hearing  me  speak  with  a 
determined  voice,  and  seeing  me 
assume  as  determined  an  air , be- 
came more  calm  and  attentive. 

I went  on,  telling  her,  that  I was 
glad,  from  the  hints  she  had  given, 
to  find  her  concerned  for  her  past 
misspent  life,  and  particularly  for 
the  part  she  had  had  in  the  rum  of 
the  most  excellent  woman  on 
earth : that  if  she  would  compose 
herself,  and  patiently  submit  to 
the  consequence  of  an  evil  she  had 
brought  upon  herself,  it  might 
possibly  be  happy  for  her  yet. 
Meantime,  continued  I,  tell  me, 
with  temper  and  calmness,  why 
you  was  so  desirous  to  see  me? 

She  seemed  to  be  in  great  con- 
fusion of  thought,  and  turned  her 
head  this  way  and  that;  and  at 
last,  after  much  hesitation , said, 
Alas  for  me!  I hardly  knowtcfarti 


I wanted  with  you.  When  I awoke 
from  my  intemperate  trance,  and 
found  what  a cursed  way  I was  in, 
my  conscience  smote  me,  and  I 
was  for  catching,  like  a drowning 
wretch,  at  every  straw.  I wanted 
to  see  every  body,  and  any  body, 
but  those  I did  see;  every  body 
who  I thought  could  give  me  com- 
fort. Yet  could  I expect  none 
from  you  neither;  for  you  had  de- 
clared yourself  my  enemy,  al- 
though I had  never  done  you 
harm : for  what,  Jackey,  in  her  old 
tone,  whining  through  her  nose, 
was  Miss  Harlowe  to  you?  — But 
she  is  happy ! — But  oh ! what  will 
become  of  me?  — Yet  tell  me,  (for 
the  surgeons  have  told  you  the 
truth  no  doubt)  tell  me,  shall  I do 
well  again?  May  I recover?  If  I 
may,  I will  begin  a new  course  of 
life ; as  I hope  to  be  saved , I will. 
I’ll  renounce  you  all  — every  one 
of  you , (looking  round  her)  and 
scrape  all  I can  together,  and  live 
a life  of  penitence:  and  when  I 
die,  leave  it  all  to  charitable  uses 
— I will,  by  my  soul  — every  doit 
i of  it  to  charity.  — But  this  once, 
lifting  up  her  rolling  eyes,  and 
folded  hands  (with  a wry-mouthed 
earnestness,  in  which  every  muscle 
and  feature  of  her  face  bore  its 
part)  this  one  time  — Good  God 
of  heaven  and  earth,  but  this  once ! 
this  once ! repeating  those  words 
five  or  six  times,  spare  thy  poor 
creature,  and  every  hour  of  my 
life  shall  be  passed  in  penitence 
and  atonement:  upon  my  soul  it 
shall! 

Less  vehement!  a little  less 
vehement!  said  I — it.  is  not  for 
22* 
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me,  who  have  led  so  free  a life,  as 
you  but  too  well  know , to  talk  to 
you  in  a reproaching  strain,  and 
to  set  before  you  the  iniquity  you 
have  lived  in , and  the  many  souls 
you  have  helped  to  destroy.  But 
as  you  are  in  so  penitent  a way,  if 
I might  advise,  you  should  send 
for  a good  clergyman , the  purity 
of  whose  life  and  manners  may 
make  all  these  things  come  from 
him  with  a better  grace  than  they 
can  from  me. 

How,  sir!  What,  sir!  interrupt- 
ing me;  send  for  a parson!  — 
Then  you  indeed  think  I shall 
die ! Then  you  think  there  is  no 
room  for  hope!  — A parson,  sir! 

— Who  sends  for  a parson , while 
there  is  any  hope  left?  — The 
sight  of  a parson  would  be  death 
immediate  to  me!  — I cannot, 
cannot  die!  — Never  tell  me  of  it! 

— What!  die!  — What!  cut  off 
in  the  midst  of  my  sins ! 

And  then  she  began  again  to 
rave. 

I cannot  bear,  said  I,  rising 
from  my  seat  with  a stem  air , to 
see  a reasonable  creature  behave 
so  outrageously!  — Will  this 
vehemence,  think  you , mend  the 
matter?  Will  it  avail  you  any 
thing?  Will  it  not  rather  shorten 
the  life  you  are  so  desirous  to  have 
lengthened,  and  deprive  you  of 
the  only  opportunity  you  can  ever 
have  to  settle  your  affairs  for  both 
worlds?  — Death  is  but  the  com- 
mon lot:  and  if  it  will  be  yours 
soon,  looking  at  her , it  will  be  also 
yours,  and  yours , and  yours,  speak- 
ing with  a raised  voice , and  turn-  | 


ing  to  every  trembling  devil  round 
her  (for  they  all  shook  at  my  for- 
cible application,)  and  mine  also. 
And  you  have  reason  to  be  thank- 
ful, turning  again  to  her,  that  you 
did  not  perish  in  that  act  of  in- 
temperance which  brought  you  to 
this;  for  it  might  have  been  your 
neck,  as  well  as  your  leg;  and  then 
you  had  not  had  the  opportunity 
you  now  have  for  repentance  — 
and,  the  Lord  have  mercy  upon 
you ! into  what  a state  might  you 
have  awoke? 

Then  did  the  poor  wretch  set 
up  an  inarticulate  frightful  howl, 
such  a one  as  I never  before  heard 
uttered,  as  if  already  pangs  in- 
fernal had  taken  hold  of  her;  and 
seeing  every  one  half-frighted, 
and  me  motioning  to  withdraw,  O 
pity  me,  pity  me,  Mr.  Belford, 
cried  she,  her  words  interrupted 
by  groans  — I find  you  think  I 
shall  die!  — And  what  I may  be, 
and  where , in  a very  few  hours  — 
who  can  tell? 

I told  her  it  was  in  vain  to  flatter 
her:  it  was  my  opinion  she  would 
not  recover. 

I was  going  to  re-advise  her  to 
calm  her  spirits,  and  endeavour  to 
resign  herself,  and  to  make  the 
best  of  the  opportunity  yet  left 
her;  but  this  declaration  set  her 
into  a most  outrageous  raving. 
She  would  have  torn  her  hair,  and 
beaten  her  breast,  had  not  some  of 
the  wretches  held  her  hands  by 
force,  while  others  kept  her  as 
steady  as  they  could,  lest  she 
should  again  put  out  her  new-set 
leg:  so  that,  seeing  her  thus  in- 
capable of  advice,  and  in  a perfect 
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phrensy,  I told  Sally  Martin,  that 
there  was  no  bearing  the  room'; 
and  that  their  best  way  was  to 
send  for  a minister  to  pray  by  her, 
and  to  reason  with  her,  as  soon  as 
she  could  be  capable  of  it.  And 
so  I left  them ; and  never  was  so 
sensible  of  the  benefit  of  fresh  air, 
as  I was  the  moment  I entered  the 
street. 

Nor  is  it  to  be  wondered  at, 
when  it  is  considered , that  to  the 
various  ill  smells  that  will  be  al- 
ways found  in  a close  sick  bed- 
room, (for  generally,  when  the 
physician  comes,  the  air  is  shut 
out)  this  of  Mrs.  Sinclair  was  the 
more  particularly  offensive,  as  to 
the  scent  of  plasters,  salves,  and 
ointments, were  added  the  stenches 
of  spirituous  liquors,  burnt  and 
unburnt,  of  all  denominations: 
for  one  or  other  of  the  crea- 
tures, under  pretence  of  colics, 
gripes,  or  qualms,  were  conti- 
nually calling  for  supplies  of  these, 
all  the  time  I was  there.  And  yet 
this  is  thought  to  be  a genteel 
house  of  the  sort:  and  all  the  pro- 
stitutes in  it  are  prostitutes  of 
price',  and  their  visitors  people  of 
note. 

0,  Lovelace!  what  lives  do 
most  of  us  rakes  and  libertines 
lead ! What  company  do  we  keep ! 
And,  for  such  company  what  so- 
ciety renounce,  or  endeavour  to 
make  like  these  I 


What  woman,  nice  in  her  per- 
son, and  of  purity  in  her  mind  and 
manners,  did  she  know  what  miry 
wallowers  the  generality  of  men  of 
our  class  are  in  themselves,  and 
constantly  trough  and  sty  with, 


but  would  detest  the  thoughts  of 
associating  with  such  filthy  sen- 
sualists, whose  favourite  taste  car- 
ries them  to  mingle  with  the  dregs 
of  stews,  brothels,  and  common 
sewers? 

Yet  to  such  a choice  are  many 
worthy  women  betrayed,  by  that 
false  inconsiderate  notion,  raised 
and  propagated,  no  doubt , by  the 
author  of  all  delusion,  that  a re- 
formed rake  makes  tlte  best  husband. 
We  rakes,  indeed,  are  bold 
enough  to  suppose,  that  women  in 
general  are  as  much  rakes  in  their 
hearts,  as  the  libertines,  some  of 
them,  suffer  themselves  to  be 
taken  with,  are  in  their  practice. 
A supposition,  therefore,  which  it 
behoves  persons  of  true  honour  of 
that  sex  to  discountenance,  by  re- 
jecting the  address  of  every  man, 
whose  character  will  not  stand  the 
test  of  that  virtue  which  is  the 
glory  of  a woman : and,  indeed,  I 
may  say,  of  a man  too:  why 
should  it  not? 

How,  indeed,  can  it  be,  if  this 
point  be  duly  weighed,  that  a man, 
who  thinks  alike  of  all  tlte  sex,  and 
knows  it  to  be  in  the  power  of  a 
wife  to  do  him  the  greatest  dis- 
honour man  can  receive,  and 
doubts  not  her  will  to  do  it,  if  op- 
portunity offer , and  importunity  be 
not  wanting:  that  such  a one,  from 
principle,  should  be  a good  hus- 
band to  any  woman?  And,  in- 
deed, little  do  innocents  think, 
what  a total  revolution  of  manners, 
what  a change  of  fixed  habits , nay, 
what  a conquest  of  a bad  nature, 
and  what  a portion  of  divine  gbace, 
is  required  to  make  a man  a good 
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husband , a worthy  father , and  a true 
friend , from  principle;  especially 
when  it  is  considered,  that  it  is  not 
in  a man’s  own  power  to  reform 
when  he  will.  This  (to  say  nothing 
of  my  own  experience)  thou,  Love- 
lace, hast  found  in  the  progress  of 
thy  attempts  upon  the  divine  Miss 
Harlowe.  For  whose  remorses 
could  be  deeper,  or  more  frequent, 
yet  more  transient  than  thine! 

Now,  Lovelace,  let  me  know  if 
the  word  grace  can  be  read  from 
my  pen,  without  a sneer  from  thee 
and  thy  associates?  I own  that 
once  it  sounded  oddly  in  my  ears. 
But  I shall  never  forget  what  a 
grave  man  once  said  on  this  very 
word  — that  with  him  it  was  a 
rake’s  shibboleth.  * He  had  always 
hopes  of  one  who  could  bear  the 
mention  of  it  without  ridiculing 
it;  and  ever  gave  him  up  for  an 
abandoned  man,  who  made  a jest 
of  it,  or  of  him  who  used  it. 

Don’t  be  disgusted,  that  I 
mingle  such  grave  reflections  as 
these  with  my  narratives.  It  be- 
comes me,  in  my  present  way 
of  thinking , to  do  so , when  1 see 
in  Miss  Harlowe,  how  all  human 
excellence,  and  in  poor  Belton, 
how  all  inhuman  libertinism , and 
am  near  seeing  in  this  abandoned 
woman,  how  all  diabolical  pro- 
fligacy, end.  And  glad  should  I 
be,  for  your  own  sake,  for  your 
splendid  family’s  sake,  and  for 
the  sake  of  all  your  intimates 
and  acquaintance,  that  you  were 
labouring  under  the  same  im- 

Eressions,  that  so  we , who  have 
een  companions  in  (and  pro- 
• See  Judges,  xiJ.  6. 


moters  of  one  another’s)  wicked- 
ness, might  join  in  a general 
atonement  to  the  utmost  of  our 
power. 

I came  home  reflecting  upon  all 
these  things,  more  edifying  to  me 
than  any  sermon  I could  have 
heard  preached : and  I shall  con- 
clude this  long  letter  with  ob- 
serving, that  although  I left  the 
wretched  howler,  in  a high 
phrensy-fit,  which  was  excessively 
shocking  to  the  by-Btanders;  yet 
her  phrensy  must  be  the  happiest 
part  of  her  dreadful  condition: 
for  when  she  is  herself , as  it  is 
called,  what  must  be  her  reflec- 
tions upon  her  past  profligate  life, 
throughout  which  it  has  been  her 
constant  delight  and  business, 
devil -like,  to  make  others  as 
wicked  as  herself!  What  must 
her  terrors  be  (a  hell  already 
begun  in  her  mind!)  on  looking 
forward  to  the  dreadful  state  she 
is  now  upon  the  verge  of!  — But 
I drop  my  trembling  pen. 

To  have  done  with  so  shocking  a 
subject  at  once,  we  shall  take  no- 
tice, that  Mr.  Bel  ford,  in  a future 
letter  writes , that  the  miserable 
woman , to  the  surprise  of  the 
operators  themselves , ( through 
hourly  increasing  tortures  of  body 
and  mind ) held  out  so  long  as  till 
Thursday,  Sept.  21.  And  then 
died  in  such  agonies,  as  terrified 
into  a transitory  penitence  all  the 
wretches  about  her. 
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LETTER  CXXXIX. 

Colonel  Morden  to  John  Belford,  Esq, 

Sunday  night,  Sept.  10. 

dear  am. 

According  to  my  promise,  I 
send  you  an  account  of  matters 
here.  Poor  Mrs.  Norton  was  so 
very  ill  upon  the  road,  that  slowly 
as  the  hearse  moved,  and  the 
chariot  followed,  I was  afraid  we 
should  not  have  got  her  to  St.  Al- 
ban’s. We  put  up  there  as  I had 
intended.  I was  in  hopes  that  she 
would  have  been  better  for  the 
stop:  but  I was  forced  to  leave 
her  behind  me.  I ordered  the 
servant-maid  you  were  so  con- 
siderately kind  as  to  send  down 
with  her  to  be  very  careful  of  her; 
and  left  the  chariot  to  attend  her. 
She  deserves  all  the  regard  that 
can  be  paid  her;  not  only  upon 
my  cousin’s  account,  but  on  her 
own  — she  is  an  excellent  woman. 

When  we  were  within  five  miles 
of  Harlowe  Place,  1 put  on  a 
hand-gallop.  I ordered  the  hearse 
to  proceed  more  slowly  still , the 
cross-road  we  were  in  being  rough ; 
and  having  more  time  before  us 
than  1 wanted;  for  I wished  not 
the  hearse  to  be  in  till  near  dusk. 
I got  to  Harlowe  Place  about  four 
o’clock.  You  may  believe  I found 
a mournful  house.  You  desire  me 
to  be  very  minute. 

At  my  entrance  into  the  court, 
they  were  all  in  motion.  Every 
servant  whom  I saw  had  swelled 
eyes^and  looked  with  so  much  con- 
cern, that  at  first  I apprehended 
some  new  disaster  had  happened 
in  the  family.  Mr.  John  and  Mr. 


AntonyHarlowe,  and  Mrs.  Hervey , 
were  there.  They  all  helped  on 
one  another's  grief,  as  they  had 
I before  done  each  other’s  hardness 
! of  heart. 

My  cousin  James  met  me  at  the 
entrance  of  the  hall.  His  coun- 
tenance expressed  a fixed  con- 
cern ; and  he  desired  me  to  excuse 
his  behaviour  the  last  time  I was 
there. 

My  cousin  Arabella  came  to  me 
full  of  tears  and  grief. 

0 cousin!  said  she,  hanging 
upon  my  arm , I dare  not  ask  you 
any  questions!  — About  the  ap- 
proach of  the  hearse,  1 suppose 
she  meant. 

1 myself  was  full  of  grief ; and 
without  going  farther  or  speaking, 
sat  down  in  the  hall  in  the  first 
chair. 

The  brother  sat  down  on  one 
hand  of  me,  the  sister  on  the 
other.  Both  were  silent.  The 
latter  in  tears. 

Mr.  Antony  Harlowe  came  to 
me  soon  after.  His  face  was  over- 
spread with  all  the  appearance  of 
woe.  He  requested  me  to  walk 
into  the  parlour;  where,  as  he 
said,  were  all  his  fellow  mourners. 

I attended  him  in.  My  cousins 
James  and  Arabella  followed  me. 

A perfect  concert  of  grief,  as  I 
may  say,  broke  out  the  moment 
I entered  the  parlour. 

My  cousin  Harlowe,  the  dear 
creature’s  father,  as  soon  as  he 
saw  me,  said,  0 cousin,  cousin, 
of  all  our  family,  you  are  the  only 
one  who  have  nothing  to  reproach 
yourself  with!  — You  are  a happy 
man! 
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The  poor  mother,  bowing  her 
head  to  me  in  speechless  grief, 
sat  with  her  handkerchief  held  to 
her  eyes,  with  one  hand.  The 
other  hand  was  held  by  her  sister 
Hervey,  between  both  hers;  Mrs. 
Hervey  weeping  upon  it. 

Near  the  window  sat  Mr.  John 
Harlowe,  his  face  and  his  body 
turned  from  the  sorrowing  com- 
pany ; his  eyes  red  and  swelled. 

My  cousin  Antony,  at  his  re- 
entering the  parlour,  went  to- 
wards Mrs.  Harlowe  — Don’t  — 
dear  sister!  said  he.  — Then  to- 
wards my  cousin  Harlowe — Don’t 
— dear  brother!  — Don’t  thus 
give  way  — and  without  being 
able  to  say  another  word,  went  to 
a corner  of  the  parlour,  and  want- 
ing himself  the  comfort  he  would 
fain  have  given,  sunk  into  a chair, 
and  audibly  sobbed. 

Miss  Arabella  followed  her 
uncle  Antony,  as  he  walked  in 
before  me,  and  seemed  as  if  she 
would  have  spoken  to  the  pierced 
mother  some  words  of  comfort. 
But  she  was  unable  to  utter  them, 
and  got  behind  her  mother’s  chair ; 
and  inclining  her  face  over  it, 
on  the  unhappy  lady’s  shoulder, 
seemed  to  claim  the  consolation 
that  indulgent  parent  used,  but 
then  was  unable , to  afford  her. 

Young  Mr.  Harlowe,  with  all 
his  vehemence  of  spirit , was  now 
subdued.  His  self-reproaching 
conscience,  no  doubt,  was  the 
cause  of  it. 

And  what,  sir,  must  their 
thoughts  be,  which,  at  that  mo- 
ment, in  a manner  deprived  them 
of  all  motion,  and  turned  their 


speech  into  sighs  and  groans!  — 
How  to  be  pitied,  how  greatly  to 
be  pitied,  all  of  them!  But  how 
much  to  lie  cursed  that  abhorred 
Lovelace,  who  as  it  seems,  by  arts 
uncommon,  and  a villainy  without 
example,  has  been  the  sole  author 
of  a woe  so  complicated  and  ex- 
tensive! — God  judge  me,  as  — 
but  I stop — the  man  (the  man  can 
Isay?)  is  your  friend!  — He  al- 
ready suffers , you  tell  me , in  his 
intellect  — restore  him,  Heaven, 
to  that — if  I find  the  matter  come 
out,  as  I apprehend  it  will  — indeed 
her  own  hint  of  his  usage  of  her, 
as  in  her  will,  is  enough  — nor 
think,  my  beloved  cousin,  thou 
darling  of  my  heart!  that  thy 
gentle  spirit,  breathing  charity 
and  forgiveness  to  the  vilest  of 
men , shall  avail  him ! — But  once 
more  I stop  — forgive  me,  sir!  — 
Who  could  behold  such  a scene, 
who  could  recollect  it  in  order  to 
describe  it,  (as  minutely  as  you 
wished  me  to  relate  how  this  un- 
happy family  were  affected  on 
this  sad  occasion)  every  one  of  the 
mourners  nearly  related  to  him- 
self, and  not  be  exasperated 
against  the  author  of  all? 

As  I was  the  only  person 
(grieved  as  I was  myself)  from 
whom  any  of  them,  at  that  in- 
stant, could  derive  comfort;  Let 
us  not,  said  I,  my  dear  cousin, 
approaching  the  inconsolable  mo- 
ther, give  way  to  a grief,  which, 
however  just,  can  now  avail  us 
nothing.  We  hurt  ourselves,  and 
cannot  recal  the  dear  creature  for 
whom  we  mourn.  Nor  would  you 
wish  it,  if  you  knew  with  what 
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assurances  of  eternal  happiness 
she  left  the  world  — she  is  happy, 
madam  — Depend  upon  it,  she 
is  happy!  And  comfort  your- 
selves with  that  assurance ! 

0 cousin,  cousin ! cried  the  un- 
happy  mother,  withdrawing  her 
hand  from  that  of  her  sister  Her- 
vey,  and  pressing  mine  with  it, 
you  know  not  what  a child  I have 
lost!  — Then,  in  a lower  voice, 
and  how  lost!  — That  it  is  that 
makes  the  loss  insupportable. 

They  all  joined  in  a kind  of 
melancholy  chorus,  and  each  ac- 
cused him  and  herself,  and  some 
of  them  one  another.  But  the  eyes 
of  all,  in  turn,  were  cast  upon  my 
cousin  James,  as  the  person  who 
had  kept  up  the  general  resent- 
ment against  so  sweet  a creature. 
While  he  was  hardly  able  to  bear 
his  own  remorse:  nor  Miss  Har- 
lowe  hers ; she  breaking  out  into 
words,  How  tauntingly  did  I write 
to  her ! How  barbarously  did  I in- 
sult her!  Yet  how  patiently  did 
she  take  it!  — Who  would  have 
thought  that  she  had  been  so  near 
her  end!  — 0 brother!  brother! 

but  for  you  I — but  for  you ! 

Double  not  upon  me,  said  he,  my 
own  woes ! I have  every  thing  be- 
fore me  that  has  passed ! I thought 
only  to  reclaim  a dear  creature 
that  had  erred ! I intended  not  to 
break  her  tender  heart!  But  it 
was  the  villainous  Lovelace  who 
did  that  — not  any  of  us!  Yet, 
cousin,  did  she  not  attribute  all 
to  me f — I fear  she  did!  — Tell 
me  only,  did  she  name  me,  did  she 
speak  of  me,  in  her  last  hours?  I 
hope  she,  who  could  forgive  the 


greatest  villain  on  earth,  and 
plead  that  he  may  be  safe  from 
our  vengeance,  I hape  she  could 
forgive  me. 

She  died  blessing  you  all;  and 
justified  rather  than  condemned 
your  severity  to  her. 

Then  they  set  up  another  gene- 
ral lamentation.  We  see,  said  her 
father,  enough  we  see  in  her  heart- 
piercing letters  to  us,  what  a happy 
frame  she  was  in  a few  days  be- 
fore her  death — but  did  it  hold  to 
the  last?  Had  she  no  repinings? 
Had  the  dear  child  no  heart- 
burnings? 

None  at  all ! — I never  saw,  and 
never  shall  see,  so  blessed  a de- 
parture: and  no  wonder;  for  I 
never  heard  of  such  a preparation. 
Every  hour,  for  weeks  together, 
was  taken  up  in  it.  Let  this  be 
our  comfort:  we  need  only  to  wish 
for  so  happy  an  end  for  ourselves, 
and  for  those  who  are  nearest  to 
our  hearts.  We  may  any  of  us  be 
rieved  for  acts  of  unkindness  to 
er:  but  had  all  happened  that 
once  she  wished  for,  sne  could  not 
have  made  a happier,  perhaps  not 
so  happy  an  end. 

Dear  soul ! and  dear  sweetsoul ! 
the  father,  uncles,  sister,  my  cousin 
Hervey,  cried  out  all  at  once,  in 
accents  of  anguish  inexpressibly 
affecting. 

We  must  for  ever  be  disturbed 
for  those  acts  of  unkindness  to  so 
sweet  a child , cried  the  unhappy 
mother. — Indeed!  indeed!  [softly 
to  her  sister  HerveyJ  I have  been 
too  passive , much  too  passive , in 
this  case ! — The  temporary  quiet 
I have  been  so  studious  all  my  life 
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to  preserve,  has  cost  me  everlast- 
ing disquiet ! — There  she  stopt. 

Dear  sister  l — was  all  Mrs. 
Hervey  could  say. 

I have  done  but  half  my  duty  to 
the  dearest  and  most  meritorious 
of  children,  resumed  the  sorrowing 
mother!  — Nay,  not  half!  — How 
have  we  hardened  our  hearts 
against  her!  — Again  her  tears 
denied  passage  to  her  words. 

My  dearest,  dearest  sister ! again 
was  all  Mrs.  Hervey  could  say. 

Would  to  Heaven,  proceeded, 
exclaiming,  the  poor  mother,  I had 
but  once  seen  her!  Then,  turning 
to  my  cousin  James,  and  his  sister 

— 0 my  son!  0 my  Arabella!  If 
WE  were  to  receive  as  little  mercy 

— and  there  again  she  stopt,  her 
tears  interrupting  her  further 
speech;  every  one,  all  the  time, 
remaining  silent;  their  counten- 
ances shewing  a grief  in  their 
hearts  too  big  for  expression. 

Now  you  see,  Mr.  Belford,  that 
my  dearest  cousin  could  be  allowed 
all  her  merit!  — What  a dreadful 
thing  is  after-reflection  upon  a con- 
duct so  perverse  and  unnatural. 

0 this  cursed  friend  of  yours, 
Mr.  Belford ! This  detested  Love- 
lace!— To  him,  to  him  is  owing — 
pardon  me , sir.  I will  lay  down 
my  pen  till  I have  recovered  my 
temper. 

One  in  the  morning. 

In  vain,  sir,  have  I endeavoured 
to  compose  myself  to  rest.  You 
wished  me  to  be  very  particular, 
and  I cannot  help  it.  This  melan- 
choly subject  fills  my  whole  mind. 
I will  proceed , though  it  be  mid- 
night. 


About  six  o’clock  the  hearse 
came  to  the  outward  gate  — the 
arish-church  is  at  some  distance ; 
ut  the  wind  setting  fair,  the 
afflicted  family  were  struck,  just 
before  it  came , into  a fresh  fit  of 
grief,  on  hearing  the  funeral  bell 
tolled  in  a very  solemn  manner. 
A respect,  as  it  proved,  and  as  they 
all  guessed,  paid  to  the  memory  of 
the  dear  deceased , out  of  officious 
love,  as  the  hearse  passed  near  the 
church. 

Judge , when  their  grief  was  so 
great  in  expectation  of  it,  what  it 
must  be  when  it  arrived. 

A servant  came  in  to  acquaint 
us  with  what  its  lumbering  neavy 
noise  up  the  paved  inner  court- 
yard apprised  us  of  before.  He 
spoke  not.  He  could  not  speak. 
He  looked,  bowed  and  withdrew. 

I stept  out.  No  one  else  could 
then  stir.  Her  brother , however, 
soon  followed  me.  When  I came 
to  the  door , I beheld  a sight  very 
affecting. 

You  have  heard,  sir,  how  uni- 
versally my  dear  cousin  was  be- 
loved. By  the  poor  and  middling 
sort  especially,  no  young  lady  was 
ever  so  much  beloved.  And  with 
reason:  she  was  the  common 

Eatroness  of  all  the  honest  poor  in 
er  neighbourhood. 

It  is  natural  for  us,  in  every  deep 
and  sincere  grief,  to  interest  all 
we  know  in  what  is  so  concerning 
to  ourselves.  The  servants  of  the 
family,  it  seems,  had  told  their 
friends,  and  those  theirs , that 
though , living , their  dear  young 
lady  could  not  be  received  nor 
looked  upon,  her  body  was  per- 


)ogle 


CLARISSA  HARLOWE. 


347 


mitted  to  be  brought  home.  The 
space  of  time  was  so  confined,  that 
those  who  knew  when  she  died, 
must  easily  guess  near  the  time  the 
hearse  was  to  come.  A hearse, 
passing  through  country  villages, 
and  from  London,  however 
slenderly  attended , (for  the  cha- 
riot, as  I have  said,  waited  upon 
poor  Mrs.  Norton)  takes  every 
one’s  attention.  Nor  was  it  hard 
to  guess  whose  thus  must  be,  though 
not  adorned  by  escutcheons,  when 
the  cross  roads  to  Harlowe  Place 
were  taken,  as  soon  as  it  came 
within  six  miles  of  it:  so  that  the 
hearse , and  the  solemn  tolling  of 
the  bell,  had  drawn  together  at 
least  fifty  of  the  neighbouring  men, 
women,  and  children,  and  some  of 
good  appearance.  Not  a soul  of' 
them,  it  seems,  with  a dry  eye,  and 
each  lamenting  the  death  of  this 
admired  lady , who , as  I am  told, 
never  stirred  out  but  somebody  was 
the  better  for  her. 

These,  when  the  coffin  was  taken 
out  of  the  hearse , crowding  about 
it , hindered  for  a few  moments  its 
being  carried  in ; the  young  people 
struggling  who  should  bear  it ; and 
yet,  with  respectful  whisperings , 
rather  than  clamorous  contention. 
A mark  of  veneration  I had  never 
before  seen  paid , upon  any  occa- 
sion, in  all  my  travels,  from  the 
underbred  many,  from  whom  noise 
is  generally  inseparable  in  all  their 
emulations. 

At  last  six  maidens  were  per- 
mitted to  carry  it  in  by  the  six 
handles. 

The  corpse  was  thus  borne,  with 
the  most  solemn  respect,  into  the 


hall , and  placed  for  the  present 
upon  two  stools  there.  The  plates, 
and  emblems,  and  inscription,  set 
every  one  gazing  upon  it,  and 
admiring  it.  The  more,  when  they 
were  told  that  all  was  of  her  own 
ordering.  They  wished  to  be  per- 
mitted a sight  of  the  corpse ; but 
rather  mentioned  this  as  their  wish 
than  as  their  hope.  When  they 
had  all  satisfied  their  curiosity, 
and  remarked  upon  the  emblems, 
they  dispersed  with  blessings  upon 
her  memory,  and  with  tears  and 
lamentations ; pronouncing  her  to 
be  happy,  and  inferring,  were 
she  not  so , what  would  become  of 
them?  While  others  ran  over  with 
repetitions  of  the  good  she  de- 
lighted to  do.  Nor  were  there 
wanting  those  among  them , who 
heaped  curses  upon  the  man  who 
was  the  author  of  her  fall. 

The  servants  of  the  family  then 
got  about  the  coffin.  They  could 
not  before:  and  that  afforded  a 
new  scene  of  sorrow:  but  a silent 
one;  for  they  spoke  only  by  their 
eyes,  and  by  sighs,  looking  upon 
the  lid,  and  upon  one  another,  by 
turns,  with  hands  lifted  up.  The 
presence  of  their  young  master 
possibly  might  awe  them,  and 
cause  their  grief  to  be  expressed 
only  in  dumb  show. 

As  for  Mr.  J ames  Harlowe,  (who 
accompanied  me,  but  withdrew 
when  he  saw  the  crowd)  he  stood 
looking  upon  the  lid,  when  the 
people  had  left  it,  with  a fixed 
attention:  yet,  I daresay,  knew 
not  a symbol  or  letter  upon  it  at 
that  moment,  had  the  question 
been  asked  him.  In  a profound 
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reverie  he  stood , his  arras  folded, ' 
his  head  on  one  side,  and  marks  of 
stupefaction  imprinted  upon  every 
feature. 

But  when  the  corpse  was  carried 
into  the  lesser  parlour  adjoining  to 
the  hall,  which  she  used  to  call  her 
parlour,  and  put  upon  a table  in 
the  middle  of  the  room , and  the 
father  and  mother,  the  two  uncles, 
her  aunt  Hervey,  and  her  sister, 
came  in,  joining  her  brother  and 
me,  with  trembling  feet,  and  eager 
woe,  the  scene  was  still  more 
affecting.  Their  sorrow  was 
heightened,  no  doubt,  by  the  re- 
membrance of  their  unforgiving 
severity:  and  now  seeing  before 
them  the  receptacle  that  contained 
the  glory  of  their  family , who  so 
lately  was  driven  thence  by  their 
indiscreet  violence;  never,  never 
more  to  be  restored  to  them!  no 
wonder  that  their  grief  was  more 
than  common  grief. 

They  would  have  withheld  the 
mother,  it  seems,  from  coming  in : 
but  when  they  could  not,  though 
undetermined  before,  they  all  bore 
her  company,  led  on  Dy  an  impulse 
they  could  not  resist.  The  poor 
lady  but  just  cast  her  eye  upon 
the  coffin,  and  then  snatched  it 
away,  retiring  with  passionate 
grief  towards  the  window;  yet 
addressing  herself,  with  clasped 
hands , as  if  to  her  beloved 
daughter;  0 my  child,  my  child! 
cried  she ; thou  pride  of  my  hope! 
Why  was  I not  permitted  to  speak 
pardon  and  peace  to  thee!  — O 
forgive  thy  cruel  mother! 

Her  son  (his  heart  thensoftened, 
as  his  eyes  shewed)  besought  her 


to  withdraw:  and  her  woman 
looking  in  at  that  moment,  he 
called  her  to  assist  him  in  con- 
ducting her  lady  into  the  middle 
parlour:  and  then  returning,  met 
nis  father  going  out  at  the  door, 
who  also  bad  but  just  cast  bis  eye 
on  the  coffin,  and  yielded  to  my 
entreaties  to  withdraw.  His  grief 
was  too  deep  for  utterance,  till  he 
saw  his  son  coming  in ; and  then, 
fetching  a heavy  groan,  Never, 
said  he,  was  sorrow  like  my  sorrow ! 
— 0 son ! son ! — in  a reproaching 
accent,  his  face  turned  from  him. 

I attended  him  through  the 
middle  parlour,  endeavouring  to 
console  nim.  His  lady  was  there 
in  agonies.  She  took  his  eye.  He 
made  a motion  towards  her:  O my 
dear,  said  he  — but  turning  short, 
his  eyes  as  full  as  his  heart,  he 
hastened  through  to  the  great  par- 
lour: and  when  there,  he  desired 
me  to  leave  him  to  himself. 

The  uncles  and  the  sister,  looked 
and  turned  away,  very  often,  upon 
the  emblems,  in  silent  sorrow. 
Mrs.  Hervey  would  have  read  to 
them  the  inscription — these  words 
she  did  read , here  the  mcked  cease 
from  troubling — but  could  read  no 
farther.  Her  tears  fell  in  large 
drops  upon  the  plate  she  was  con- 
templating; and  yet  she  was  de- 
sirous of  gratifying  a curiosity  that 
mingled  impatience  with  her  grief 
because  she  could  not  gratify  it, 
although  she  often  wiped  her  eyes 
as  they  flowed. 

Judge  you,  Mr.  Belford  (for  you 
have  great  humanity)  how  1 must 
be  affected.  Yet  was  I forced  to 
try  to  comfort  them  all. 
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But  here  I will  close  this  letter, 
in  order  to  send  it  to  you  in  the 
morning  early.  Nevertheless,  I 
will  begin  another,  upon  supposi- 
tion that  my  doleful  prolixity  will 
not  be  disagreeable  to  you.  In- 
deed I am  altogether  indisposed 
for  rest,  as  I mentioned  before.  So 
can  do  nothing  but  write.  I have 
also  more  melancholy  scenes  to 
paint.  Mypen,  if  I may  so  say,  is 
untired.  Tnese  scenes  are  fresh 
upon  my  memory:  and  I myself, 
perhaps,  may  owe  to  you  the 
favour  of  a review  of  them , with 
such  other  papers  as  you  shall 
think  proper  to  oblige  me  with, 
token  heavy  grief  has  given  way  to 
milder  melancholy. 

My  servant,  in  his  way  to  you 
with  this  letter,  shall  call  at  St. 
Alban’s  upon  the  good  woman, 
that  he  may  inform  you  how  she 
does.  Miss  Arabella  asked  me 
after  her,  when  I withdrew  to  my 
chamber;  to  which  she  complai- 
santly  accompanied  me.  She  was 
much  concerned  at  the  bad  way 
we  left  her  in;  and  said  her  mother 
would  be  more  so. 

No  wonder  that  the  dear  de- 
parted, who  foresaw  the  remorse 
that  would  fall  to  the  lot  of  this  un- 
happy  family  when  they  came  to 
have  the  news  of  her  death  con- 
firmed to  them,  was  so  grieved  for 
their  apprehended  grief,  and  en- 
deavoured to  comfort  them  by  her 
posthumous  letters.  But  it  was  still 
a greater  generosity  in  her  to  try 
to  excuse  them  to  me,  as  she  did, 
when  we  were  alone  together,  a 
few  hours  before  she  died ; and  to 
aggravate  more  than  fas  far  as  I 


can  find)  she  ought  to  have  done, 
the  only  error  she  was  ever  guilty 
of.  The  more  freely  however 

ferhaps  (exalted  creature !)  that 
might  think  the  better  of  her 
friends,  although  at  her  own  ex- 
pense. I am,  dear  sir, 

Your  faithful  and  obedient 
servant, 

Wm.  Mobden. 

LETTER  CXL. 

Colonel  Morden.  In  Continuation. 

When  the  unhappy  mourners 
were  all  retired,  I directed  the  lid 
of  the  coffin  to  be  unscrewed,  and 
' caused  some  fresh  aromatics  and 
flowers  to  be  put  into  it. 

The  corpse  was  very  little  al- 
tered, notwithstanding  the  jour- 
ney. The  sweet  smile  remained. 

The  maids  who  brought  the 
flowers  were  ambitious  of  strew- 
ing them  about  it : they  poured 
forth  fresh  lamentations  over  her ; 
each  wishing  she  had  been  so 
j happy  as  to  have  been  allowed  to 
attend  her  in  London.  One  of 
them  particularly,  who  is,  it 
j seems , my  cousin  Arabella’s  per- 
1 sonal  servant,  was  more  clamorous 
in  her  grief  than  any  of  the  rest ; 
and  the  moment  she  turned  her 
back,  all  the  others  allowed  she 
had  reason  for  it.  I inquired  af- 
terwards about  her,  and  found 
that  this  creature  was  set  over  my 
dear  cousin,  when  she  was  con- 
fined to  her  chamber  by  indiscreet 
severity. 

Good  Heaven ! that  they  should 
treat,  and  suffer  thus  to  be  treated, 
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a young  lady,  who  was  qualified  betokened  her  being  so!  Them- 
to  give  Taws  to  all  her  family!  selves  most  unhappy!  — And  then, 

When  my  cousins  were  told,  once  more,  the  brother  took  the 
that  the  lid  was  unscrewed,  they  lifeless  hand,  and  vowed  revenge 
pressed  in  again,  all  but  the  upon  it,  on  the  cursed  author  of 
mournful  father  and  mother,  as  if  all  this  distress, 
by  consent.  Mrs.  Hervey  kissed  The  unhappy  parents  proposed 
her  pale  lips.  Flower  of  the  world ! to  take  one  last  view  and  farewell 
was  all  she  could  say;  and  gave  of  their  once  darling  daughter, 
place  to  Miss  Arabella;  who  kiss-  The  father  was  got  to  the  parlour 
ing  the  forehead  of  her  whom  she  door,  after  the  inconsolable  mo- 
had  so  cruelly  treated  could  only  ther:  but  neither  of  them  were 
say,  to  my  cousin  James  (looking  able  to  enter  it.  The  mother  said, 
upon  the  corpse,  and  upon  him)  she  must  once  more  see  the  child 
O,  brother!  — While  he,  taking  of  her  heart,  or  she  should  never 
the  fair  lifeless  hand,  kissed  it,  enjoy  herself.  But  they  both 
and  retreated  with  precipitation,  agreed  to  refer  their  melancholy 
Her  two  uncles  were  speechless,  curiosity  till  the  next  day ; and 
They  seemed  to  wait  each  other’s  hand  in  hand  retired  inconsolable, 
example,  whether  to  look  upon  and  speechless  both,  their  faces 
the  corpse  or  not.  I ordered  the  overspread  with  woe,  and  turned 
lid  to  be  replaced ; and  they  then  from  each  other,  as  unable  each 
pressed  forward,  as  the  others  to  behold  the  distress  of  the 
again  did,  to  take  a last  farewell  other. 

of  the  casket  which  so  lately  con-  When  all  were  withdrawn,  I re- 
tained so  rich  a jewel.  tired,  and  sent  for  my  cousin 

Then  it  was  that  the  grief  of  James,  and  acquainted  him  with 
each  found  fluent  expression ; and  his  sister’s  request  in  relation  to 
the  fair  corpse  was  addressed  to,  the  discourse  to  be  pronounced  at 
with  all  the  tenderness  that  the  her  interment;  telling  him  how 
sincerest  love  and  warmest  ad-  necessary  it  was,  that  the  minister, 
miration  could  inspire , each  ac-  whoever  he  were  should  have  the 
cording  to  their  different  degrees  earliest  notice  given  him  that  the 
of  relationship,  as  if  none  of  them  case  would  admit.  He  lamented 
had  before  looked  upon  her.  She  the  death  of  the  reverend  Dr. 
was  their  very  niece,  both  uncles  Lewen , who , as  he  said,  was  a 
said!  The  injured  saint,  her  uncle  great  admirer  of  his  sister,  as  she 
Harlowe!  The  same  smiling  sister,  was  of  him,  and  would  have  been 
Arabella!  — The  dear  creature,  the  fittest  of  all  men  for  that 
all  of  them!  — The  same  benig-  office.  He  spoke  with  great  aspe- 
rity of  countenance!  The  same  rity  of  Mr.  Brand,  upon  whose 
sweet  composure ! The  same  na-  light  inquiry  after  his  sister’s 
tural  dignity ! — She  was  ques-  character  in  town,  he  was  willing 
tionless  nappy!  That  sweet  smile;  to  lay  some  of  the  blame  due  to 
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himself.  Mr.  Melville,  Dr.Lewen’s 
assistant,  must,  be  said,  be  the 
man,  and  he  praised  him  for  his 
abilities,  his  elocution,  and  unex- 
ceptionable manners;  and  pro- 
mised to  engage  him  early  in  the 
morning. 

He  called  out  his  sister,  and  she 
was  of  his  opinion.  So  I left  this 
upon  them. 

Thev  both,  with  no  little 
warmth,  hinted  their  disapproba- 
tion of  you,  sir,  for  their  sister’s 
executor,  on  the  score  of  your  in- 
timate friendship  with  the  author 
of  her  ruin. 

You  must  not  resent  any  thing  I 
shall  communicate  to  you  of  what 
they  say  on  this  occasion:  de- 
pending that  you  will  not,  I 
shall  write  with  the  greater  free- 
dom. 

I told  them  how  much  my  dear 
cousin  was  obliged  to  your  friend- 
ship and  humanity:  the  injunc- 
tions she  laid  you  under,  and  your 
own  inclination  to  observe  them. 
I said,  that  you  were  a man  of 
honour:  that  you  were  desirous  of 
consulting  me,  because  you  would 
not  willingly  give  offence  to  any 
of  them ; and  that  I was  very  fond 
of  cultivating  your  favour  and 
correspondence. 

They  said,  there  was  no  need  of 
an  executor  out  of  their  family; 
and  they  hoped  that  you  would 
relinquish  so  unnecessary  a trust, 
as  they  called  it.  My  cousin  James 
declared,  that  he  would  write  to 
you  as  soon  as  the  funeral  was 
over,  to  desire  that  you  would  do 
so,  upon  proper  assurances  that 
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all  that  the  will  prescribed  Bhould 
be  performed. 

1 said,  you  were  a man  of  reso- 
lution: that  I thought  he  would 
hardly  succeed ; for  that  you  made 
a point  of  honour  of  it. 

I then  shewed  them  their  sister’s 
posthumous  letter  to  you;  in 
which  she  confesses  her  obliga- 
tions to  you,  and  regard  for  you, 
and  for  your  future  welfare.  * 
You  may  believe,  sir,  they  were 
extremely  affected  with  the  per- 
usal of  it. 

They  were  surprised,  that  I had 
given  up  to  you  the  produce  of 
her  grandfather’s  estate,  since  his 
death.  I told  them  plainly,  that 
they  must  thank  themselves  if 
any  thing  disagreeable  to  them 
occurred  from  their  sister’s  de- 
vise; deserted,  and  thrown  into 
the  hands  of  strangers,  as  she  had 
been. 

They  replied,  they  would  re- 
port all  I had  said  to  their  father 
and  mother;  adding,  that  great 
as  their  trouble  was , they  found 
they  had  more  still  to  come.  But 
if  Mr.  Belford  were  to  be  the  execu- 
tor of  her  will,  contrary  to  their 
hopes,  they  besought  me  to  take 
the  trouble  of  transacting  every 
thing  with  you;  that  a friend  of 
the  man  to  whom  they  owed  all 
their  calamity  might  not  appear 
to  them. 

They  were  extremely  moved  at 
the  text  their  sister  had  chosen  for 
the  subject  of  the  funeral  dis- 
course.** I had  extracted  from 
the  will  that  article,  supposing  it 

* See  p.  310 — 311. 

**  See  the  will,  towards  the  conclusion. 
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robable,  that  I might  not  so  soon 
ave  an  opportunity  to  shew  them 
the  will  itself,  as  would  otherwise 
have  been  necessary,  on  account 
of  the  interment;  which  cannot  be 
delayed. 

Monday  morn,  between  eight  and  nine. 

The  unhappy  family  are  pre- 
paring for  a mournful  meeting  at 
breakfast.  Mr.  James  Harlowe, 
who  has  had  as  little  rest  as  I,  has 
written  to  Mr.  Melville,  who  has 
promised  to  draw  up  a brief  eulo- 
gium  on  the  deceased.  Miss  Howe 
is  expected  here  by-and-by,  to 
see,  for  the  last  time,  her  beloved 
friend. 

Miss  Howe,  by  her  messenger, 
desires  she  may  not  be  taken  any 
notice  of.  She  shall  not  tarry  six 
minutes,  was  the  word.  Her  desire 
will  be  easily  granted  her. 

Her  servant,  who  brought  the 
request,  if  it  were  denied,  was  to 
return,  and  meet  her;  for  she  was 
ready  to  set  out  in  her  chariot, 
when  he  got  on  horseback. 

If  he  met  her  not  with  a re- 
fusal, he  was  to  stay  here  till  she 
came. 

Iam,  Sir, 

Your  faithful  humble 
servant, 

William  Morden. 

LETTER  CXLI. 

Colonel  Morden.  In  Continuation. 
bib,  Monday  afternoon,  Sept.  11. 

We  are  such  bad  company  here 
to  one  another,  that  it  is  some  re- 
lief to  retire , and  write. 

I was  summoned  to  breakfast 


about  half  an  hour  after  nine. 
Slowly  did  the  mournful  congress 
meet.  Each  lifelessly  and  spirit- 
less took  our  places , with  swoln 
eyes,  inquiring,  without  expecting 
any  tolerable  account,  how  each 
had  rested. 

The  sorrowing  mother  gave  for 
answer,  that  she  should  never 
more  know  what  rest  was. 

By  the  time  we  were  well  seated, 
the  bell  ringing,  the  outward  gate 
opening,  a chariot  rattling  over 
the  pavement  of  the  court  yard, 
put  them  into  emotion. 

I left  them : and  was  just  time 
enough  to  give  Miss  Howe  my 
hand  as  she  alighted : her  maid  in 
tears  remaining  in  the  chariot. 

I think  you  told  me,  sir,  you 
never  saw  Miss  Howe.  She  is  a 
fine  graceful  young  lady.  A fixed 
melancholy  on  her  whole  aspect, 
overclouded  a vivacity  and  fire, 
which,  nevertheless,  darted  now- 
and-then through  the  awful 
gloom.  I shall  ever  respect  her 
for  her  love  to  my  dear  cousin. 

Never  did  I think,  said  she,  as 
she  gave  me  her  hand,  to  enter 
more  these  doors:  but,  living  or 
dead,  my  Clarissa  brings  me  after 
her  any-whither. 

She  entered  with  me  the  little 
parlour;  and  seeing  the  coffin, 
withdrew  her  hand  from  mine, 
and  with  impatience  pushed  aside 
the  lid.  As  impatiently  she  re- 
moved the  face-cloth.  In  a wild 
air,  she  clasped  her  uplifted  hands 
together;  and  now  looked  upon 
the  corpse , now  up  to  heaven , as 
if  appealing  to  that.  Her  bosom 
heaved  and  fluttered  discernible 
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through  her  handkerchief,  and  at  me!  — But  thisdujnft  sorrow!  — 
last  she  broke  silence ; — 0 sir ! — O for  a tear  to  ease  my  full-swoln 
See  you  not  here!  — See  you  not  heart,  that  is  just  bursting!  — 
here  — the  glory  of  her  sex?  — But  why,  sir,  why,  Mr.  Morden, 
Thus  by  the  most  villainous  of  was  she  sent  hither  ? Why  not  to 
yours  — thus  — laid  low?  me?  — She  has  no  father,  no  mo- 

O my  blessed  friend!  — said  ther,  no  relations;  no,  not  one!  — 
she  — my  sweet  companion!  — They  had  all  renounced  her.  I 
my  lovely  monitress!  — kissing  was  her  sympathizing  friend  — 
her  lips  at  every  tender  appella-  and  had  not  I the  best  right  to  my 
tion.  And  is  this  all!  — Is  it  all,  dear  creature’s  remains?  — And 
of  my  Clarissa’s  story ! must  names , without  nature , be 

Then,  after  a short  pause , and  preferred  to  such  a love  as  mine? 
a profound  sigh,  she  turned  to  me,  Again  she  kissed  her  lips , each 
and  then  to  her  breathless  friend.  cheeK,  her  forehead ; — and  sighed 
But  is  she,  can  she  be  really  dead ! as  if  her  heart  would  break  — 

— O no!  — She  only  sleeps.  — But  why,  why,  said  she,  was  I 
Awake,  my  beloved  friend ! My  with-held  from  seeing  my  dearest 
sweet  clay-cold  friend,  awake!  Let  dear  friend,  before  she  commenced 
thy  Anna  Howe  revive  thee;  by  angel?  — Delaying  still,  and/oo 
her  warm  breath  revive  thee,  my  easily  persuaded  to  delay,  the 
dear  creature!  And,  kissing  her  friendly  visit  that  my heartpanted 
again,  let  my  warm  lips  animate  after;  what  pain  will  this  reflec- 
thy  cold  ones ! tion  give  me ! — ■ O my  blessed 

Then,  sighing  again,  as  from  friend!  Who  knows , who  knows, 
the  bottom  of  her  heart,  and  with  had  I come  in  time,  what  my 
an  air  as  if  disappointed  that  she  cordial  comfortings  might  have 
answered  not , And  can  such  per-  done  for  thee ! — But  — looking 
fection  end  thus ! — And  art  thou  round  her,  as  if  she  apprehended 
really  and  indeed  flown  from  thine  seeing  one  of  the  family  — One 
Anna  Howe!  — O my  unkind  more  kiss,  my  angel,  mv  friend, 
Clarissa  ! my  ever  to  be  regretted , lost  com- 

She  was  silent  a few  moments,  panion!  And  let  me  fly  this  hated 
and  then , seeming  to  recover  her-  bouse,  which  I never  loved  but  for 
self,  she  turned  to  me  — Forgive,  thy  sake ! — Adieu , then , my 
forgive,  Mr.  Morden,  this  wild  dearest  Clarissa!  — Thou  art 
phrensy ! — lam  not  myself!  — happy,  I doubt  not,  as  thou  as- 
I never  shall  be!  — You  knew  not  suredst  me  in  thy  last  letter!  — 
the  excellence , no , not  half  the  0 may  we  meet,  and  rejoice  toge- 
exeellence,  that  is  thus  laid  low!  ther,  where  no  villainous  Lovelaces, 
— Bepeating,  this  cannot,  surely,  no  hard-hearted  relations,  will  ever 
be  all  of  my  Clarissa’s  story!  shock  our  innocence , or  ruffle  our 
Again  pausing,  One  tear,  my  felicity! 
beloved  friend,  didst  thou  allow  Again  she  was  silent,  unable  to 
Clarissa.  IV.  23 
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go,  though  seeming  to  intend  it;  though  she  several  times  wiped 
struggling,  as  it  were,  with  her  her  eyes,  she  was  unable  to  read 
grief,  ana  heaving  with  anguish : the  inscription  and  texts : turning 
at  last  happily,  a flood  of  tears  therefore  to  me , Favour  me , sir, 
gushed  from  her  eyes  — Now!  — I pray  you,  by  a line,  with  the  de- 
Now — said  she,  shall  I — shall  scription  of  these  emblems,  and 
I — be  easier.  But  for  this  kindly  with  these  texts : and  if  I might  be 
relief,  my  heart  would  have  burst  allowed  a lock  of  the  dear  crea- 
asunder!  — More,  many  more  ture’shair  — 
tears  than  these  are  due  to  my  I told  her,  that  her  executor 
Clarissa , whose  counsel  has  done  would  order  both;  and  would  also 
for  me  what  mine  could  not  do  for  send  her  a copy  of  her  last  will ; in 
her!  — But  why , looking  earnest-  which  she  would  find  the  most 
ly  upon  her,  her  hands  clasped  grateful  remembrances  of  her  love 
and  lifted  up — But  why  do  I thus  for  her,  whom  she  calls  the  sister  of 
lament  the  Happy?  And  that  thou  her  heart. 

art  so  is  my  comfort.  It  is,  it  is,  Justly,  said  she,  does  she  call 
my  dear  creature!  kissing  her  me  so : for  we  had  but  one  heart, 
again.  but  one  soul, between  us:  and  now 

Excuse  me,  sir  (turning  to  me,  my  better  half  is  torn  from  me,  — 
who  was  as  much  moved  as  her-  what  shall  I do? 
self) ; I loved  the  dear  creature  as  But  looking  round  her,  on  a 
never  woman  loved  another.  Ex-  servant’s  stepping  by  the  door  , as 
cuse  my  frantie  grief.  How  has  if  again  she  had  apprehended  it 
the  gloiy  of  her  sex  fallen  a victim  was  some  of  the  family — Once 
to  villainy,  and  to  hard-hearted-  more,  said  she,  a solemn,  an  ever- 
ness!  lasting  adieu!  — Alas  for  me!  a 

Madam , said  I , they  all  have  it  solemn,  an  everlasting  adieu ! 

— now  indeed  they  have  it  — Then  again  embracing  her  face 

And  let  them  have  it ! — I should  with  both  her  hands  and  kissing 
belie  my  love  for  the  friend  of  my  it,  and  afterwards  the  hands  of 
heart,  were  I to  pity  them ! — But  the  dear  deceased,  first  one,  then 
how  unhappy  am  1 [looking  upon  the  other,  she  gave  me  her  hand, 
her]  that  I saw  her  not  before  these  and  quitting  the  room  with  pre- 
eyes were  shut,  before  these  lips  cipitation,  rushed  into  her  chariot; 
were  for  ever  closed!  — Oh!  sir,  and  when  there,  with  profound 
you  know  not  the  wisdom  that  sighs,  and  a fresh  burst  of  tears, 
continually  flowed  from  these  lips  unable  to  speak,  she  bowed  her 
when  she  spoke!  — Nor  what  a head  to  me , and  was  driven  away . 
friend  I have  lost!  The  inconsolable  company  saw 

Then , surveying  the  lid , she  j how  much  I had  been  moved , on 
seemed  to  take  in  at  once  the  my  return  to  them.  Mr.  James 
meaning  of  the  emblems:  and  this  Harlowe  had  been  telling  them 
gave  her  so  much  fresh  grief,  that  | what  had  passed  between  him  and 
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me:  and,  finding  myself  unfit  for 
company,  and  observing,  that  they 
broke  off  talk  at  my  coming  in,  1 
thought  it  proper  to  leave  them 
to  their  consultations. 

And  here  I will  put  an  end  to 
this  letter;  for  indeed,  sir,  the 
very  recollection  of  this  affecting 
scene  has  left  me  nearly  as  unable 
to  proceed,  as  I was,  just  after  it, 
to  converse  with  my  cousins.  I 
am,  sir,  with  great  truth, 

Your  most  obedient  humble 
servant, 

William  Morden. 

LETTER  CXLII. 

Colonel  Morden.  In  Continuation. 

Tuesday  morning,  Sept.  12. 

The  good  Mrs.  Norton  is  arrived, 
a little  amended  in  her  spirits: 
owing  to  the  very  posthumous  let- 
ters, as  I may  call  them,  which 
you,  Mr.  Belford,  as  well  as  I,  ap- 
prehended would  have  had  fatal 
effects  upon  her. 

1 cannot  but  attribute  this  to 
the  right  turn  of  her  mind.  It 
seems  she  has  been  enured  to  af- 
flictions; and  has  lived  in  a con- 
stant hope  of  a better  life;  and 
having  no  acts  of  unkindness  to 
the  dear  deceased  to  reproach  her- 
self with,  is  most  considerately 
resolved  to  exert  her  utmost  forti- 
tude in  order  to  comfort  the  sor- 
rowing mother. 

0 , Mr.  Belford , how  does  the 
character  of  my  dear  departed 
cousin  rise  upon  me  from  every 
mouth!  — Had  she  been  my  own 
child,  or  my  sister!  — But  do  you 
think,  that  the  man  who  occasioned ! 


this  great,  this  extended  ruin  — 
but  I forbear. 

The  will  is  not  to  be  looked  into 
till  the  funeral  rites  are  performed. 
Preparations  are  making  for  the 
solemnity;  and  the  servants,  as 
well  as  principals  of  all  the 
branches  of  the  family,  are  put 
into  close  mourning. 

I have  seen  Mr.  Melville.  He  is 
a serious  and  sensible  man.  I 
have  given  him  particulars  to  go 
upon  in  the  discourse  he  is  to  pro- 
nounce at  the  funeral:  buthad  the 
less  need  to  do  this , as  I find  he  is 
extremely  well  acquainted  with 
the  whole  unhappy  story;  and  was 
a personal  admirer  of  my  dear 
cousin , and  a sincere  lamenter  of 
her  misfortunes  and  death.  The 
reverend  Dr.  Lewen,  who  is  but 
very  lately  dead,  was  his  parti- 
cular friend,  and  had  once  intend- 
ed to  recommend  him  to  her  favour 
and  notice. 

* * * 

I am  just  returned  from  attend- 
ing the  afflicted  parents,  in  an 
effort  they  made  to  see  the  corpse 
of  their  beloved  child.  They  had 
requested  my  company,  and  that 
of  the  good  Mrs.  Norton.  A last 
leave , the  mother  said , she  must 
take! 

An  effort,  however  it  was,  and 
no  more.  The  moment  they  came 
in  sight  of  the  coffin , before  the 
lid  could  be  put  aside,  0,  my  dear, 
said  the  father,  retreating,  I can- 
not, I find  I cannot,  bear  it!  — 
Had  I — had  I — had  I never  been 
hard  - hearted ! — Then  turning 
round  to  his  lady,  he  had  but  just 
time  to  catch  her  in  his  arms,  and 
23* 
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prevent  her  sinking  on  the  floor,  happy  lady,  you  was  the  dear 
0,  my  dearest  life!  said  he,  this  creature’s  more  natural  mother ! — 
is  too  much ! — too  much,  indeed ! Would  to  Heaven  I had  no  more 
— Let  us,  let  us  retire.  Mrs.  to  answer  for  than  you  have! 
Norton,  who  (attracted  by  the  Thus  the  unhappy  pair  un- 
awful  receptacle)  had  but  just  left  availingly  recriminated,  till  my 
the  good  lady , hastened  to  her  — cousin  Hervey  entered,  and , with 
Dear,  dear  woman,  cried  the  un-  Mrs.  Norton,  conducted  up  to  her 
happy  parent,  flinging  her  arms  own  chamber  the  inconsolable 
about  her  neck , bear  me , bear  me  mother.  The  two  uncles,  and  Mr. 
hence ! — 0 , my  child ! my  child ! Hervey,  came  in  at  the  same  time, 
my  own  Clarissa  Harlowe ! Thou  and  prevailed  upon  the  afflicted 
pride  of  my  life  so  lately!  — father  to  retire  with  them  to  his  — 
Never,  never  more,  must  I behold  both  giving  up  all  thoughts  of 
thee!  ever  seeing  more  the  child  whose 

I supported  the  unhappy  father,  death  was  so  deservedly  regretted 
Mrs.  Norton  the  sinking  mother,  by  them. 

into  the  next  parlour.  She  threw  Time  only,  Mr.  Belford,  can 
herself  on  a settee  there:  he  into  combat  with  advantage  such  a 
an  elbow-chair  by  her:  the  good  heavy  deprivation  as  this.  Advice 
woman  at  her  feet,  her  arms  will  not  do,  while  the  loss  is  re- 
clasped round  her  waist.  The  two  cent.  Nature  will  have  way  given 
mothers , as  I may  call  them , of  to  it  (and  so  it  ought)  till  sorrow 
my  beloved  cousin , thus  tenderly  has  in  a manner  exhausted  itself; 
engaged ! What  a variety  of  dis-  and  then  reason  and  religion  will 
tress  in  these  woeful  scenes!  come  in  seasonably  with  their 
The  unhappy  father,  in  en-  powerful  aids , to  raise  the  droop- 
deavouring  to  comfort  his  lady,  ing  heart. 

loaded  himself.  Would  to  God,  I see  here  no  face  that  is  the 
my  dear,  said  he,  would  to  God  1 same  I saw  at  my  first  arrival, 
had  no  more  to  charge  myself  with  Proudand  haughty  every  counten- 
than  you  have!  — You  relented!  ance  then,  unyielding  to  entreaty: 
— You  would  have  prevailed  upon  now,  how  greatly  are  they  hum- 
me  to  relent!  bled ! — The  utmost  distress  is  ap- 

The  greater  my  fault,  said  she,  parent  in  every  protracted  feature, 
when  I knew  that  displeasure  was  and  in  every  Dursting  muscle , of 
carried  too  high,  to  acquiesce  as  1 each  disconsolate  mourner.  Their 
did!  — What  a barbarous  parent  eyes,  which  so  lately  flashed  anger 
was  I,  to  let  two  angry  children  and  resentment , now  are  turned 
make  me  forget  that  I was  mother  to  every  one  that  approaches 
to  a third  — to  such  a third ! them,  as  if  imploring  pity!  — 

Mrs.  Norton  used  arguments  Could  ever  wilful  hard-heartedness 
and  prayers  to  comfort  her  — 0,  he  more  severely  punished? 
my  dear  Norton,  answered  the  un-  The  following  lines  of  Juvenal 
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are,  upon  the  whole,  applicable 
to  this  house  and  family:  and  I 
have  revolved  them  many  times 
since  Sunday  evening  : 

Humani  generis  mores  tibi  nossc  volenti 
Sufficit  una  donius:  paucos  consume 
dies,  el 

Dicere  te  mi  serum,  postquam  illinc  ve- 
neris, aude. 

Let  me  add,  that  Mrs.  Norton 
has  communicated  to  the  family 
the  posthumous  letter  sent  her. 
This  letter  affords  a foundation 
for  future  consolation  to  them; 
but  at  present  it  has  new  pointed 
their  grief,  by  making  them  re- 
flect on  their  cruelty  to  so  excel- 
lent a daughter,  niece,  and  sister*. 
I am , dear  sir, 

Your  faithful  humble  servant, 

Wm.  Mohden. 

* This  letter  contains  in  substance: 
her  thanks  to  the  good  woman  for  her 
care  of  her  in  her  infancy  ; for  her  good 
instructions , and  the  excellent  examples 
she  had  set  her:  with  self  accusations  of 
a vanity  and  presumption,  which  lay 
lurking  in  her  heart  unknown  to  herself, 
till  her  calamities  (obliging  her  to  look 
into  herself)  brought  them  to  light. 

She  expatiates  upon  the  benefit  of 
afflictions  to  a mind  modest,  fearful,  and 
diffident. 

She  comforts  her  on  her  early  death; 
having  finished,  as  she  says,  her  pro- 
batory course,  at  so  early  a time  of  life, 
when  many  are  not  ripened  by  the  sun- 
shine of  divine  grace  for  a better,  till 
they  are  fifty,  sixty,  or  seventy  years  of 
age. 

I hope , says  she , that  my  father  will 
grant  the  request  I have  made  to  him  in 
my  last  will,  to  let  you  pass  the  remain- 
der of  your  days  at  my  Dairy-house  , as  it 
used  to  be  called,  where  once  I promised 
myself  to  be  happy  in  you.  Your  dis- 
cretion, prudence,  and  economy,  my  dear 
good  woman,  proceeds  she,  will  make 
your  presiding  over  the  concerns  of  that 
house,  as  beneficial  to  them,  as  it  can  be 
convenient  to  you.  For  your  sake,  my 


LETTER  CXLIH. 

Colonel  Morden.  In  Continuation. 

Thursday  night,  Sept.  14. 

We  are  just  returned  from  the 
solemnization  of  the  last  mournful 
rite.  My  cousin  James  and  his 
sister , Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hervey , and 
their  daughter,  a young  lady 
whose  affection  for  my  departed 
cousin  shall  ever  bind  me  to  her ; 
my  cousins  John  and  Antony  Har- 
lowe , myself,  and  some  other 
moredistantrelations  of  the  names 
of  Fuller  and  Allinson  (who,  to 
testify  their  respect  to  thememory 
of  the  dear  deceased,  had  put 
themselves  in  mourning)  self- 
invited  , attended  it. 

The  father  and  mother  would 


dear  Mrs.  Norton,  I hope  they  will  make 
you  this  offer.  And  if  they  do,  I hope 
you  will  accept  of  it  for  theirs. 

She  remembers  herself  to  her  foster- 
brother  in  a very  kind  manner:  and 
charges  her,  for  his  sake,  that  Bhe  will 
not  take  too  much  to  heart  what  has 
befallen  her. 

She  concludes  as  follows : 

Remember  me,  in  the  last  place,  to  all 
my  kind  well-wishers  of  your  acquaint- 
ance; and  to  those  whom  I used  to  call 
my  poor.  They  will  bo  God's  poor,  if  they 
trust  in  him.  I have  taken  such  care, 
that  I hope  they  will  not  be  losers  by  my 
death.  Bid  them  therefore  rejoice;  and 
do  you  also , my  reverend  comforter  and 
sustainer,  (as  well  in  my  darker,  as  in 
my  fairer  days)  likewise  rejoice,  that  I 
am  so  soon  delivered  from  the  evils  that 
were  before  me;  and  that  I am  NOW, 
when  this  comes  to  your  hand , as  I 
humbly  trust , exulting  in  the  mercies  of 
a gracious  God,  who  has  conducted  me 
through  the  greatest  trials  in  safety, 
and  put  so  happy  an  end  to  all  my 
temptations  and  distresses:  and  who, 
I most  humbly  trust,  will,  in  his  own 
good  time,  give  us  a joyful  meeting  in 
the  regions  of  eternal  blessedness. 
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have  joined  in  these  last  honours 
had  they  been  able:  but  they  were 
both  very  much  indisposed;  and 
continue  to  be  so. 

The  inconsolable  mother  told 
Mrs.  Norton,  that  the  two  mothers 
of  the  sweetest  child  in  the  world 
ought  not,  on  this  occasion,  to 
be  separated.  She  therefore  de- 
sired her  to  stay  with  her. 

The  whole  solemnity  was  per- 
formed with  great  decency  and 
order.  The  distance  from  Har- 
lowe  Place  to  the  church  is  about 
half  a mile.  All  the  way  the  corpse 
was  attended  by  great  numbers  of 
people  of  all  conditions. 

It  was  nine  when  it  entered  the 
church;  every  corner  of  which 
was  crowded.  Such  a profound, 
such  a silent  respect  did  I never 
see  paid  at  the  funeral  of  princes. 
An  attentive  sadness  overspread 
the  face  of  all. 

The  eulogy  pronounced  by  Mr. 
Melville  was  a very  pathetic  one. 
He  wiped  his  own  eyes  often,  and 
made  every  body  present  still 
oftener  wipe  theirs. 

The  auditors  were  most  parti- 
cularly affected,  when  he  told 
them,  that  the  solemn  text  was  her 
own  choice. 

He  enumerated  her  fine  quali- 
ties, naming  with  honour  their 
late  worthy  pastor  for  his  autho- 
rity. 

Every  enumerated  excellence 
was  witnessed  to  in  different  parts 
of  the  church  in  respectful  whis- 
pers by  different  persons,  as  of 
their  own  knowledge,  as  I have 
been  since  informed. 

When  he  pointed  to  the  pew 


where  (doing  credit  to  religion  by 
her  example)  she  used  to  sit  or 
kneel,  the  whole  auditory,  as  one 
person,  turned  to  the  pew  with 
the  most  respectful  solemnity , as 
if  she  had  been  herself  there. 

When  the  gentleman  attributed 
condescension  and  mingled  digni- 
ty to  her , a buzzing  approbation 
was  given  to  the  attribute  through- 
out the  church;  and  a poor  neat 
woman  under  my  pew  added, 
“ That  she  was  indeed  all  gra- 
ciousness, and  would  speak  to 
any  body.” 

Many  eyes  ran  over,  when  he 
mentioned  her  charities , her  well- 
judged  charities.  And  her  reward 
was  decreed  from  every  mouth 
with  sighs  and  sobs  from  some, 
and  these  words  from  others,  “The 
poor  will  dearly  miss  her.” 

The  cheerful  giver  whom  God  is 
said  to  love,  was  allowed  to  be 
her:  and  a young  lady , I am  told, 
said,  It  was  Miss  Clarissa  Har- 
lowe’s  care  to  find  out  the  un- 
happy, upon  a sudden  distress, 
before  the  sighing  heart  was  over- 
whelmed by  it. 

She  had  a set  of  poor  people, 
chosen  for  their  remarkable  hon- 
esty and  ineffectual  industry. 
These  voluntarily  paid  their  last 
attendance  on  their  benefactress ; 
and  mingling  in  the  church  as 
they  could  crowd  near  the  aisle 
where  the  corpse  was  on  stands, 
it  was  the  less  wonder  that  her 
praises  from  the  preacher  met 
with  such  general  and  such  grate- 
ful whispers  of  approbation. 

Some  it  seems  there  were , who 
knowing  her  unhappy  story , re- 
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marked  upon  the  dejected  looks 
of  the  brother,  and  the  drowned 
eyes  of  the  sister;  “0  what  would 
they  now  give,  they’d  warrant, 
had  they  not  been  so  hard-heart- 
ed 1 ” — Others  pursued , as  I may 
say,  the  Bevere  father  and  unhappy 
mother,  into  their  chambers  at 
home — “ They  answered  for  their 
relenting,  now,  that  it  was  too 
late ! — What  must  be  their  grief! 
— No  wonder  they  could  not  be 
present ! ” 

Several  expressed  their  astonish- 
ment, as  people  do  every  hour, 
“that  a man  could  live  whom  such 
perfections  could  not  engage  to 
be  just  to  her;”  to  be  humane , I 
may  say.  — And  who,  her  rank 
and  fortune  considered , could  be 
so  disregardful  of  his  own  interest , 
had  he  had  no  other  motive  to  be 
just?  — 

The  good  divine,  led  by  his 
text,  just  touched  upon  the  un- 
happy  step  that  was  the  cause  of 
her  untimely  fate.  He  attributed 
it  to  the  state  of  things  below,  in 
which  there  could  not  be  absolute 
perfection.  He  very  politely 
touched  upon  the  noble  disdain 
she  shewed  (though  earnestly 
solicited  by  a whole  splendid  fa- 
mily) to  join  interests  with  a man 
whom  she  found  unworthy  of  her 
esteem  and  confidence:  and  who 
courted  her  with  the  utmost  ear- 
nestness to  accept  of  him. 

What  he  most  insisted  upon 
was,  the  happy  end  she  made; 
and  thence  drew  consolation  to  her 
relations,  and  instruction  to  the 
auditory. 

In  a word , his  performance  was 


such  as  heightened  the  reputation 
which  he  had  before  in  a very 
eminent  degree  obtained. 

When  the  corpse  was  to  be  car- 
ried down  into  the  vault  (a  very 
spacious  one,  within  the  church) 
there  was  great  crowding  to  see 
the  coffin  lid , and  the  devices 
upon  it.  Particularly  two  gen- 
tlemen , muffled  up  in  cloaks, 
pressed  forward.  These,  it  seems, 
were  Mr.  Mullins  and  Mr.  Wyer- 
ley;  both  of  them  professed  ad- 
mirers of  my  dear  cousin. 

When  they  came  near  the  coffin, 
and  cast  their  eyes  upon  the  lid, 
“In  that  little  space,"  said  Mr. 
Mullins,  “is  included  all  human 
excellence!”  — And  then  Mr. 
Wyerley , unable  to  contain  him- 
self, was  forced  to  quit  the  church ; 
and  we  hear  is  very  ill. 

It  is  said  that  Mr.  Solmes  was  in 
a remote  part  of  the  church, 
wrapped  round  in  a horseman’s 
coat:  and  that  he  shed  tears 
several  times.  But  I saw  him 
not. . 

Another  gentleman  was  there 
incognito , in  a pew  near  the  en- 
trance of  the  vault,  who  had  not 
been  taken  notice  of,  but  for  his 
great  emotion  when  he  looked 
over  his  pew,  at  the  time  the  coffin 
was  earned  down  to  its  last  place. 
This  was  Miss  Howe's  worthy  Mr. 
Hickman. 

My  cousins  John  and  Antony, 
and  their  nephew  James,  chose 
not  to  descend  into  the  vault 
among  their  departed  ancestors. 

Miss  Harlowe  was  extremely 
affected.  Her  conscience,  as  well 
as  her  love,  was  concerned  on  the 
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occasion.  She  would  go  down  with 
the  corpse  of  her  dear , her  only 
sister,  she  said:  but  her  brother 
would  not  permit  it.  And  her 
overwhelmed  eye  pursued  the 
coffin  till  she  could  see  no  more  of 
it:  and  then  she  threw  herself  on 
the  seat,  and  was  near  fainting 
away. 

I accompanied  it  down , that  I 
might  not  only  satisfy  myself,  but 
you,  sir,  her  executor,  that  it  was 
deposited,  as  she  had  directed,  at 
the  feet  of  her  grandfather. 

Mr.  Melville  came  down,  con- 
templated the  lid , and  shed  a few 
tears  over  it.  I was  so  well  satis- 
fied with  his  discourse  and  be- 
haviour, that  I presented  him  on 
the  solemn  spot  with  a ring  of  some 
value;  and  thanked  him  for  his 
performance. 

And  here  I left  the  remains  of 
my  beloved  cousin;  having  be- 
spoken my  own  place  by  the  side 
of  her  coffin. 

On  my  return  to  Harlowe  Place, 
I contented  myself  with  sending 
my  compliments  to  the  sorrow- 
ing parents,  and  retired  to  my 
chamber.  Nor  am  I ashamed  to 
own,  that  I could  not  help  giving 
way  to  a repeated  fit  of  humanity, 
as  soon  as  I entered  it. 

1 am,  sir, 

Your  most  faithful  and 
obedient  servant, 

Wm.  Morden. 

P.  S.  You  will  have  a letter  from 
my  cousin  James , who  hopes  to 
prevail  upon  you  to  relinquish 
the  executorship.  It  has  not 
my  encouragement. 


LETTER  CXUV. 

Mr.  Belford  to  William  Morden,  Esq. 

dear  sir,  Saturday,  Sept.  16. 

I once  had  thoughts  to  go  down 
privately,  in  order,  disguised  , to 
see  the  last  solemnity  performed. 
But  there  was  no  need  to  give  my- 
self this  melancholy  trouble,  since 
your  last  letter  so  naturally  de- 
scribes all  that  passed,  that  1 have 
every  scene  before  my  eyes.  raa 
You  crowd  me,  sir,  methinks, 
into  the  silent,  slow,  procession  — 
now  with  the  sacred  bier  do  I 
enter  the  awful  porch : now  mea- 
sure I,  with  solemn  paces,  the 
venerable  aisle;  now,  ambitious 
of  a relationship  to  her , placed  in 
a pew  near  the  eye-attracting 
coffin,  do  I listen  to  the  moving 
eulogy:  now,  through  the  buz  of 
aping  eye-swoln  crowds,  do  I 
escend  into  the  clammy  vault,  as 
a true  executor,  to  see  that  part  of 
her  will  performed  with  my  own 
eyes.  There,  with  a soul  filled 
with  musing,  do  I number  the 
surrounding  monuments  of  mor- 
tality , and  contemplate  the  pre- 
sent stillness  of  so  many  once 
busy  vanities,  crowded  all  into 
one  poor  vaulted  nook , as  if  the 
living  grudged  room  for  the 
corpse  of  those , for  which , when 
animated,  the  earth,  the  air,  and 
the  waters , could  hardly  find 
room.  Then  seeing  her  placed  at 
the  feet  of  him  whose  earthly  de- 
light she  was ; and  who , as  I find, 
ascribes  to  the  pleasure  she  gave 
him , the  prolongation  of  his  own 
life;*  sighing,  and  with  averted 
* See  Vol.  I.  p.  25. 
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face,  I quit  the  solemn  mansion, 
the  symbolic  coffin , and , for  ever, 
the  glory  of  her  sex ; and  ascend 
with  those,  who,  in  a few  years, 
after  a very  short  blaze  of  life, 
will  fill  up  other  spaces  of  the 
same  vault,  which  now  (while 
they  mourn  only  for  her,  whom 
they  jointly  persecuted)  they 
press  with  their  feet. 

Nor  do  your  affecting  descrip- 
tions permit  me  here  to  stop : but, 
ascended , I mingle  my  tears  and 
my  praises  with  those  of  the 
numerous  spectators.  I accom- 
pany the  afflicted  mourners  back 
to  their  uncomfortable  mansion ; 
and  make  one  in  the  general  con- 
cert of  unavailing  woe;  till  re- 
tiring, as  I imagine,  as  they  retire, 
like  them , in  reality,  I give  up  to 
new  scenes  of  solitary  and  sleep- 
less grief ; reflecting  upon  the  per- 
fections I have  seen  the  end  of; 
and  having  no  relief  but  from  an 
indignation,  which  makes  me  ap- 
prove of  the  resentments  of  others 
against  the  unhappy  man , and 
those  equally  unhappy  relations  of 
hers , to  whom  the  irreparable  loss 
is  owing. 

Forgive  me,  sir,  these  reflec- 
tions ; and  permit  me , with  this, 
to  send  you  what  you  declined 
receiving  till  the  funeral  was 
over  — 

He  gives  him  then  an  account  of  the 
money  and  effects  which  he  sends 
him  down  by  this  opportunity , for 
the  legatees  at  Harlowe  Place , 
and  in  its  neighbourhood;  which  he 
desires  him  to  dispose  of  accord- 
ing to  the  will. 


He  also  sends  him  an  account  of 
other  steps  he  has  taken  in  pur- 
suance of  the  will;  and  desires  to 
know  if  Mr.  Harlowe  expects  the 
discharge  of  the  funeral  expenses 
from  the  effects  in  his  hands ; and 
the  reimbursement  of  the  sums  ad- 
vanced to  the  testatrix  since  her 
grandfather's  death. 

These  expeditious  proceedings, 
says  he,  will  convince  Mr.  James 
Harlowe,  that  I am  resolved  to 
see  the  will  completely  executed : 
and  yet , by  my  manner  of  doing 
it,  that  I desire  not  to  give  un- 
necessary mortifications  to  the  fa- 
mily, since  every  thing  that  re- 
lates to  them  shall  pass  through 
your  hands. 

LETTER  CXLV. 

Mr.  James  Harlowe  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 
Harlowe  Place,  Friday  night,  Sept.  15, 

SIB, 

I hope  , from  the  character  my 
worthy  cousin  Morden  gives  you, 
that  you  will  excuse  the  applica- 
tion 1 make  to  you,  to  oblige  a 
whole  family  in  an  affair  that 
much  concerns  their  peace,  and 
cannot  equally  concern  any  body 
else.  You  will  immediately  judge, 
sir,  that  this  is  the  executorship 
of  which  my  sister  has  given  you 
the  trouble  by  her  last  will. 

We  shall  all  think  ourselves 
extremely  obliged  to  you , if  you 
please  to  relinquish  this  trust  to 
our  own  family ; the  reasons  which 
follow  pleading  for  our  expecta- 
tion of  this  favour  from  you : 

First,  because  she  never  would 
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have  had  the  thought  of  troubling  my  two  uncles;  whose  known 
you,  sir,  if  she  had  believed  any  honour,  and  whose  affection  to 
of  her  near  relations  would  have  the  dear  deceased,  nobody  ever 
taken  it  upon  themselves.  doubted : and  they  will  treat  with 

Secondly,  I understand,  that  you,  sir,  through  my  cousin  Mor- 
she  recommends  to  you  in  the  den,  as  to  the  points  they  will 
will , to  trust  to  the  honour  of  any  undertake  to  perform, 
of  our  family,  for  the  performance  The  trouble  you  have  already 
of  such  of  the  articles  as  are  of  a had , will  well  entitle  you  to  the 
domestic  nature.  VVe  are  any  of  legacy  she  bequeaths  you,  to- 
us,  and  all  of  us,  if  you  request  it,  gether  with  the  reimbursement  of 
willing  to  stake  our  honours  upon  all  the  charges  you  have  been  at, 
this  occasion:  and  all  you  can  de-  and  allowance  of  the  legacies  you 
sire , as  a man  of  honour , is , that  have  discharged , although  you 
the  trust  be  executed.  should  not  have  qualified  yourself 

We  are  the  more  concerned,  to  act  as  an  executor;  as  I pre- 
sir, to  wish  you  to  decline  this  sume  you  have  not  yet  done,  nor 
office,  because  of  your  short  and  will  noto  do. 

accidental  knowledge  of  the  dear  Your  compliance,  sir,  will  oblige 

testatrix,  and  long  and  intimate  a family  (who  have  already  dis- 
aequaiutance  with  the  man  to  tress  enough  upon  them)  in  the 
whom  she  owed  her  ruin , and  tve  circumstance  that  occasions  this 
the  greatest  loss  and  disappoint-  application  to  you ; and  more 
ment  (her  manifold  excellencies  particularly,  sir, 
considered)  that  ever  befel  a Your  most  humble  servant, 
family.  James  Harlowe,  Jun. 

You  will  allow  due  weight,  I 

dare  say,  to  this  plea,  if  you  make  I send  this  by  one  of  my  ser- 
our  case  your  own : and  so  much  vants,  who  will  attend  your 
the  readier,  when  I assure  you,  dispatch, 
that  your  interfering  in  this 

matter  so  much  against  our  in-  letter  CXLVI. 

clinations  (excuse,  sir  my  plain  Mr.  Belford  to  James  Harlowc,  jun.  Esq. 
dealing)  will  very  probably  occa- 
sion an  opposition  m some  points,  SIB,  Saturday,  Sept.  16. 

where  otherwise  there  might  be  You  will  excuse  my  plain  deal- 
none.  ing  in  turn:  for  I must  observe, 

What  therefore  I propose  is,  that  if  I had  not  the  just  opinion  I 
not  that  my  father  should  assume  have  of  the  sacred  nature  of  the 
this  trust:  he  is  too  much  afflicted  office  I have  undertaken,  some 
to  undertake  it  — nor  yet  myself  passages  in  the  letter  you  have 
— I might  be  thought  too  much  favoured  me  with,  would  convince 
concerned  in  interest:  but  that  it  me  that  I ought  not  to  excuse  my- 
may  be  allowed  to  devolve  upon  self  from  acting  in  it. 
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I need  name  only  one  of  them. 
You  are  pleased  to  say , that  your 
uncles,  if  the  trust  be  relinquished 
to  them , will  treat  with  me  through 
Colonel  Morden,  as  to  the  points 
they  will  undertake  to  perform. 

Permit  me,  sir,  to  say,  that  it  is 
the  duty  of  an  executor  so  see 
every  point  performed , that  can  be 
performed.  Nor  will  I leave  the 
performance  of  mine  to  any  other 
persons , especially  where  a quali- 
fying is  so  directly  intimated,  and 
where  all  the  branches  of  your 
family  have  shewn  themselves, 
with  respect  to  the  incomparable 
lady,  to  nave  but  one  mind. 

You  are  pleased  to  urge,  that 
she  recommends  to  me,  the  leaving 
to  the  honour  of  any  of  your  fa- 
mily such  of  the  articles  as  are  of 
a domestic  nature.  But  admitting 
this  to  be  so,  does  it  not  imply 
that  the  other  articles  are  stilL  to 
obtain  my  care?  — But  even 
these,  you  will  find  by  the  will, 
she  gives  not  up;  and  to  that  I 
refer  you. 

I am  sorry  for  the  hints  you 
give  of  an  opposition , where,  as 
you  say , there  might  be  none , if  I 
aid  not  interfere.  I see  not,  sir, 
why  your  animosity  against  a 
man  who  cannot  be  defended, 
should  be  carried  to  such  a height 
against  one  who  never  gave  you 
offence:  and  this  only,  because 
he  is  acquainted  with  that  man. 
I will  not  say  all  1 might  say  on 
this  occasion. 

As  to  the  legacy  to  myself,  I 
assure  you,  sir,  that  neither  my 
circumstances,  nor  my  temper, 
will  put  me  upon  being  a gainer 


by  the  executorship.  I shall  take 
pleasure  to  tread  in  the  steps  of 
the  admirable  testatrix  in  all  I 
may;  and  rather  will  increase 
than  diminish  her  poor’s  fund. 

With  regard  to  the  trouble  that 
may  attend  the  execution  of  the 
trust,  I shall  not , in  honour  to  her 
memory,  value  ten  times  more 
than  this  can  give  me.  I have 
indeed  two  other  executorships  on 
my  hands ; but  they  sit  light  upon 
me.  And  survivors  cannot  better 
or  more  charitably  bestow  their 
time. 

I conceive  that  every  article, 
but  that  relating  to  the  poor’s 
fund  (such  is  the  excellence  of 
the  disposition  of  the  most  ex- 
cellent of  women)  may  be  per- 
formed in  two  months’  time,  at 
farthest. 

Occasions  of  litigation  or  offence 
shall  not  proceed  from  me.  You 
need  only  apply  to  Col.  Morden, 
who  shall  command  me  in  every 
thing  that  the  will  allows  me  to 
oblige  your  family  in.  I do  as- 
sure you,  that  I am  as  unwilling 
to  obtrude  myself  upon  it,  as  any 
of  it  can  wish. 

I own,  that  I have  not  yet 
proved  the  will ; nor  shall  1 do  it 
till  next  week  at  soonest,  that  you 
may  have  time  for  amicable  ob- 
jections, if  such  you  think  fit  to 
make  through  the  colonel’s  media- 
tion. But  let  me  observe  to  you, 
sir,  “ that  an  executor’s  power,  in 
such  instances  as  I have  exercised 
it , is  the  same  before  the  probate, 
as  after  it.  He  can  even , without 
taking  that  out,  commence  an  ac- 
tion, although  he  cannot  declare 
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upon  it:  and  these  acts  of  ad- 
ministration make  him  liable  to 
actions  himself.”  I am  therefore 
very  proper  in  the  steps  I have 
taken  in  part  of  the  execution  of 
this  sacred  trust;  and  want  not 
allowance  on  the  occasion. 

Permit  me  to  add,  that  when 
you  have  perused  the  will,  and 
coolly  considered  every  thing , it 
is  my  hope , that  you  will  yourself 
be  of  opinion,  that  there  can  be  no 
room  for  dispute  or  opposition: 
and  that  if  your  family  will  join  to 
expedite  the  execution , it  will  be 
the  most  natural  and  easy  way  of 
shutting  up  the  whole  affair,  and 
to  have  done  with  a man,  so 
causelessly,  as  to  his  own  parti- 
cular, the  object  of  your  dislike, 
as  is , sir, 

Your  very  humble  servant,  (not- 
withstanding) 

John  Belford. 


THE  WILL. 

To  which  the  following  Preamble , 
written  on  a separate  paper , was 
stitched  with  black  silk, 

“TO  MV  EXECUTOR. 

“I  hove  I may  be  excused  for 
expatiating,  in  divers  parts  of  this 
solemn  last  act,  upon  subjects  of  I 
importance.  Fori  have  heard  of 
so  many  instances  of  confusion 
and  disagreement  in  families,  and' 
so  much  doubt  and  difficulty,  for 
want  of  absolute  clearness  in  the 
testaments  of  departed  persons,  j 
that  I have  often  concluded  (were  j 
there  to  be  no  other  reasons  but 
but  those  which  respect  the  peace 


of  surviving  friends)  that  this  last 
act,  as  to  its  designation  and 
operation,  ought  not  to  be  the  last 
in  its  composition  or  making;  but 
should  be  the  result  of  cool  deli- 
beration; and  (as  it  is  more  fre- 
quently than  justly  said)  of  a sound 
mind  and  memory ; which  too  sel- 
dom are  to  be  met  with  but  in 
sound  health.  All  pretences  of  in- 
sanity of  mind  are  likewise  pre- 
vented, when  a testator  gives  rea- 
sons for  what  he  wills;  all  cavils 
about  words  are  obviated;  the 
obliged  are  assured ; and  they  en- 
joy the  benefit  for  whom  the  bene- 
fit was  intended.  Hence  have  I,  for 
some  time  past,  employed  myself 
in  penning  down  heads  of  such 
a disposition;  which,  as' reasons 
offered , I have  altered  and  added 
to ; so  that  I never  was  absolutely 
destitute  of  a will,  had  I been 
taken  off  ever  so  suddenly.  These 
minutes  and  imperfect  sketches 
enabled  me,  as  God  has  gracious- 
ly given  me  time  and  sedateness, 
to  digest  them  into  the  form  in 
which  they  appear.” 

I Clarissa  Harlowe,  now,  by 
strange  melancholy  accidents, 
lodging  in  the  parish  of  St.  Paul, 
Co  vent- Garden,  being  of  sound 
and  perfect  mind  and  memory,  as 
I hope  these  presents,  drawn  up 
by  myself,  and  written  with  my 
own  hand,  will  testify;  do  [this 
second  day  of  September*]  in  the 
year  of  our  Lord — **  make  and 

* A blank,  at  the  writing,  was  left  for 
this  date , and  filled  up  on  this  day.  See 
Letter  xciii.  of  this  vol. 

**  The  date  of  the  year  is  left  blank  for 
particular  reasons. 
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publish  this  my  last  will  and  testa- 
ment in  manner  and  form  fol- 
lowing: 

In  the  first  place , I desire  that 
my  body  may  lie  unburied  three 
days  after  my  decease , or  till  the 
pleasure  of  my  father  be  known 
concerning  it.  But  the  occasion 
of  my  death  not  admitting  of 
doubt,  I will  not,  on  any  account, 
that  it  be  opened;  and  it  is  my 
desire,  that  it  shall  not  be  touched 
but  by  those  of  my  own  sex. 

I have  always  earnestly  request- 
ed, that  my  body  might  be  de- 
posited in  the  family  vault  with 
those  of  my  ancestors.  If  it  might 
be  granted,  I could  now  wish,  that 
it  might  be  placed  at  the  feet  of 
my  dear  and  honoured  grand- 
father. But  as  I have,  by  one  very 
unhappy  step,  been  thought  to 
disgrace  my  whole  lineage,  and 
therefore  this  last  honour  may  be 
refused  to  my  corpse;  in  this  case, 
my  desire  is , that  it  may  be  inter- 
red in  the  church-vard  beloneiner 


I ment;  and  this  whether  I shall  be 
buried  here  or  elsewhere. 

I have  already  given  verbal  di- 
rections, that  after  I am  dead  (and 
laid  out  in  the  manner  I have  or- 
dered) I may  be  put  into  my  coffin 
as  soon  as  possible:  it  is  my  de- 
sire, that  I may  not  be  unneces- 
sarily exposed  to  the  view  of  any 
body : except  any  of  my  relations 
should  vouchsafe,  for  the  last 
time,  to  look  upon  me. 

And  I could  wish , if  it  might  be 
avoided  without  making  ill-will 
between  Mr.  Lovelace  and  my  ex- 
ecutor, that  the  former  might  not 
be  permitted  to  see  my  corpse. 

I But  if,  as  he  is  a man  very  uncon- 
trollable, and  as  I am  nobody’s, 
he  insist  upon  viewing  her  dead , 
whom  he  once  before  saw  in  a 
manner  dead,  let  his  gay  curiosity 
be  gratified.  Let  him  behold,  and 
triumph  over  the  wretched  re- 
, mains  of  one  who  has  been  made 
‘a  victim  to  his  barbarous  perfidy : 
but  let  some  good  person,  as  by 

mwrldairA  trivp  him  » minpr  whilst. 


to  the  parish  in  which  I shall  die;  he  is  viewing  the  ghastly  spectacle, 
and  that  in  the  most  private  man-  containing  these  fewwordsonly — 
ner,  between  the  hours  of  eleven  “Gay,  cruel  heart  1 behold  here 
and  twelve  at  night;  attended  the  remains  of  the  once  ruined,  yet 
only  by  Mrs.  Lovick,  and  Mr.  now  happy,  Clarissa  Harlo  we ! — 
and  Mrs.  Smith,  and  their  maid-  See  what  thou  thyself  must  quickly 
servant.  be ; — and  repent  ! ” 

But  it  is  my  desire,  that  the  Yet,  to  shew  that  I die  in  per- 
same  fees  and  dues  may  be  paid  feet  charity  with  all  the  world , I 
which  are  usually  paid  for  those  do  most  sincerely  forgive  Mr. 
who  are  laid  in  the  best  ground,  as  Lovelace  the  wrongs  he  has  done 
it  is  called,  or  even  in  the  chancel,  me. 

— And  I bequeath  five  pounds  to  If  my  father  can  pardon  the  er- 

be  given  at  the  discretion  of  the  rors  of  his  unworthy  child,  so  far 
churchwardens , to  twenty  poor  as  to  suffer  her  corpse  to  be  de- 
people, the  Sunday  after  my  inter-  posited  at  the  feet  of  her  grand- 
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father,  as  above  requested,  I could 
wish  (my  misfortunes  being  so 
notorious)  that  a short  discourse 
might  be  pronounced  over  my  re- 
mains, before  they  be  interred. 
The  subject  of  the  discourse  I 
shall  determine  before  I conclude 
this  writing. 

So  much  written  about  what  de- 
serves not  the  least  consideration , 
and  about  what  will  be  nothing 
tvhen  this  writing  comes  to  be 
opened  and  read , will  be  excused , 
when  my  present  unhappy  circum- 
stances and  absence  from  all  my 
natural  friends  are  considered. 

And  now , with  regard  to  the 
worldly  matters  which  I shall  die 
possessed  of,  as  well  as  to  those 
which  of  right  appertain  to  me, 
either  by  the  will  of  my  said  grand- 
father, or  otherwise;  thus  do  I dis- 
pose of  them. 

In  the  first  place,  I give  and  be- 
queath all  the  real  estates  in  or  to 
which  I have  any  claim  or  title  by 
the  said  will,  to  my  ever-honoured 
father  James  Harlowe,  Esq.  and 
that  rather  than  to  my  brother 
and  sister,  to  whom  I had  once 
thoughts  of  devising  them,  be- 
cause , if  they  survive  my  father, 
those  estates  will  assuredly  vest 
in  them,  or  one  of  them,  by  virtue 
of  his  favour  and  indulgence,  as 
the  circumstances  of  things , with 
regard  to  marriage  settlements,  or 
otherwise,  may  require;  or,  as 
they  may  respectively  merit  by 
the  continuance  of  their  duty. 

The  house  late  my  grandfa- 
ther’s, called  the  Grove , and  by 
him,  in  honour  of  me,  and  of  some 


of  my  voluntary  employments,  my 
Dairy-house , and  the  furniture 
thereof  as  it  now  stands  (the  pic- 
tures and  large  iron  chest  of  old 
plate  excepted)  I also  bequeath  to 
my  said  father;  only  begging  it  as 
a favour  that  he  will  be  pleased  to 
permit  my  dear  Mrs.  Norton  to 
pass  the  remainder  of  her  days  in 
that  house;  and  to  have  and  enjoy 
the  apartments  in  it,  known  by 
the  name  of  the  housekeeper's  apart- 
ments, with  the  furniture  in  them; 
and  which  (plain  and  neat)  was 
bought  for  me  by  my  grandfather, 
who  delighted  to  call  me  his  house- 
keeper; and  which  therefore  in 
his  lifetime  I used  as  such:  the 
office  to  go  with  the  apartments. 
And  I am  the  more  earnest  in  this 
recommendation,  as  I had  once 
thought  to  have  been  very  happy 
there  with  the  good  woman;  and 
because  I think  her  prudent  ma- 
nagement will  be  as  beneficial  to 
my  father,  as  his  favour  can  be 
convenient  to  her. 

But  with  regard  to  what  has  ac- 
crued from  that  estate , since  my 
grandfather’s  death,  and  to  the 
sum  of  nine  hundred  and  seventy 
pounds,  which  proved  to  be  the 
moiety  of  the  money  that  my  said 

Slfather  had  by  him  at  his 
, and  which  moiety  he  be- 
queathed to  me  for  my  sole  and 
separate  use  [as  he  did  the  other 
moiety  in  like  manner  to  my  sis- 
ter*]; and  which  sum  (that  I 
might  convince  my  brother  and  sis- 
ter, that  I wished  not  for  an  inde- 
pendence upon  my  father’s  plea- 
sure) I gave  into  my  father’s 
* See  Vol.  I.  p.  55. 
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hands,  together  with  the  manage- 
ment and  produce  of  the  whole 
estate  devised  to  me  — these 
sums,  however  considerable  when 
put  together,  1 hope  I may  be 
allowed  to  dispose  of  absolutely, 
as  my  love  and  my  gratitude  (not 
confined  wholly  to  my  own  family, 
which  is  very  wealthy  in  all  its 
branches)  may  warrant;  and 
which  therefore  I shall  dispose  of 
in  the  manner  hereafter  mention- 
ed. But  it  is  my  will,  and  express 
direction,  that  my  father’s  account 
of  the  above-mentioned  produce 
may  be  taken  and  established  ab- 
solutely (and  without  contraven- 
tion or  question) , as  he  shall  'be 
pleased  to  give  it  to  my  cousin 
Morden , or  to  whom  else  he  shall 
choose  to  give  it;  so  as  that  the 
said  account  be  not  subject  to 
litigation,  or  to  the  controul  of 
my  executor,  or  of  any  other  per- 
son. 

My  father,  of  his  love  and 
bounty,  was  pleased  to  allow  me 
the  same  quarterly  sums  that  he 
allowed  my  sister,  for  apparel  and 
other  requisites;  and  (pleased  with 
me  then)  used  to  say,  that  those 
sums  should  not  be  deducted  from 
the  estate  and  effects  bequeathed 
to  me  by  my  grandfather:  but 
having  mortally  offended  him  (as  1 
fear  it  may  be  said)  by  one  un- 
happy step,  it  may  be  expected 
that  he  will  reimburse  himself 
those  sums  — it  is  therefore  my  I 
will  and  direction , that  he  shall 
be  allowed  to  pay  and  satisfy  him- 
self for  all  such  quarterly  or  other 
sums , which  he  was  so  good  as  to 
advance  me  from  the  time  of  my  | 


grandfather’s  death ; and  that  his 
account  of  such  sums  shall  like- 
wise be  taken  without  question- 
ing: the  money,  however,  which  I 
left  behind  me  in  my  escritoire, 
being  to  be  taken  in  part  of  those 
disbursements. 

My  grandfather,  who,  in  his 
goodness  and  favour  to  me , knew 
no  bounds,  was  pleased  to  be- 
queath to  me  all  the  family  pic- 
tures at  his  late  house,  some  of 
which  are  very  masterly  perform- 
ances; with  command,  that  if  I 
died  unmarried , or  if  married  and 
had  no  descendants,  they  should 
then  go  to  that  son  of  his  (if  more 
than  one  should  be  then  living) 
whom  I should  think  would  set 
most  value  by  them.  Now,  as  I 
know  that  my  honoured  uncle, 
JohnHarlowe,  Esq.  was  pleased 
to  express  some  concern  that  they 
were  not  left  to  him,  as  eldest  son ; 
and  as  he  has  a gallery  where  they 
may  be  placed  to  advantage ; and 
as  I have  reason  to  believe,  that 
he  will  bequeath  them  to  my  fa- 
ther, if  he  survive  him;  who,  no 
doubt , will  leave  them  to  my  bro- 
ther; I therefore  bequeath  all  the 
said  family  pictures  to  my  said 
uncle  John  Harlowe.  In  these 
pictures , however,  I conclude  not 
one  of  my  own , drawn  when  I was 
about  fourteen  years  of  age;  which 
I shall  hereafter  in  another  article 
bequeath. 

My  said  honoured  grandfather 
having  a great  fondness  for  the 
old  family  plate,  which  he  would 
never  permit  to  be  changed , hav- 
ing lived,  as  he  used  to  say,  to  see 
a great  deal  of  it  come  into  re- 
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quest  again  in  the  revolution  of 
fashions;  and  having  left  the  same 
to  me,  with  a command  to  keep  it 
entire;  and  with  power  at  my 
death  to  bequeath  it  to  whomso- 
ever I pleased  that  I thought 
would  forward  his  desire;  which 
was,  as  he  expresses  it,  that  it 
should  be  kept  to  the  end  of  time; 
this  family  plate,  which  is  de- 
posited in  a large  iron  chest,  in  the 
strong  room  at  his  late  dwelling- 
house,  I bequeath  entire  to  my 
honoured  uncle  Antony  Harlowe, 
Esq.:  with  the  same  injunctions 
which  were  laid  on  me;  not 
doubting  but  he  will  confirm  and 
strengthen  them  by  his  own  last 
will. 

I bequeath  to  my  ever  valued 
friend,  Mrs.  Judith  Norton,  to 
whose  piety  and  care,  seconding 
the  piety  and  care  of  my  ever 
honoured  and  excellent  mother,  1 
owe,  morally  speaking,  the  quali- 
fications, which,  for  eighteen 
years  of  my  life,  made  me  beloved 
and  respected , the  full  stun  of  six 
hundred  pounds , to  be  paid  her 
within  three  months  after  my 
death. 

I bequeath  also  to  the  same 
good  woman  thirty  guineas,  for 
mourning,  for  her  and  for  her  son, 
my  foster-brother. 

To  Mrs.  Dorothy  Hervey,  the 
only  sister  of  my  honoured  mo- 
ther, I bequeath  the  sum  of  fifty 
guineas  for  a ring ; and  I beg  of 
her  to  accept  of  my  thankful  ac- 
knowledgments for  all  her  good- 
ness to  me  from  my  infancy ; and 
particularly  for  her  patience  with 
me,  in  the  several  altercations  that 


happened  between  my  brother  and 
sister,  and  me,  before  my  unhappy 
departure  from  Harlowe  Place. 

To  my  kind  and  much  valued 
cousin  Miss  Dolly  Hervey,  daugh- 
ter of  my  aunt  Hervey,  I bequeath 
my  watch  and  equipage , and  my 
best  Mechlin  and  Brussels  head 
dresses  and  ruffles ; also  my  gown 
and  petticoat  of  flowered  silver  of 
my  own  work;  which  having  been 
made  up  but  a few  days  before  I 
was  confined  to  my  chamber,  I 
never  wore. 

To  the  same  young  lady  I be- 
queath likewise  my  harpsichord, 
my  chamber-organ,  and  all  my 
music-books. 

As  my  sister  has  a very  pretty 
library;  and  as  my  beloved  Miss 
Howe  has  also  her  late  father’s  as 
well  as  her  own;  I bequeath  all 
my  books  in  general,  with  the 
cases  they  are  in,  to  ray  said  cousin 
Dolly  Hervey.  As  they  are  not  ill 
chosen  for  a woman’s  library,  I 
know  that  she  will  take  the  greater 
pleasure  in  them  (when  her  friend- 
ly grief  is  mellowed  by  time  into  a 
remembrance  more  sweet  than 
painful)  because  they  were  mine; 
and  because  there  are  observa- 
tions in  many  of  them  of  my  own 
writing;  and  some  very  judicious 
ones,  written  by  the  truly  re- 
verend Dr.  Lewen. 

I also  bequeath  to  the  same 
young  lady  twenty-five  guineas 
for  a ring,  to  be  worn  in  re- 
membrance of  her  true  friend. 

If  I live  not  to  see  my  worthy 
cousin  William  Morden,  Esq.  I 
desire  my  humble  and  grateful 
thanks  may  be  given  to  him  for 
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his  favour  and  goodness  to  me  5 
and  particularly  for  his  en- 
deavours to  reconcile  my  other 
friends  to  me,  at  a time  when  I 
was  doubtful  whether  he  would 
forgive  me  himself.  As  he  is  in 

great  circumstances,  I will  only 
eg  of  him  to  accept  of  two  or 
three  trifles , in  remembrance  of  a 
kinswoman  who  always  honoured 
Mm  as  much  as  he  loved  her.  Par- 
ticularly, of  that  piece  of  flowers 
which  my  uncle  Robert,  his  father, 
was  very  earnest  to  obtain,  in 
order  to  carry  it  abroad  with 
him. 

I desire  him  likewise  to  accept 
of  the  little  miniature  picture  set 
in  gold,  which  his  worthy  father 
made  me  sit  for  to  the  famous  Ita- 
lian master  whom  he  brought  over 
with  him ; and  which  he  presented 
tome,  that  I might  bestow  it,  as 
he  was  pleased  to  say,  upon  the 
man  whom  I should  be  one  day 
most  inclined  to  favour. 

To  the  same  gentleman  I also 
bequeath  my  rose  diamond  ring, 
which  was  a present  from  his  good 
father  to  me;  and  will  be  the 
more  valuable  to  him  on  that  ac- 
count. 

I humbly  request  Mrs.  Anna- 
bella  Howe,  the  mother  of  my 
dear  Miss  Howe,  to  accept  of  my 
respectful  thanks  for  all  her 
favours  and  goodness  to  me,  when 
I was  so  frequently  a visitor  to  her 
beloved  daughter;  and  of  a ring 
of  twenty-five  guineas  price. 

My  picture  at  full  length,  which 
is  in  my  late  grandfather’s  closet 
(excepted  in  an  article  above  from 
the  family  pictures)  drawn  when  I 
Clarissa.  IV. 


was  near  fourteen  years  of  age ; 
about  which  time  my  dear  Miss 
Howe  and  I began  to  know,  to  dis- 
tinguish , and  to  love  one  another 
so  dearly  — I cannot  express  how 
dearly  — I bequeath  to  that  sister 
of  my  heart:  of  whose  friendship, 
as  well  in  adversity  as  prosperity, 
when  I was  deprived  of  all  other 
comfort  and  comforters,  I have 
had  such  instances,  as  that  our 
love  can  only  be  exceeded  in  that 
state  of  perfection,  in  which  I hope 
to  rejoice  with  her  hereafter,  to  all 
eternity. 

I bequeath  also  to  the  same  dear 
friend  my  best  diamond  ring, 
which,  with  other  jewels,  is  in  the 
private  drawer  of  my  escritoire: 
as  also  all  my  finished  and  framed 
pieces  of  needle-work,  the  flower- 
piece  excepted , which  I have  al- 
ready bequeathed  to  my  cousin 
Morden. 

These  pieces  have  all  been 
taken  down,  as  I have  heard*; 
and  my  relations  will  have  no 
heart  to  put  them  up  again:  but  if 
my  good  mother  chooses  to  keep 
back  any  one  piece  (the  above 
capital  piece,  as  it  is  called,  ex- 
cepted) not  knowing  but  some 
time  hence  she  may  bear  the  sight 
of  it;  I except  that  also  from  tnis 
general  bequest,  and  direct  it  to 
be  presented  to  her. 

My  whole  length  picture  in  the 
Vandyke  taste**,  that  used  to 
hang  in  my  own  parlour,  as  I was 
permitted  to  call  it,  I bequeath  to 
my  aunt  Hervey,  except  my  mo- 
ther should  think  fit  to  keep  it 
herself. 

* See  Vol.  II.  p.  171.  **  Ibid. 
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I bequeath  to  the  worthy 
Charles  Hickman,  Esq.  the  locket, 
with  the  miniature  picture  of  the 
lady  he  best  loves , which  I have 
constantly  worn,  and  shall  con- 
tinue to  wear  near  my  heart  till 
the  approach  of  my  last  hour.* 
It  must  be  the  most  acceptable 
present  that  can  be  made  him, 
next  to  the  hand  of  the  dear  ori- 
ginal. “And,  O my  dear  Miss 
Howe,  let  it  not  be  long  before 
you  permit  his  claim  to  the  latter 
— for  indeed  you  know  not  the 
value  of  a virtuous  mind  in  that 
sex;  and  how  preferable  such  a 
miud  is  to  one  distinguished  by 
the  more  dazzling  flights  of  un- 
ruly wit;  although  the  latter  were 
to  be  joined  by  that  specious  out- 
ward appearance  which  too  — too 
often  attracts  the  hasty  eye,'  and 
susceptible  heart.” 

Permit  me , my  dear  friends , this 
solemn  apostrophe , in  this  last 
solemn  act , to  a young  lady  so  de- 
servedly dear  to  me ! 

% 

I make  it  my  earnest  request  to 
my  dear  Miss  Howe,  that  she  will 
not  put  herself  into  mourning  for 
me.  But  I desire  her  acceptance 
of  a ring  with  my  hair;  and  that 
Mr.  Hickman  will  also  accept  of 
the  like;  each  of  the  value  of 
twenty-five  guineas. 

I bequeath  to  Lady  Betty 
Lawrence,  and  to  her  sister  Lady 
•Sarah  Sadleir,  and  to  the  right 
honourable  the  Earl  of  M.  and  to 
their  worthy  nieces  Miss  Charlotte 
and  Miss  Martha  Montague,  each 
an  enameled  ring,  with  a cypher 
* See  Letter  csv.  of  this  volumo. 


Cl.  H.  with  my  hair  in  crystal,  and 
round  the  inside  of  each,  the  day, 
month,  and  year  of  my  death: 
each  ring  with  brilliants,  to  cost 
twenty  guineas.  And  this  as  a 
small  token  of  the  grateful  sense  I 
have  of  the  honour  of  their  good 
opinions  and  kind  wishes  in  my 
favour;  and  of  their  truly  noble 
offer  to  me  of  a very  considerable 
annual  provision,  when  they  ap- 
prehended me  to  be  entirely  de- 
stitute of  any. 

To  the  reverend  and  learned 
Dr.  Arthur  Lewen,  by  whose  in- 
structions I have  been  equally  de- 
lighted and  benefited,  I bequeath 
twenty  guineas  for  a ring.  If  it 
should  please  God  to  call  him  to 
himself,  before  he  can  receive  this 
small  bequest,  it  is  my  will,  that 
his  worthy  daughter  may  have  the 
benefit  of  it. 

In  token  of  the  grateful  sense  I 
have  of  the  civilities  paid  me  by 
Mrs.  and  Miss  Howe’s  domestics, 
from  time  to  time,  in  my  visits 
there,  I bequeath  thirty  guineas, 
to  be  divided  among  them,  as  then- 
dear  young  mistress  shall  think 
proper. 

To  each  of  my  worthy  compa- 
nions and  friends,  Miss  Biady 
Lloyd , Miss  Fanny  Alston , Miss 
Rachel  Biddulph,  and  Miss  Cart- 
wright Campbell,  1 bequeath  five 
guineas  for  a ring. 

To  my  late  maid-servant  Han- 
nah Burton,  an  honest,  faithful 
creature,  who  loved  me,  re- 
verenced my  mother,  and  respected 
my  sister , and  never  sought  to  do 
any  thing  unbecoming  of  her 
character , I bequeath  the  sum  of 
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fifty  pounds,  to  be  paid  within  one 
month  after  my  decease , she 
labouring  under  ill  health : and  if 
that  ill  health  continue,  I com- 
mend her  for  further  assistance  to 
my  good  Mrs.  Norton  to  be  put 
upon  my  poor’s  fund,  hereafter  to 
be  mentioned. 

To  the  coachman,  groom,  and 
two  footmen,  and  five  maids  at 
Harlowe  Place,  I bequeath  ten 
pounds  each;  to  the  helper,  five 
pounds. 

To  my  sister’s  maid  Betty 
Barnes,  I bequeath  ten  pounds,  to 
shew  that  I resent  not  former  dis- 
obligations ; which  I believe  were 
owing  more  to  the  insolence  of  of- 
fice, and  to  natural  pertness , than 
to  personal  ill-will. 

All  my  wearing  apparel,  of 
whatever  sort,  that  1 have  not 
been  obliged  to  partwith,or  which 
is  not  already  bequeathed,  (my 
linen  excepted)  I desire  Mrs.  Nor- 
ton will  accept  of. 

The  trunks  and  boxes  in  which 
my  clothes  are  sealed  up,  I desire 
may  not  be  opened,  but  in  pre- 
sence of  Mrs.  Norton  (or  of  some 
one  deputed  by  her)  and  of  Mrs. 
Lovick. 

To  the  worthy  Mrs.  Lovick 
above-mentioned,  from  whom  I 
have  received  great  civilities,  and 
even  maternal  kindnesses ; and  to 
Mrs.  Smith,  (with  whom  Hodge) 
from  whom  also  I have  received 
great  kindnesses;  I bequeath  all 
my  linen,  and  all  my  unsold  laces; 
to  be  divided  equally  between 
them,  as  they  shall  agree:  or,  in 
case  of  disagreement,  the  same  to 
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be  sold , and  the  money  arising  to 
be  equally  shared  by  them. 

And  I bequeath  to  the  same 
two  good  women,  as  a further 
token  of  my  thankful  acknow- 
ledgements of  their  kind  love  and 
compassionate  concern  for  me, 
the  sum  of  twenty  guineas  each. 

To  Mr.  Smith,  the  husband  of 
Mrs.  Smith  above  named,  I be- 
queath the  sum  of  ten  guineas , in 
acknowledgement  of  nis  civilities 
to  me. 

To  Katharine,  the  honest  maid- 
servant of  Mrs.  Smith,  to  whom 
(having  no  servant  of  my  own)  I 
have  Been  troublesome,  I be- 
queath five  guineas ; and  ten  gui- 
neas more , in  lieu  of  a suit  of  my 
wearing -apparel,  which  once, 
with  some  linen,  I thought  of 
leaving  to  her.  With  this  she 
may  purchase  what  may  be  more 
suitable  to  her  liking  and  degree. 

To  the  honest  and  careful 
widow  Anne  Shelburne,  my  nurse, 
over  and  above  her  wages,  and 
the  customary  perquisites  that 
may  belong  to  her,  I bequeath  the 
sum  of  ten  guineas.  Hers  is  a 
careful,  and  (to  persons  of  such 
humanity  and  tenderness)  a me- 
lancholy employment,  attended 
in  the  latter  part  of  life  with  great 
watching  and  fatigue,  which  is 
hardly  ever  enough  considered. 

The  few  books  I have  at  my 

E resent  lodgings,  I desire  Mrs. 

lovick  to  accept  of:  and  that  she 
be  permitted,  if  she  please,  to 
take  a copy  of  my  book  of  Medi- 
tations , as  I used  to  call  it;  being 
extracts  from  the  best  of  books ; 
which  she  seemed  to  approve  of, 
24* 
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although  suited  particularly  to 
my  own  case.  Aj3  for  the  book 
itself,  perhaps  my  good  Mrs.  Nor- 
ton will  be  glad  to  have  it,  as  it  is 
written  with  my  own  hand. 

In  the  middle  drawer  of  my 
escritoire  at  Harlowe  Place,  are 
many  letters,  and  copies  of  letters, 
put  up  according  to  their  dates, 
which  I have  written  or  received 
in  a course  of  years  (ever  since  I 
learned  to  write)  from  and  to  my 
grandfather,  my  father  and  mo- 
ther, my  uncles,  my  brother  and 
sister,  on  occasional  little  ab- 
sences; my  late  uncle  Morden, 
my  cousin  Morden ; Mrs.  Norton, 
and  Miss  Howe , and  other  of  my 
companions  and  friends,  before 
my  confinement  at  my  father’s: 
as  also  from  the  three  reverend 
gentlemen,  Dr.  Blome,  Mr.  Arnold, 
and  Mr.  Tomkins  now  with  God, 
and  the  very  reverend  Dr.  Lewen, 
on  serious  subjects.  As  these  let- 
ters exhibit  a correspondence  that 
no  person  of  my  sex  need  to  be 
ashamed  of,  allowing  for  the  time 
of  life  when  mine  were  written; 
and  as  many  excellent  things  are 
contained  in  those  written  to  me ; 
and  as  Miss  Howe,  to  whom  most 
of  them  have  been  communicated, 
wished  formerly  to  have  them , if 
she  survived  me : for  these  reasons, 
I bequeath  them  to  my  said  dear 
friend  Miss  Anna  Howe ; and  the 
rather,  as  she  had  for  some  years 
past  a very  considerable  share  in 
the  correspondence. 

I do  hereby  make,  constitute, 
and  ordain , John  Belford , of  Edge- 
ware,  in  the  county  of  Middlesex, 
Esq. ; the  sole  executor  of  this  my 


last  will  and  testament;  having 
previously  obtained  his  leave  so 
to  do.  I have  given  the  reasons 
which  induced  me  to  ask  this 
gentleman  to  take  upon  him  this 
trouble , to  Miss  Howe.  I there- 
fore refer  to  her  on  this  subject. 

But  I do  most  earnestly  beg  of 
him  the  said  Mr.  Belford,  that,  in 
the  execution  of  this  trust,  he 
will  (as  he  has  repeatedly  pro- 
mised) studiously  endeavour  to 
promote  peace  with,  and  suppress 
resentments,  in  every  one;  so  as 
that  all  further  mischiefs  may  be 

Srevented,  as  well  from, , as  to  his 
•iend.  And  in  order  to  this,  I 
beseech  him  to  cultivate  the 
friendship  of  my  worthy  cousin 
Morden;  who,  as  I presume  to 
hope,  ( when  he  understands  it  to 
be  my  dying  request)  will  give  him 
his  advice  and  assistance  in  every 
article  where  it  may  be  necessary : 
and  who  will  perhaps  be  so  good 
as  to  interpose  with  my  relations, 
if  any  difficulty  should  arise  about 
carrying  any  of  the  articles  of  this 
my  last  will  into  execution,  and 
to  soften  them  into  the  wished-for 
condescension:  — for  it  is  my 
earnest  request  to  Mr.  Belford, 
that  he  will  not  seek  by  law,  or 
by  any  sort  of  violence,  either  by 
word  or  deed,  to  extort  the  per- 
formance from  them.  If  there  be 
any  articles  of  a merely  domestic 
nature,  that  my  relations  shall 
think  unfit  to  be  carried  into 
execution;  such  articles  I leave 
entirely  to  my  said  cousin  Morden 
and  Mr.  Belford  to  vary,  or  totally 
dispense  with,  as  they  shall  agree 
upon  the  matter;  or,  if  they  two 
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differ  in  opinion,  they  will  be 
pleased  to  be  determined  by  a 
third  person,  to  be  chosen  by 
them  both. 

Having  been  pressed  by  Miss 
Howe  and  her  mother , to  collect 
the  particulars  of  my  sad  story, 
and  given  expectation  that  1 
would,  in  order  to  do  my  character 
justice  with  all  my  friends  and 
companions;  but  not  having  time 
before  me  for  the  painful  task,  it 
has  been  a pleasure  to  me  to  find, 
by  extracts  kindly  communicated 
to  me  by  my  said  executor,  that  I 
may  safely  trust  my  fame  to  the 
justice  done  me  by  Mr.  Lovelace, 
in  his  letters  to  him  my  said  exe- 
cutor. And  as  Mr.  Belford  has 
engaged  to  contribute  what  is  in 
his  power  towards  a compilement 
to  be  made  of  all  that  relate  to 
my  story,  and  knows  my  whole 
mind  in  this  respect,  it  is  my  de- 
sire that  he  will  cause  two  copies 
to  be  made  of  this  collection;  one 
to  remain  with  Miss  Howe,  the 
other  with  himself;  and  that  he 
will  shew  or  lend  his  copy,  if  re- 
quired , to  my  aunt  Hervey , for 
the  satisfaction  of  any  of  my  fa- 
mily; but  under  such  restrictions 
as  the  said  Mr.  Belford  shall  think 
fit  to  impose;  that  neither  any 
other  person’s  safety  may  be  en- 
dangered, nor  his  own  honour 
suffer  by  the  communication. 

I bequeath  to  my  said  executor 
the  sum  of  one  hundred  guineas, 
as  a grateful  though  insufficient 
acknowledgment  of  the  trouble  he 
will  be  at  in  the  execution  of  the 
trust  he  has  so  kindly  undertaken. 
I desire  him  likewise  to  accept  of 


twenty  guineas  for  a ring:  and 
that  he  will  reimburse  himself  for 
all  the  charges  and  expenses 
which  he  shall  be  at  in  the  execu- 
tion of  this  trust. 

In  the  worthy  Dr.  H.  I have 
found  a physician , a father,  and 
a friend.  I beg  of  him,  as  a testi- 
mony of  my  gratitude , to  accept 
of  twenty  guineas  for  a ring. 

I have  the  same  obligations  to 
the  kind  and  skilful  Mr.  Goddard, 
who  attended  me  as  my  apothe- 
cary. His  very  moderate  bill  I 
have  discharged  down  to  yester- 
day. I have  always  thought  it  in- 
cumbent upon  testators  to  shorten 
all  they  can  the  trouble  of  their 
executors.  I know  I underrate 
the  value  of  Mr.  Goddard’s  at- 
tendances, when  over  and  above 
what  may  accrue  from  yesterday, 
to  the  hour  that  will  finish  all,  I 
desire  fifteen  guineas  for  a ring 
may  be  presented  to  him. 

To  the  reverend  Mr. , who 

frequently  . attended  me,  and 
prayed  by  me  in  my  last  stages , I 
also  bequeath  fifteen  guineas  for 
a ring. 

There  are  a set  of  honest  in- 
digent people,  whom  I used  to  call 
my  poor,  and  to  whom  Mrs.  Norton 
conveys  relief  each  month  (or  at 
shorter  periods)  in  proportion  to 
their  necessities,  from  a sum  I 
deposited  in  her  hands , and  from 
time  to  time  recruited , as  means 
accrued  to  me;  but  now  nearly 
if  not  wholly  expended  : now, 
that  my  fault  may  be  as  little 
aggravated  as  possible,  by  the 
sufferings  of  the  worthy  people 
whom  Heaven  gave  me  a heart  to 
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relieve ; and  as  the  produce  of  my 
grandfather’s  estate  (including 
the  moiety  of  the  sums  he  had  by 
him , and  was  pleased  to  give  me 
at  his  death,  as  above-mentioned) 
together  with  what  I shall  further 
appropriate  to  the  same  use  in  the 
subsequent  articles,  will,  as  I 
hope,  more  than  answer  all  my 
legacies  and  bequests;  it  is  my  will 
and  desire,  that  the  remainder, 
be  it  little  or  much , shall  become 
a fund  to  be  appropriated,  and 
I hereby  direct  that  it  be  appro- 
priated, to  the  like  purpCies  with 
the  sums  which  I put  into  Mrs. 
Norton’s  hands  as  aforesaid  — 
and  this  under  the  direction  and 
management  of  the  said  Mrs. 
Norton,  who  knows  my  whole 
mind  in  this  particular.  And  in 
case  of  her  death , or  of  her  desire 
to  be  acquitted  of  the  manage- 
ment thereof,  it  is  my  earnest  re- 
quest to  my  dear  Miss  Howe,  that 
sne  will  take  it  upon  herself,  and 
that  at  her  own  death  she  will 
transfer  what  shall  remain  undis- 
posed of  at  the  time , to  such  per- 
sons, and  with  such  limitations, 
restrictions,  and  provisoes,  as  she 
shall  think  will  best  answer  my 
intention.  For,  as  to  the  manage- 
ment and  distribution  of  all  or 
any  part  of  it , while  in  Mrs.  Nor- 
ton’s hands,  or  her  own;  I will, 
that  it  be  entirely  discretional, 
and  without  account,  either  to  my 
executor,  or  any  other  person. 

Although  Mrs.  Norton,  as  I have 
hinted , knows  my  whole  mind  in 
this  respect;  yet  it  may  be  proper 
to  mention,  in  this  last  solemn 
act,  that  my  intention  is,  that 


this  fund  be  entirely  set  apart  and 
appropriated  to  relieve  tempo- 
rarily, from  the  interest  thereof, 
(as  I dare  say  it  will  be  put  out  to 
the  best  advantage)  or  even  from 
the  principal,  if  need  be,  the 
honest,  industrious,  labouring 
poor  only:  when  sickness,  lame- 
ness, unforeseen  losses,  or  other 
accidents , disable  them  from 
following  their  lawful  callings ; or 
to  assist  such  honest  people  of 
large  families  , as  shall  have  a 
child  of  good  inclinations  to  put 
out  to  service,  trade,  or  hus- 
bandry. 

It  has  always  been  a rule  with 
me,  in  my  little  donations,  to  en- 
deavour to  aid  and  set  forward 
the  sober  and  industrious  poor. 
Small  helps,  if  seasonably  afford- 
ed, will  do  for  such;  and  so  the 
fund  may  be  of  more  extensive 
benefit;  an  ocean  of  wealth  will 
not  be  sufficient  for  the  idle  and 
dissolute:  whom  therefore,  since 
they  will  be  always  in  want,  it 
will  be  no  charity  to  relieve,  if 
worthier  creatures  would,  by  re- 
lieving the  others,  be  deprived 
of  such  assistance  as  may  set  the 
wheels  of  their  industry  going, 
and  put  them  in  a sphere  of  useful 
action. 

But  it  is  my  express  will  and 
direction , that  let  this  fund  come 
out  to  be  ever  so  considerable,  it 
shall  be  applied  only  in  support 
of  the  temporary  exigencies  of  the 
persons  I have  described;  and 
that  no  one  family  or  person  re- 
ceive from  it,  at  one  time  or  in 
one  year,  more  than  the  sum  of 
twenty  pounds. 
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It  is  my  will  and  desire,  that  the 
set  of  jewels  which  was  my  grand- 
mother’s and  presented  to  me, 
soon  after  her  death,  by  my  grand- 
father, be  valued;  and  the  worth 
of  them  paid  to  my  executor,  if 
any  of  my  family  choose  to  have 
them:  or  otherwise  that  they  be 
sold,  and  go  to  the  augmentation 
of  my  poor’s  fund.  — But  if  they 
may  be  deemed  an  equivalent  for 
the  sums  my  father  was  pleased 
to  advance  to  me  since  the  death 
of  my  grandfather,  I desire  that 
they  may  be  given  up  to  him. 

I presume,  that  the  diamond 
necklace,  solitaire,  ear-rings,  and 
buckles,  which  were  properly  inv 
own,  presented  by  my  mothers 
uncle  Sir  Josias  Brookland,  will 
not  be  purchased  by  any  one  of 
my  family,  for  a too  obvious  rea- 
son; in  this  case  I desire,  that 
they  may  be  sent  to  my  executor, 
and  that  he  will  dispose  of  them 
to  the  best  advantage ; and  apply 
the  money  to  the  uses  of  my  will. 

In  the  beginning  of  this  tedious 
writing,  I referred  to  the  latter 
part  of  it,  the  naming  of  the  sub- 
ject of  the  discourse  which  I 
wished  might  be  delivered  at  my 
funeral,  if  permitted  to  be  interred 
with  my  ancestors.  I think  the 
following  will  be  suitable  to  my 
case.  I hope  the  alteration  of  the 
words  her  and  she  for  him  and  he 
may  be  allowable. 

“Let  not  her  that  is  deceived 
trust  in  vanity;  for  vanity 
shall  be  her  recompense.  She 
shall  be  accomplished  before 
her  time;  and  her  branch  shall 
not  be  green.  She  shall  shake 


her  unripe  grape  as  the  vine, 
and  shall  cast  off  her  flower  as 
the  olive.”  * 

But  if  I am  to  be  interred  in 
town,  let  only  the  usual  burial 
service  be  read  over  my  corpse. 

If  my  body  be  permitted  to  be  car- 
ried down,  I bequeath  ten  pounds 
to  be  given  to  the  poor  of  the 
parish,  at  the  discretion  of  the 
churchwardens,  within  a fortnight 
after  my  interment. 

If  any  necessary  matter  be 
omitted  in  this  my  will , or  if  any 
thing  appear  doubtful  or  contra- 
dictory, as  possibly  may  be  the 
case;  since,  besides  my  inexpe- 
rience in  these  matters,  1 am  now, 
at  this  time,  very  weak  and  ill; 
having  put  off  the  finishing  hand 
a little  too  long,  in  hopes  of  ob- 
taining the  last  forgiveness  of  my 
honoured  friends;  in  which  case 
I should  have  acknowledged  the 
favour  with  a suitable  warmth  of 
duty,  and  filled  up  some  blanks 
which  I left  to  the  very  last,  * in  a 
more  agreeable  manner  to  myself, 
than  now  I have  been  enabled  to 
do  — in  case  of  such  omissions 
and  imperfections,  I desire  that  my 
cousin  Morden  will  be  so  good  as  to 
join  with  Mr.  Belford  in  consider- 
ing them,  and  in  comparing  them 
with  what  I have  more  explicitly 
written;  and  if,  after  that , any 
doubt  remain,  that  they  will  be 
pleased  to  apply  to  Miss  Howe, 
who  knows  my  whole  heart:  and 
I desire  that  the  construction  of 
these  three  may  be  established: 
and  I hereby  establish  it,  pro- 

* Job  xv.  31,  32,  33. 

**  See  Letter  xcili.  of  this  vol. 
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vided  it  be  unanimous,  and  direct 
it  to  be  put  in  force,  as  if  ] 
had  so  written  and  determined 
myself. 

And  now,  0 my  blessed  Re- 
deemer, do  I,  with  a lively 
faith,  humbly  lav  hold  of  thy 
meritorious  death  and  suffer- 
ings; hoping  to  be  washed 
clean  in  thy  precious  blood 
from  all  my  sins : in  the  bare 
hope  of  the  happy  conse- 
uences  of  which,  how  light 
o those  sufferings  seem 
(grievous  as  they  were  at  the 
time)  which  I confidently 
trust,  will  be  a means,  by  thy 
grace , to  work  out  for  me  a 
more  exceeding  and  eternal 
weight  of  glory! 

Clarissa  Hablowe, 

Signed,  sealed,  published,  and 
declared,  the  day  and  year 
above- written,  by  the  said  Cla- 
rissa Harlowe,  as  her  last  will 
and  testament;  contained  in 
seven  sheets  of  paper,  all 
written  with  her  own  hand , and 
every  sheet  signed  and  sealed 
by  herself,  in  the  presence 
of  us, 

John  Williams, 

Arthur  Bedall, 

Elizabeth  Swanton. 

LETTER  C XL VII. 

Colonel  Morden  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Sat.  Sept.  16. 

I have  been  employed  in  a most 
melancholy  task,  in  reading  the 
will  of  the  dear  deceased. 

The  unhappy  mother  and  Mrs. 


Norton  chose  to  be  absent  on  the 
affecting  occasion.  But  Mrs.  Har- 
lowe made  it  her  earnest  request, 
that  every  article  of  it  should  be 
fulfilled. 

They  were  all  extremely  touched 
with  the  preamble. 

The  first  words  of  the  will  — 
“I,  Clarissa  Harlowe,  now  by 
strange  melancholy  accidents, 
lodging,”  &c.  drew  tears  from 
some , sighs  from  all. 

The  directions  for  her  funeral, 
in  case  she  were  or  were  not  per- 
mitted to  be  carried  down;  the 
mention  of  her  orders  having  been 
given  for  the  manner  of  her  being 
laid  out,  and  the  presence  of  mind 
so  visible  throughout  the  whole, 
obtained  their  admiration,  ex- 
pressed by  hands  and  eyes  lifted 
up,  and  by  falling  tears. 

When  I read  the  direction, 
“that  her  body  was  not  to  be 
viewed,  except  any  of  her  rela- 
tions should  vouchsafe  for  the  last 
time  to  look  upon  her;”  they  turned 
away,  and  turned  to  me,  three  or 
four  times  alternately.  Mrs.  Her- 
vey  and  Miss  Arabella  sobbed; 
the  uncles  wiped  their  eyes;  the 
brother  looked  down ; the  father 
wrung  his  hands. 

I was  obliged  to  stop  at  the 
words,  “ that  she  was  nobody's.” 

But  when  I came  to  the  address 
to  be  made  to  the  accursed  man, 
“if  he  were  not  to  be  diverted 
from  seeing  her  dead,  whom  once 
before  he  had  seen  in  a manner 
dead” — execration,  and  either 
vows  or  wishes  of  revenge,  filled 
every  mouth. 

These  were  still  more  fervently 
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renewed,  when  they  came  to  hear 
read  her  forgiveness  of  even  this 
man. 

You  remember,  sir,  on  our  first 
reading  of  the  will  in  town,  the 
observations  I made  on  the  foul 
play  which  it  is  evident  the  excel- 
lent creature  met  with  from  this 
abandoned  man,  and  what  I said 
upon  the  occasion.  I am  not  used 
to  repeat  things  of  that  nature. 

The  dear  creature’s  noble  con- 
tempt of  the  nothing , as  she  as 
nobly  calls  it,  about  which  she  had 
been  giving  such  particular  direc- 
tions, to  wit  her  body;  and  her 
apologizing  for  the  particularity 
of  those  directions  from  the  cir- 
cumstances she  was  in  — had  the 
same,  and  as  strong  an  effect  upon 
me,  as  when  I first  read  the 
animated  paragraph;  and, pointed 
by  my  eye  (by  turns  cast  upon 
them  all),  affected  them  all. 

When  the  article  was  read 
which  bequeathed  to  the  father 
the  grandfather’s  estate,  and  the 
reason  assigned  for  it,  (so  ge- 
nerous and  so  dutiful)  the  father 
could  sit  no  longer;  but  withdrew, 
wiping  his  eyes,  and  lifting  up  his 
spread  hands  at  Mr.  James  Har- 
lowe;  who  rose  to  attend  him  to 
the  door,  as  Arabella  likewise  did 

all  he  could  say  — O son! 

— son ! — 0 girl ! girl ! — as  if  he 
reproached  them  for  the  parts 
they  had  acted,  and  put  him  upon 
•acting. 

But  yet,  on  some  occasions, 
this  brother  and  sister  shewed 
themselves  to  be  true  will-dispu- 
tants. 

Let  tongue  and  eyes  ‘express, 


what  they  will , Mr.  Belford , the 
first  reading  a will,  where  a per- 
son dies  worth  anything  consider- 
able, generally  affords  a true  test 
of  the  relations’  love  to  the  de- 
ceased. 

The  clothes,  the  thirty  guineas 
for  mourning  to  Mrs.  Norton,  with 
the  recommendation  of  the  good 
woman  for  housekeeper  at  the 
Grove , were  thought  sufficient, 
had  the  article  of  600/.  which  was 
called  monstrous,  been  omitted. 
Some  other  passages  in  the  will 
were  called  flights , and  such  whim- 
sies as  distinguish  people  of  imagi- 
nation from  those  of  judgment. 

My  cousin  Dolly  liervey  was 
grucfged  the  library.  Miss  Har- 
lowe  said,  that  as  she  and  her 
sister  never  bought  the  same 
books,  she  would  take  that  to  her- 
self, and  would  make  it  up  to  her 
cousin  Dolly  one  way  or  other. 

I intend,  Mr.  Belford,  to  save 
you  the  trouble  of  interposing 
— the  library  shall  be  my  cousin 
Dolly’s. 

Mrs.  Hervey  could  hardly  keep 
herseat.  On  this  occasion,  how- 
ever, she  only  said,  that  her  late 
dear  and  ever  dear  niece  was  too 
good  to  her  and  hers.  But,  at  an- 
other time , she  declared  with  tears; 
that  she  could  not  forgive  herself 
for  a letter  she  wrote,  * looking  at 
Miss  Arabella,  whom,  it  seems, 
unknown  to  any  body,  she  had 
consulted  before  she  wrote  it,  and 
which,  she  said,  must  have 
wounded  a spirit,  that  now,  she 
saw,  had  been  too  deeply  wounded 
before. 

* See  Vol.  II.  p.  163,  et  seq. 
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0 my  aunt,  said  Arabella,  no 
more  of  that!  — Who  would  have 
thought  that  the  dear  creature 
had  been  8uch  a penitent? 

Mr.  John  and  Mr.  Antony  Har- 
lowe  were  so  much  affected  with 
the  articles  in  their  favour  (be- 
queathed to  them  without  a word 
or  hint  of  reproach  or  recrimina- 
tion) that  they  broke  out  into  self- 
accusations; and  lamented,  that 
their  sweet  niece,  as  they  called 
her,  was  now  got  above  all  grate- 
ful acknowledgment  and  returns. 
And  indeed  the  mutual  upbraid- 
ings  and  grief  of  all  present,  upon 
those  articles  in  which  every  one 
was  remembered  for  good,  so 
often  interrupted  me,  that  the 
reading  took  up  above  six  hours. 
But  curses  upon  the  accursed  man 
were  a refuge  to  which  they  often 
resorted,  to  exonerate  them- 
selves. 

How  wounding  a thing,  Mr. 
Belford,  is  a generous  and  well 
distinguished  forgiveness!  What 
revenge  can  be  more  effectual, 
and  more  noble,  were  revenge  in- 
tended, and  were  it  wished  to 
strike  remorse  into  a guilty  or  un- 
grateful heart!  But  my  dear 
cousin’s  motives  were  all  duty  and 
love.  She  seems  indeed  to  have 
been,  as  much  as  mortal  could  be, 
love  itself.  Love  sublimed  by  a 
urity,  by  a true  delicacy,  that 
ardly  any  woman  before  her 
could  boast  of.  0 Mr.  Belford, 
what  an  example  would  she  have 
given  in  every  station  of  life  (as 
wife,  mother,  mistress,  friend) 
had  her  lot  fallen  upon  a man 


blessed  with  a mind  like  her 
own! 

The  600/.  bequeathed  to  Mrs. 
Norton,  the  library  to  Miss  Her- 
vey,  and  the  remembrances  to 
Miss  Howe,  were  not  the  only 
articles  grudged.  Yet  to  what 
purpose  did  they  regret  the  pe- 
cuniary bequests,  when  the  poors’ 
fund,  and  not  themselves,  would 
have  had  the  benefit,  had  not 
those  legacies  been  bequeathed? 

But  enough  passed  to  convince 
me,  that  my  cousin  was  absolutely 
right  in  her  choice  of  an  executor 
out  of  the  family.  Had  she  chosen 
one  in  it,  I dare  say,  that  her  will 
would  have  been  no  more  re- 
garded than  if  it  had  been  the  will 
of  a dead  king;  than  that  of 
Louis  XIV.  in  particular;  so 
flagrantly  broken  through  by  his 
nephew  the  Duke  of  Orleans  be- 
fore he  was  cold.  The  only  will 
of  that  monarch,  perhaps,  which 
was  ever  disputed. 

But  little  does  Mr.  James  Har- 
lowe  think,  that  while  he  is  grasp- 
ing at  hundreds,  he  will,  most  pro- 
bably, lose  thousands,  if  he  be 
my  survivor.  A man  of  a spirit 
so  selfish  and  narrow  shall  not  be 
my  heir. 

You  will  better  conceive,  Mr. 
Belford,  than  I can  express,  how 
much  they  were  touched  at  the 
hint,  that  the  dear  creature  had 
been  obliged  to  part  with  some  of 
her  clothes. 

Silent  reproach  seized  every  one 
of  them , when  I came  to  the  pas- 
sage where  she  mentions,  that  she 
deferred  filling  up  some  blanks,  in 
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hopes  of  receiving  their  last  bless- 
ing and  forgiveness. 

1 will  only  add , that  they  could 
not  bear  to  hear  read  the  conclud- 
ing part,  so  solemnly  addressed  to 
her  Redeemer.  They  all  arose 
from  their  seats , and  crowded  out 
of  the  apartment  we  were  in : and 
then,  as  I afterwards  found,  sepa- 
rated, in  order  to  seek  that  con- 
solation in  solitary  retirement, 
which,  though  they  could  not  hope 
for  from  their  own  reflections,  yet, 
at  the  time,  they  had  less  reason 
to  expect  in  each  other’s  company. 
I am,  sib, 

Your  faithful  and  obedient 
servant, 

Wm.  Morden. 

LETTER  CXLVin. 

Mr.  Belford  to  the  Right  Honourable  the 
Earl  of  M. 

trr  lord,  London,  Sept.  14. 

I am  very  apprehensive,  that  the 
affair  between  Mr.  Lovelace  and 
the  late  excellent  Miss  Clarissa 
Harlowe  will  be  attended  with 
further  bad  consequences,  not- 
withstanding her  dying  injunctions 
to  the  contrary.  I would  therefore 
humbly  propose,  that  your  lord- 
ship,  and  his  other  relations,  will 
forward  the  purpose  your  nephew 
lately  had  to  go  abroad ; where  I 
hope  he  will  stay  till  all  is  blown 
over.  But  as  he  will  not  stir,  if  he 
know  the  true  motives  of  your 
wishes,  the  avowed  inducement,  as 
I hinted  once  to  Mr.  Mowbray, 
may  be  such  as  respects  his  own 
health  both  of  person  and  mind. 
To  Mr.  Mowbray  and  Mr.  Tour- 


ville  all  countries  are  alike;  and 
they  perhaps  will  accompany  him. 

1 am  glad  to  hear  that  he  is  hfa 
way  of  recovery:  but  this  the 
rather  induces  me  to  press  the 
matter.  And  I think  no  time  should 
be  lost. 

Your  lordship  has  heard , that  I 
have  the  honour  to  be  the  executor 
of  this  admirable  lady’s  last  will. 

I transcribe  from  it  the  following 
paragraph. 

He  then  transcribes  the  article  which 
so  gratefully  mentions  this  noble- 
man and  the  ladies  of  his  family , 
in  relation  to  the  rings  she  be- 
queathes them , about  which  he  de- 
sires their  commands. 

LETTER  CXLIX. 

Miss  Montague  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

sir,  M.  Hall,  Friday,  Sept.  15. 

My  lord  having  the  gout  in  his 
right  hand,  his  lordship,  and  Lady 
Sarah,  andLady  Betty,  have  com- 
manded me  to  inform  you,  that 
before  your  letter  came,  Mr.  Love- 
lace was  preparing  for  a foreign 
tour.  We  shall  endeavour  to  < 
hasten  him  away  on  the  motives 
you  suggest. 

We  are  all  extremely  affected 
with  the  dear  lady’s  death.  Lady 
Betty  and  Lady  Sarah  have  been 
indisposed  ever  since  they  beard 
of  it.  They  had  pleased  them- 
selves, as  had  my  sister  and  self, 
with  the  hopes  of  cultivating  her 
acquaintance  and  friendship  after 
he  was  gone  abroad,  upon  her  own 
terms.  Her  kind  remembrance  of 
each  of  us  has  renewed , though  it 
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could  not  heighten,  our  regrets 
for  so  irreparable  a loss.  We  shall 
order  Mr.  Finch,  our  goldsmith,  to 
wait  on  you.  He  has  our  direc- 
tions about  the  rings.  They  will 
be  long,  long  worn  in  memory  of 
the  dear  testatrix. 

Every  body  is  assured,  that  you 
will  do  all  in  your  power  to  pre- 
vent farther  ill  consequences  from 
this  melancholy  affair.  My  lord 
desires  his  compliments  to  you. 

I am,  sir, 

Your  very  humble  servant, 
Ch.  Montague. 


This  collection  having  run  into 
a much  greater  length  than  was 
wished,  it  is  thought  proper  to 
omit  several  letters  that  passed 
between  Col.  Morden,  Miss  Howe, 
Mr.  Belford,  and  Mr.  Hickman,  in 
relation  to  the  execution  of  the 
lady’s  will,  &c. 

It  is  however  necessary  to  ob- 
serve on  this  subject , that  the  un- 
happy mother,  being  supported  by 
the  two  uncles,  influenced  the 
afflicted  father  to  overrule  all  his 
son’s  objections,  and  to  direct  a 
literal  observation  of  the  will:  and 
at  the  same  time  to  give  up  all  the 
sums  which  he  was  empowered  by 
it  to  reimburse  himself;  as  also  to 
take  upon  himself  to  defray  the 
funeral  expenses. 

Mr.  Belford  so  much  obliged 
Miss  Howe  by  his  steadiness, 
equity,  and  dispatch,  and  by  his 
readiness  to  contribute  to  the 
directed  collection,  that  she  volun- 
tarily entered  into  a correspon- 
dence with  him , as  the  represen- 


tative of  her  beloved  friend.  In 
the  course  of  which , he  communi- 
cated to  her  (in  confidence)  the 
letters  which  passed  between  him 
and  Mr.  Lovelace,  and,  by  Colonel 
Morden’s  consent,  those  which 
passed  between  that  gentleman 
and  himself. 

He  sent  with  the  first  parcel  of 
letters  which  he  had  transcribed 
out  of  short  hand  for  Miss  Howe,  a 
letter  to  Mr.  Hickman,  dated  the 
16th  of  September,  in  which  he 
expresses  himself  as  follows: 

“ But  I ought,  sir,  in  this  parcel, 
to  have  kept  out  one  letter.  It  is 
that  which  relates  to  the  interview 
between  yourself  and  Mr.  Love- 
lace, at  Mr.  Dormer’s.*  In  which 
Mr.  Lovelace  treats  you  with  an 
air  of  levity , which  neither  your 
person , your  character , nor  your 
commission  deserved;  but  which 
was  his  usual  way  of  treating  every 
one  whose  business  he  was  not  pleased 
with.  I hope,  sir,  you  have  too 
much  greatness  of  mind  to  be  dis- 
turbed at  the  contents  of  this  letter, 
should  Miss  Howe  communicate 
them  to  you;  and  the  rather,  as  it 
is  impossible  that  you  should  suffer 
with  ner  on  that  account.” 

Mr.  Belford  then  excuses  Mr. 
Lovelace , as  a goodnatured  man 
with  all  his  faults ; and  gives  in- 
stances of  his  still  greater  freedoms 
with  himself. 

To  this  Mr.  Hickman  answers, 
in  his  letter  of  the  18th : 

“ As  to  Mr.  Lovelace’s  treatment 
of  me  in  the  letter  you  are  pleased 
to  mention,  I shall  not  be  con- 
cerned at  it,  whatever  it  be.  I 
* See  Letter  cxxi.  of  Vol.  III. 
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went  to  him  prepared  to  expect 
odd  behaviour  from  him ; and  was 
not  disappointed.  I argue  to  my- 
self, in  all  such  cases  as  this,  as 
Miss  Howe,  from  her  ever-dear 
friend , argues ; that  if  the  reflections 
thrown  upon  me  are  just,  I ought  not 
only  to  forgive  them , but  endeavour 
to  profit  by  them:  if  unjust,  that  I 
ought  to  despise  them , and  the  reflector 
too , since  it  would  be  inexcuseable  to 
strengthen  by  anger  an  enemy  whose 
malice  might  be  disarmed  by  contempt. 
And,  moreover,  1 should  be  almost 
sorry  to  find  myself  spoken  well 
of  by  a man  who  could  treat,  as 
he  treated,  a lady,  who  was  an 
ornament  to  her  sex,  and  to  human 
nature. 

“I  thank  you,  however,  sir,  for 
your  consideration  for  me  in  this 
particular,  and  for  your  whole 
letter,  which  gives  me  so  desirable 
an  instance  of  the  friendship 
which  you  assured  me  of,  when  I 
was  last  in  town ; and  which  I as 
cordially  embrace,  as  wish  to 
cultivate.” 

Miss  Howe,  in  hers  of  the  20th, 
acknowledging  the  receipt  of  the 
lettere  and  papers , and  legacies, 
sent  with  Mr.  Belford’s  letter  to 
Mr.  Hickman,  assures  him,  “that 
no  use  shall  be  made  of  his  com- 
munications, but  what  he  shall 
approve  of.” 

lie  had  mentioned  with  com- 
passion the  distresses  of  the  Har- 
lo  we  fam  ily  — ‘ ‘ Persons  of  a pitiful 
nature , says  she,  may  pity  them.  I 
am  not  one  of  those.  You,  I think, 
pity  the  infernal  man  likewise; 
while  I,  from  my  heart,  grudge  him 
his  phrensy,  because  it  deprives 


him  of  that  remorse,  which,  I 
hope,  on  his  recovery,  will  never 
leave  him.  At  times,  sir,  let  me  tell 
ou,  that  I hate  your  whole  sex  for 
is  sake;  even  men  of  unblameable 
characters,  whom  at  those  times  I 
cannot  but  look  upon  as  persons  I 
have  not' yet  found  out. 

“If  my  dear  creature’s  personal 
jewels  be  sent  up  to  you  for  sale, 
I desire  that  I may  be  the  pur- 
chaser of  them,  at  the  highest  price 
— of  the  necklace  and  solitaire 
particularly. 

“0  what  tears  did  the  perusal 
of  my  beloved’s  will  cost  me!  — 
But  I must  not  touch  upon  the 
heart-piercing  subject.  I can 
neither  take  it  up , nor  quit  it,  but 
with  execration  of  the  man  whom 
all  the  world  must  execrate.” 

Mr.  Belford,  in  his  answer,  pro- 
mises, that  she  shall  be  the  pur- 
chaser of  the  jewels , if  they  come 
into  his  hands. 

He  acquaints  her,  that  the  fa- 
mily had  given  Col.  Morden  the 
keys  of  all  that  belonged  to  the 
dear  departed:  that  the  unhappy 
mother  had  (as  the  will  allows) 
ordered  a piece  of  needlework  to 
be  set  aside  for  her,  and  had 
desired  Mrs.  Norton  to  get  the 
little  book  of  meditations  tran- 
scribed, and  to  let  her  have  the 
original,  as  it  was  all  of  her  dear 
daughter’s  hand-writing;  and  as 
it  might,  when  she  could  bear  to 
look  into  it,  administer  consolation 
to  herself.  And  that  she  had  like- 
wise reserved  for  herself  her  pic- 
ture in  the  Vandyke  taste. 

Mr.  Belford  sends  with  this  letter 
to  Miss  Howe  the  lady’s  memo- 
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randum  book;  and  promises  to 
send  her  copies  of  the  several 
posthumous  letters.  He  tells  her 
that  Mr.  Lovelace  being  upon  the 
recovery,  he  had  inclosed  the 
osthumous  letter,  directed  for 
im  to  Lord  M.  that  his  lordship 
might  give  it  to  him , or  not , as  he 
should  find  he  could  bear  it.  The 
following  is  a copy  of  that  letter. 

TO  MR.  LOVELACE. 

Thursday,  Aug.  24. 

I told  you , in  the  letter  I wrote 
to  you  on  Tuesday  last,*  that  you 
should  have  another  sent  you  when 
I had  got  to  my  Father's  house. 

I presume  to  say,  that  I am  now, 
at  your  receiving  of  this , arrived 
there;  and  I invite  you  to  follow 
me  as  soon  as  you  can  b z prepared 
for  so  great  a journey. 

Not  to  allegorize  further  — my 
fate  is  now,  at  your  perusal  of  this, 
accomplished.  My  doom  is  un- 
alterably fixed:  and  I am  either  a 
miserable  or  happy  being  to  all 
eternity.  If  happy,  1 owe  it  solely 
to  the  divine  mercy ; if  miserable , 

* See  her  letter  inclosed  in  Mr.  Love- 
lace's, No.  lx.  of  this  vol. 

The  reader  may  observe,  by  the  date  of 
this  letter,  that  it  was  written  within  two 
days  of  the  allegorical  one,  to  which  it 
refers,  and  while  the  lady  was  labouring 
under  the  increased  illness  occasioned 
by  the  hurries  and  terrors  into  which 
Mr.  Lovelace  had  thrown  her,  in  order 
to  avoid  the  visit  he  was  so  earnest  to 
make  her  at  Mr.  Smith’s  — so  early 
written , perhaps , that  she  might  not  be 
surprised  by  death  into  a seeming  breach 
of  her  word. 

High  as  her  Christian  spirit  soars  in 
this  letter , the  reader  has  seen , in  Letter 
xcviii.  of  this  Vol.  and  in  other  places, 
that  that  exalted  spirit  carried  her  to  still 
more  divine  elevations,  as  she  drew 
nearer  to  her  end. 


to  your  undeserved  cruelty.  — And 
consider  now , for  your  own  sake, 
gay,  cruel,  fluttering,  unhappy 
man!  consider,  whether  the  bar- 
barous and  perfidious  treatment  I 
have  met  with  from  you,  was 
worthy  the  hazard  of  your  immor- 
tal soul ; since  your  wicked  views 
were  not  to  be  effected  but  by  the 
wilful  breach  of  the  most  solemn 
vows  that  ever  were  made  by  man : 
and  those  aided  by  a violence  and 
baseness  unworthy  of  a human 
creature. 

In  time  then , once  more , I wish 
you  to  consider  your  ways.  Your 
golden  dream  cannot  long  last. 
Your  present  course  can  yield 
you  pleasure  no  longer  than  you 
can  keep  off  thought  or  reflection. 
A hardened  insensibility  is  the 
only  foundation  on  which  your  in- 
ward tranquillity  is  built.  When 
once  a dangerous  sickness  seizes 
ou ; when  once  effectual  remorse 
reaks  in  upon  you ; how  dreadful 
will  be  your  condition ! How  poor 
a triumph  will  you  then  find  it,  to 
have  been  able,  by  a series  of 
black  perjuries,  and  studied  base- 
ness , under  the  name  of  gallantry 
or  intrigue,  to  betray  poor  unex- 
perienced young  creatures,  who 
perhaps  knew  nothing  but  their 
duty  till  they  knew  you!  — Not 
one  good  action  in  the  hour  of 
languishing  to  recollect,  not  one 
worthy  intention  to  revolve,  it 
will  be  all  reproach  and  horror; 
and  you  will  wish  to  have  it  in 
your  power  to  compound  for  an- 
nihilation. 

Reflect,  sir,  that  I can  have  no 
other  motive  m what  1 write  than 
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your  good,  and  the  safety  of  other : 
innocent  creatures,  who  may  be 
drawn  in  by  your  wicked  arts  and 
perjuries.  You  have  not,  in  my 
wishes  for  your  future  welfare, 
the  wishes  of  a suppliant  wife, 
endeavouring  for  her  own  sake,  as 
well  as  for  yours , to  induce  you  to 
reform  those  ways.  They  are 
wholly  as  disinterested  as  unde- 
served. But  I should  mistrust  my 
own  penitence , were  I capable  of 
wishing  to  recompense  evil  for 
evil  — if,  black  as  your  offences 
have  been  against  me,  I could  not 
forgive,  as  I wish  to  be  forgiven. 

1 repeat,  therefore,  that  I do 
forgive  you.  And  may  the  Al- 
mighty forgive  you  too ! Nor  have 
I , at  the  writing  of  this,  any  other 
essential  regrets  than  what  are 
occasioned  by  the  grief  1 have 
given  to  parents,  who,  till  I knew 
you,  were  the  most  indulgent  of 
parents ; by  the  scandal  given  to 
the  other  branches  of  my  family; 
by  the  disreputation  brought  upon 
my  sex ; and  by  the  offence  given 
to  virtue  in  my  fall. 

As  to  myself,  you  have  only 
robbed  me  of  what  once  were 
my  favourite  expectations  in  the 
transient  life  I shall  have  quitted 
when  you  receive  this.  You  have 
only  been  the  cause  that  I have 
been  cut  off  in  the  bloom  of  youth, 
and  of  curtailing  a life,  that  might 
have  been  agreeable  to  myself,  or 
otherwise,  as  had  suited  the  de- 
signs and  ends  of  Providence.  I 
have  reason  to  be  thankful,  for 
being  taken  away  from  the  evil 
of  supporting  my  part  of  a yoke 
with  a man  so  unhappy ; I will  only 


: say,  that,  in  all  probability,  every 
hour  I had  lived  with  him  might 
have  brought  with  it  some  new 
trouble.  And  I am  (indeed  through 
sharp  afflictions  and  distresses) 
indebted  to  you , secondarily , as  I 
humbly  presume  to  hope,  for  so 
many  years  of  glory,  as  might 
have  proved  years  of  danger, 
temptation,  and  anguish,  had  they 
been  added  to  my  mortal  life. 

So,  sir,  though  no  thanks  to 
your  intention , you  have  done  me 
real  service  ; and  in  return , I wish 
you  happy.  But  such  has  been 
your  life  hitherto,  that  you  can 
have  no  time  to  lose  in  setting 
about  your  repentance.  Bepent- 
ance  to  such  as  have  lived  only 
carelessly,  and  in  the  omission  of 
their  regular  duties,  and  who 
never  aimed  to  draw  any  poor 
creatures  into  evil , is  not  so  easy 
a task,  nor  so  much  in  our  own 
ower,  as  some  imagine.  How 
ifficult  a grace  then  to  be  ob- 
tained , where  the  guilt  is  preme- 
ditated, wilful,  and  complicated ! 

To  say  I once  respected  you 
with  a preference , is  what  I ought 
to  blush  to  own , since,  at  the  very 
time,  I was  far  from  thinking  you 
even  a moral  man ; though  I little 
thought  that  you , or  indeed  any 
man  breathing,  could  be  — what 
you  have  proved  yourself  to  be. 
But  indeed,  sir,  I have  long  been 
greatly  above  you : for  from  my 
heart  I have  despised  you  and  all 
your  ways , ever  since  I saw  what 
manner  of  man  you  were. 

Nor  is  it  to  be  wondered,  thatl 
should  be  able  so  to  do,  when 
the  preference  was  not  grounded 
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on  ignoble  motives.  For  I was 
weak  enough , and  presumptuous 
enough,  to  hope  to  be  a means,  in 
the  hand  of  Providence,  to  re- 
claim a man,  whom  I thought 
worthy  of  the  attempt. 

Nor  have  I yet,  as  you  will  see 
by  the  pains  I take,  on  this  solemn 
occasion,  to  awaken  you  out  of 
your  sensual  dream,  given  over 
all  hopes  of  this  nature. 

Hear  me,  therefore,  0 Love- 
lace! as  one  speaking  from  the 
dead  — lose  no  time  — set  about 
your  repentance  instantly  — be 
no  longer  the  instrument  of  Satan, 
to  draw  poor  souls  into  those  sub- 
tile snares  which  at  last  shall 
entangle  your  own  feet.  Seek 
not  to  multiply  your  offences , till 
they  become  beyond  the  power, 
as  I may  say , of  the  divine  mercy 
to  forgive;  since  justice , no  less 
than  mercy , is  an  attribute  of  the 
Almighty. 

Tremble  and  reform,  when  you 
read  what  is  the  portion  of  the 
xcicked  man  from  God.  Thus  it  is 
written:  — 

“The  triumphing  of  the  wicked 
is  short,  and  the  joy  of  the  hypo- 
crite but  for  a moment.  He  is 
cast  into  a net  by  his  own  feet  — 
he  walketh  upon  a snare.  Terrors 
shall  make  him  afraid  on  every 
side,  and  shall  drive  him  to  his 
feet.  His  strength  shall  be  hunger- 
bitten  , and  destruction  shall  be 
ready  at  his  side.  The  first-born 
of  death  shall  devour  his  strength. 
His  remembrance  shall  perish 
from  the  earth : and  he  shall  have 
no  name  in  the  streets.  He  shall 
be  chased  out  of  the  world.  He 


shall  have  neither  son  nor  nephew 
among  his  people.  They  that 
have  seen  him  shall  say , where  is 
he?  He  shall  fly  away  as  a 
dream : he  shall  be  chased  away 
as  a vision  of  the  night.  His  meat 
is  the  gall  of  asps  within  him.  He 
shall  flee  from  the  iron  weapon, 
and  the  bow  of  steel  shall  strike 
him  through.  A fire  not  blown 
shall  consume  him.  The  heaven 
shall  reveal  his  iniquity , and  the 
earth  shall  rise  up  against  him. 
The  worm  shall  feed  sweetly  on 
him.  He  shall  be  no  more  re- 
membered. — This  is  the  fate  of 
him  that  knoweth  not  God.”  — 

Whenever  you  shall  be  inclined 
to  consult  the  sacred  oracles, 
from  whence  the  above  threaten- 
ings  are  extracted,  you  will  find 
doctrines  and  texts  which  a truly 
penitent  and  contrite  heart  may 
lay  hold  of  for  its  consolation. 

May  yours , Mr.  Lovelace , be- 
come such!  And  may  you  be 
enabled  to  escape  the  fate  de- 
nounced against  the  abandoned 
man , and  be  entitled  to  the 
mercies  of  a long-suffering  and 
gracious  God,  is  the  sincere 
prayer  of 

Clarissa  Harlowe. 

LETTER  CL. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

M.  Hall,  Thursday,  Sept.  14. 

Ever  since  the  fatal  seventh  of 
this  month,  I have  been  lost  to 
myself  and  to  all  the  joys  of  life. 
I might  have  gone  farther  back 
than  that  fatal  seventh;  which, 

, for  the  future,  I will  never  see  an- 
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niversarily  revolve  but  in  sables: 
only  till  that  cursed  day  I haa 
some  gleams  of  hope  now-and- 
then  darting  in  upon  me. 

They  tell  me  of  an  odd  letter  I 
wrote  to  you.  * I remember  I did 
write.  But  very  little  of  the  con- 
tents of  what  I wrote , do  I re- 
member. 

I have  been  in  a cursed  way. 
Methinks  something  has  been 
working  strangely  retributive.  I 
never  was  such  a fool  as  to  dis- 
believe a Providence:  yet  am  I 
not  for  resolving  into  judgments 
every  thing  that  seems  to  wear 
an  avenging  face.  Yet  if  we  must 
be  punished  either  here  or  here- 
after for  our  misdeeds,  better  here, 
say  I , than  hereafter.  Have  I not 
then  an  interest  to  think  my 
punishment  already  not  only  be- 
gun but  completed;  since  what  I 
have  suffered,  and  do  suffer, 
passes  all  description. 

To  give  but  one  instance  of  the 
retributive  — here  I , who  was  the 
barbarous  cause  of  the  loss  of 
senses  for  a week  together  to  the 
most  inimitable  of  women,  have 
been  punished  with  the  loss  of  my 
own  — preparative  to  — who 
knows  to  what?  — When,  O when, 
shall  I know  a joyful  hour? 

Iam  kept  excessively  low;  and 
excessively  low  I am.  This  sweet 
creature’s  posthumous  letter  sticks 
close  to  me.  All  her  excellencies 
rise  up  hourly  to  my  remem- 
brance. 

Yet  dare  I not  indulge  in  these 
melancholy  reflections.  I find  my 

* Sec  his  delirious  letter.  No.  cxxxvi. 
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head  strangely  working  again  — 
pen,  begone ! 

Friday,  Sept.  15. 

I resume  , in  a sprightly  vein,  I 
hope  — Mowbray  and  Tourville 
have  just  now  — 

But  what  of  Mowbray  and 
Tourville!  — What’s  the  world? 

— What’s  any  body  in  it?  — 

Yet  they  are  highly  exasperated 

against  thee,  for  the  last  letter 
thou  wrotest  to  them*  — such  an 
unfriendly,  such  a merciless 

But  it  won’t  do ! I must  again 
lay  down  my  pen.  — 0 Belford ! 

— Belford ! — I am  still,  I am  still 
most  miserably  absent  from  my- 
self! shall  never,  never  more  be 
what  I was! 

* * # 

Saturday,  Sunday,  nothing 
done.  Incapable  of  any  thing. 

Monday,  Sept.  18. 

Heavy,  d — nably  hegvy  and 
sick  at  soul,  by  Jupiter!  I must 
come  into  their  expedient.  I 
must  see  what  change  of  climate 
will  do. 

You  tell  these  fellows , and  you 
tell  me , of  repenting  and  reform- 
ing: but  I can  do  neither.  He  who 
can,  must  not  have  the  extinction 
of  a Clarissa  Ilarlowe  to  answer 
for.  — Harlowe!  — Curse  upon 
the  name ! — And  curse  upon  my- 
self for  not  changing  it,  as  I 
might  have  done!  — Yet  have  I 
no  need  of  urging  a curse  upon 
mysejf  — I have  it  effectually. 

“ 1 o say  I once  respected  you 
with  a preference,”**  — In  what 

* This  letter  appears  not. 

**  See  p.  383. 
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stiff  language  does  maidenly 
modesty  on  these  nice  occasions 
express  itself!  — To  say  I once 
loved  you , is  the  English;  and 
there  is  truth  and  ease  in  the  ex- 
pression. — “ To  say  I once  loved 
you,”  then  let  it  be,  “is  what  1 
ought  to  blush  to  own.” 

And  dost  thou  own  it!  — Ex- 
cellent creature!  and  dost  thou 
then  own  it!  — What  music  in 
these  words  from  such  an  angel! 

— What  would  I give  that  my 
Clarissa  were  in  being,  and  could 
and  would  own  that  she  loved  me? 

“ But  indeed , sir,  I have  long 
been  greatly  above  you.” 

Long,  my  blessed  charmer!  — 
Long  indeed  — for  you  have  been 
ever  greatly  above  me , and  above 
your  sex,  and  above  all  the  world. 

“That  preference  was  not 
grounded  on  ignoble  motives.” 
What  a wretch  was  I,  to  be  so 
distinguished  by  her , and  yet  to 
be  so  unworthy  of  her  hope  to  re- 
claim me ! 

Then  how  generous  her  motives ! 
Not  for  her  own  sake  merely , not 
altogether  for  mine,  did  she  hope 
to  reclaim  me ; but  equally  for  the 
sake  of  innocents  who  might  other- 
wise be  ruined  by  me. 

And  now,  why  did  she  write  this 
letter,  and  why  direct  it  to  be  given 
me  when  an  event  the  most  de- 
plorable had  taken  place , but  for 
my  good,  and  with  a view  to  the 
safety  of  innocents  she  knew  not? 

— And  when  was  this  letter  writ- 
ten? Was  it  not  at  the  time,  at 
the  very  time,  that  I had  been 
pursuing  her,  as  I may  say , from 
place  to  place ; when  her  soul  was 


bowed  down  by  calamity  and  per- 
secution; and  herself  was  denied 
all  forgiveness  from  relations  the 
most  implacable? 

Exalted  creature ! — And  eouldst 
thou , at  such  a lime , and  so  early , 
and  in  such  circumstances , have  so 
far  subdued  thy  own  just  resent- 
ments, as  to  wish  happiness  to  the 
principal  author  of  all  thy  distres- 
ses? Wish  happiness  to  him  who 
had  robbed  thee  “of  all  thy 
favourite  expectations  in  this  life  V" 
To  him  who  had  been  the  cause, 
“that  thou  wert  cut  off  in  the 
bloom  of  youth?” 

Heavenly  aspirer!  — What  a 
frame  must  thou  be  in,,  to  be  able 
to  usethe  word  ONLY,  inmention- 
ing  these  important  deprivations! 

— And  as  this  was  before  thou 
puttest  off  mortality,  may  I not 
presume  that  thou  now, 

— with  pitying  eye, 

Not  derogating  from  thy  perfect  bliss  , 
Snrvey'st  all  heaven  around , and  wishest 
for  me  ? 

“Consider  my  ways”  — Dear 
life  of  my  life!  of  what  avail  is 
consideration  now,  when  I have 
lost  the  dear  creature,  for  whose 
sake  alone  it  was  worth  while  to 
have  consideration?  — Lost  her 
beyond  retrieving — swallowed  up 
by  the  greedy  grave — for  ever  lost 
her— that,  that's  the  sting — match- 
less woman!  — How  does  this 
reflection  wound  me ! 

“Your  golden  dream  cannot 
long  last.”  — Divine  prophetess! 
my  golden  dream  is  already  over. 

— “Thought  and  reflection  are 
no  longer  to  be  kept  off,”  — no 
longer  continues  that  “hardened 


CLARISSA  HARLOWE. 


387 


insensibility”  thou  chargest  upon 
me.  — “Remorse  has  broken  in 
upon  me.  — Dreadful  is  my  con- 
dition; — it  is  all  reproach  and 
horror  with  me!”  — A thousand 
vultures  in  turn  are  preying  upon 
my  heart ! 

But  no  more  of  these  fruitless 
reflections  — since  I am  incapable 
of  writing  anything  else;  since  my 
pen  will  slide  into  this  gloomy 
subject,  whether  I will  or  not:  1 
will  once  more  quit  it;  nor  will  I 
again  resume  it,  till  I can  be  more 
its  master  and  my  own. 

All  I took  pen  to  write  for  is 
however  unwritten.  It  was,  in  few 
words,  to  wish  you  to  proceed  with 
your  communications,  as  usual. 
And  why  should  you  not? — Since, 
in  her  ever-to-be-lamented  death, 
I know  every  thing  shocking  and 
grievous  — acquaint  me,  then, 
with  all  thou  knowest , which  1 do 
not  know;  how  her  relations,  her 
cruel  relations,  take  it;  and  whe- 
ther now,  the  barbed  dart  of  after- 
reflection sticks  not  in  their  hearts, 
as  in  mine,  up  to  the  very  feathers. 
* * * 

I will  soon  quit  this  kingdom. 
For  now  my  Clarissa  is  no  more, 
what  is  there  in  it  (in  the  world 
indeed)  worth  living  for?  — But 
shall  I not  first,  by  some  masterly 
mischief,  avenge  her  and  myself 
upon  her  cursed  family? 

The  accursed  woman',  they  tell 
me,  has  broken  her  leg.  Why 
was  it  not  her  neck?  — All,  all, 
but  what  is  owing  to  her  relations, 
is  the  fault  of  that  woman , and  of 
her  hell-born  nymphs.  The  greater 
the  virtue , the  nobler  the  triumph, 


was  a sentence  for  ever  in  their 
mouths.  — I have  had  it  several 
times  in  my  head  to  set  fire  to  the 
execrable  house;  and  to  watch 
at  the  doors  and  windows,  that  not 
a devil  in  it  escape  the  consuming 
flames.  Had  the  house  stood  by 
itself,  I had  certainly  done  it. 

But , it  seems , the  old  wretch  is 
in  the  way  to  be  rewarded , with- 
out my  help.  A shocking  letter 
is  received  of  somebody’s,  in  rela- 
tion to  her  — yours,  I suppose  — 
too  shocking  for  me,  they  say,  to 
see  at  present.* 

They  govern  me  as  a child  in 
strings : yet  did  I suffer  so  much  in 
my  fever,  that  I am  willing  to  bear 
with  them , till  I can  get  tolerably 
well. 

At  present,  I can  neither  eat, 
drink,  nor  sleep.  Y et  are  my  dis- 
orders nothing  to  what  they  were: 
for,  Jack,  my  brain  was  on  fire 
day  and  night:  and  had  it  not 
been  of  the  asbestos  kind,  it  had 
all  been  consumed. 

I had  no  distinct  ideas,  but  of 
dark  and  confused  misery:  it  teas 
all  remorse  and  horror  indeed ! 
Thoughts  of  hanging,  drowning, 
shooting;  then  rage,  violence, mis- 
chief, and  despair  took  their  turns 
with  me.  My  lucid  intervals  still 
worse,  giving  me  to  reflect  upon 
what  I was  the  hour  before , and 
what  I was  likely  to  be  the  next, 
and  perhaps  for  life  — the  sport 
of  enemies ! the  laughter  of  fools ! 
and  the  hanging-sleeved  go-carted 
property  of  hired  slaves;  who 
were  perhaps  to  find  their  ac- 
count in  manacling,  and  (abhorred 
* Sec  Letter  cxxxviii. 
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thought!)  in  personally  abusing 
me  by  blows  and  stripes ! 

Who  can  bear  such  reflections 
as  these?  To  be  made  to  fear  only,  | 
to  such  a one  as  me , and  to  fear 
such  wretches  too?  — What  a thing 
was  this,  but  remotely  to  ap- 
prehend ! And  yet  for  a man  to  be 
in  such  a state  as  to  render  it  ne- 
cessary for  his  dearest  friends  to 
suffer  this  to  be  done  for  his  own 
sake,  and  in  order  to  prevent 
further  mischief  ? — There  is  no 
thinking  of  these  things ! 

I will  not  think  of  them , there- 
fore : but  will  either  get  a train  of 
cheerful  ideas , or  hang  myself  by 
to-morrow  morning. 

— To  be  a dog , and  dead , 

Were  paradise  to  such  a life  as  mine. 

LETTER  CLI. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Wednesday,  Sept.  20. 

I write  to  demand  back  again 
my  last  letter.  I own  it  was  my 
mind  at  the  different  times  I wrote 
it ; and  whatever  ailed  me,  I could 
not  help  writing  it.  Such  a gloomy 
impulse  came  upon  me,  and  in- 
creased as  I wrote,  that,  for  my 
soul,  I could  not  forbear  running 
- into  the  miserable. 

’Tis  strange,  very  strange,  that 
a man’s  conscience  should  be  able 
to  force  his  fingers  to  write  whe- 
ther he  will  or  not;  and  to  run  him 
into  a subject  he  more  than  once, 
at  the  very  time , resolved  not  to 
think  of. 

Nor  is  it  less  strange,  that  (no 
new  reason  occurring)  he  should 
in  a day  or  two  more,  so  totally 


change  his  mind ; have  his  mind, 
I should  rather  say,  so  wholly  il- 
luminated by  gay  hopes  and  rising 
prospects,  as  to  be  ashamed  of 
what  he  had  written. 

For,  on  re-perusal  of  a copy  of 
my  letter,  which  fell  into  my  hands 
by  accident,  in  the  hand- writing 
of  my  cousin  Charlotte , who,  un- 
known tome,  had  transcribed  it, 
I find  it  to  be  such  a letter,  as  an 
enemy  would  rejoice  to  see. 

This  I know,  that  were  I to  have 
continued  but  one  week  more  in 
the  way  1 was  in  when  I wrote  the 
latter  part  of  it,  I should  have 
been  confined,  and  in  straw,  the 
next:  for  I now  recollect,  that  all 
my  distemper  was  returning  upon 
me  with  irresistible  violence  — 
and  that  in  Bpite  of  water-gruel 
and  soupe-maigre. 

I own,  that  I am  still  excessively 
grieved  at  the  disappointment  this 
admirable  woman  made  it  so 
much  her  whimsical  choice  to  give 
me.  But,  since  it  has  thus  fallen 
out;  since  she  was  determined  to 
leave  the  world;  and  since  she 
actually  ceases  to  be;  ought  I,  who 
have  such  a share  of  life  and 
health  in  hand,  to  indulge  gloomy 
reflections  upon  an  event  that  is 
assed:  and,  being passed , cannot 
e recalled?  — Have  I not  had 
a specimen  of  what  will  be  my 
case,  if  I do? 

For,  Belford,  (’tisafollyto  deny 
it)  I have  been,  to  use  an  old  word, 
quite  bestraught. 

Why , why  did  my  mother  bring  me 
up  to  bear  no  control?  Why  was 
1 so  educated , as  that  to  my  very 
tutors  it  was  a request,  that  I should 
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not  know  what  contradiction  or  dis-  never  approaching  me  but  periodi- 
appointment  was?  — Ought  she  cally,  armed  with  gallipots,  bo- 
not  to  have  known  what  cruelty  luses,  and  cephalic  draughts ; de- 
there  was  in  her  kindness?  livering  their  orders  tome  in  hated 

What  a punishment,  to  have  my  whispers;  and  answering  other 
first  very  great  disappointment  curtain-holding  impertinents , in- 
touch my  intellect!  — And  intel-  quiring  how  I was,  and  how  I took 
lects , once  touched  — but  that  I their  execrable  potions , whisper- 
cannot  bear  to  think  of  — only  ingly  too!  — What  a cursed  still 
thus  far;  the  very  repentance  and  life  was  this!  — Nothing  active  in 
amendment  wished  me  so  heartily  me , or  about  me , but  the  worm 
by  my  kind  and  cross  dear,  have  that  never  dies, 
been  invalidated  and  postponed,  Again  I hasten  from  the  recol- 
and who  knows  for  how  long?  the  lection  of  scenes,  which  will  at 
amendment  at  least:  — can  a mad-  times  obtrude  themselves  upon 
man  be  capable  of  either?  me. 

Once  touched,  therefore,  I must  Adieu,  Belford! 
endeavour  to  banish  those  gloomy  But  return  me  my  last  letter, 
reflections , which  might  otherwise  and  build  nothing  upon  its  con- 
have  brought  on  the  right  turn  of  tents.  I must , I will , I have  al- 
mind;  and  this,  to  express  myself  ready  overcome  these  fruitless 
in  Lord  M.’s  style,  that  my  wits  gloominesses.  Every  hour  my 
may  not  be  sent  a wool-gathering,  constitution  rises  stronger  and 
For,  let  me  moreover  own  to  stronger  to  befriend  me;  and,  ex- 
thee,  that  Dr.  Hale,  who  was  my  cept  a tributary  sigh  now  and  then 

food  Astolfo , [you  read  Ariosto,  to  the  memory  of  my  heart’s  be- 
ack,]  and  has  brought  me  back  loved,  it  gives  me  hope,  that  I 
my  wit-jar , had  much  ado,  by  shall  quickly  be  what  1 was — life, 
starving  diet,  by  profuse  phlebo-  spirit,  gaiety,  and  once  more  the 
tomy , by  flaying  blisters,  eyelet-  plague  of  a sex,  that  has  been  my 
hole  cupping,  a dark  room,  a mid-  plague,  and  will  be  every  mans 
night  solitude  in  a midday  sun , to  plague  at  one  time  or  other  of  his 
effect  my  recovery.  And  now,  for  life.  I repeat  my  desire,  how- 
my  comfort,  he  tells  me  that  I may  ever,  that  you  will  write  to  me  as 
still  have  returns  upon  full  moons  usual.  I hope  you  have  good  store 
— horrible ! most  horrible!  — and  of  particulars  by  you  to  communi- 
must  be  as  careful  of  myself  at  cate,  when  I can  better  bear  to 
both  equinoctials,  as  Caesar  was  hear  of  the  dispositions  that  were 
warned  to  be  of  the  ides  of  March,  made  for  all  that  was  mortal  of  my 
How  my  heart  sickens  at  look-  beloved  Clarissa, 
ing  back  upon  what  I was!  Denied!  But  it  will  be  the  joy  of  my 
the  sun,  and  all  comfort:  all  my , heart  to  be  told,  that  her  impla- 
visitors  low-born , tiptoe  attend-  cable  friends  are  plagued  with  re- 
ants: even  those  tiptoe  slaves  morse.  Such  things  as  those  you 
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may  now  send  me:  for  company 
in  misery  is  some  relief;  espe- 
cially when  a man  can  think  those 
' he  hates  as  miserable  as  himself. 

Once  more  adieu,  Jack! 

LETTER  CLH. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

I am  preparing  to  leave  this 
kingdom.  Mowbray  and  Tour- 
ville  promise  to  give  me  their  com- 
pany in  a month  or  two. 

I’ll  give  thee  my  route. 

I shall  first  to  Paris;  and,  for 
amusement  and  diversion  sake, 
try  to  renew  some  of  my  old  friend- 
ships : thence  to  some  of  the  Ger- 
man courts:  thence,  perhaps,  to 
Vienna:  thence  descend  through 
Bavaria  and  the  Tyrol  to  Venice, 
where  I shall  keep  the  carnival: 
thence  to  Florence  and  Turin: 
thence  again  over  mount  Cenis  to 
France:  and , when  I return  again 
to  Paris,  shall  expect  to  see  my 
friend  Belford , who  by  that  time, 
I doubt  not,  will  be  all  crusted 
and  bearded  over  with  penitence, 
self-denial,  and  mortification;  a 
very  anchoret,  only  an  itinerant 
one,  journeying  over  in  hope  to 
cover  a multitude  of  his  own  sins, 
by  proselyting  his  old  compa- 
nions. 

But  let  me  tell  thee,  Jack,  if 
stock  rises  on,  as  it  has  done  since 
I wrote  my  last  letter , I am  afraid 
thou  wilt  find  a difficult  task  in 
succeeding,  should  such  be  thy 
purpose. 

Nor,  I verily  think,  can  thy 
own  penitence  and  reformation 
hold.  Strong  habits  are  not  so 


easily  rooted  out.  Old  Satan  has 
had  too  much  benefit  from  thy 
faithful  services,  for  a series  of 
years , to  let  thee  so  easily  get  out 
of  his  clutches.  He  knows  what 
will  do  for  thee.  A fine  strapping 
Bona  Roba,  in  the  Chartres  taste, 
but  well  limbed , clear  com- 
plexioned,  and  Turkish  eyed: 
thou  the  first  man  with  her,  or 
made  to  believe  so,  which  is  the 
same  thing;  how  will  thy  frosty 
face  shine  upon  such  an  object! 
How  will  thy  tristful  visage  be 
illuminated  by  it ! A composition 
will  be  made  between  thee  and 
the  grand  tempter:  thou  wilt  pro- 
mise to  do  him  suit  and  service  till 
old  age  and  inability  come.  And 
then  will  he,  in  all  probability, 
be  sure  of  thee  for  ever.  For,  wert 
thou  to  outlive  thy  presentreigning 
appetites , he  will  trump  up  some 
other  darling  sin , or  make  a now 
secondary  one  darling,  in  order 
to  keep  thee  firmly  attached  to  his 
infernal  interests.  Thou  wilt  con- 
tinue resolving  to  amend,  but 
never  amending,  till  grown  old 
before  thou  art  aware  (a  dozen 
years  after  thou  art  old  with  every 
body  else,)  thy  for-time  built  tene- 
ment having  lasted-  its  allotted 
period,  he  claps  down  upon  thy 
grizzled  head  the  universal  trap- 
door; and  then  all  will  be  over 
with  thee  in  his  own  way. 

Thou  wilt  think  these  hints  un- 
characteristic from  me.  But  yet 
I cannot  help  warning  thee  of  the 
danger  thou  art  actually  in;  which 
is  the  greater,  as  thou  seemest  not 
to  know  it.  A few  words  more, 
therefore,  on  this  subject. 
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Thou  hast  made  good  resolu- 
tions. If  thou  keepest  them  not, 
thou  wilt  never  be  able  to  keep 
any.  But  nevertheless,  the  devil 
and  thy  time  of  life  are  against 
thee.  And  six  to  one  thou  failest. 
Were  it  only  that  thou  hast  re- 
solved, six  to  one  thou  failest. 
And  if  thou  dost,  thou  wilt  be- 
come the  scoff  of  men,  and  the 
triumph  of  devils.  — Then  how 
will  I laugh  at  thee!  For  this 
warning  is  not  from  principle. 
Perhaps  I wish  it  were:  but  1 
never  lied  to  man,  and  hardly  ever 
said  truth  to  woman.  The  first  is 
what  all  free-livers  cannot  say : the 
second  what  every  one  can. 

I am  mad  again,  by  Jupiter!  — 
But,  thank  my  stars,  not  gloomily 
so!  — Farewell,  farewell, farewell, 
for  the  third  or  fourth  time,  con- 
cludes thy 

Lovelace. 

I believe  Charlotte  and  you  are 
in  private  league  together.  Let- 
ters, 1 find,  have  passed  be- 
tween her  and  you,  and  Lord 
M.  I have  been  kept  strangely 
in  the  dark  of  late;  but  will 
soon  break  upon  you  all  as  the 
sun  upon  a midnight  thief. 

Remember  that  you  never  sent 
me  the  copy  of  my  beloved’s 
will. 

LETTER  CLIII. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

Friday,  Sept.  22. 

Just  as  I was  sitting  down  to 
answer  yours  of  the  14th  to  the 
18th , in  order  to  give  you  all  the 


consolation  in  my  power,  came 
your  revoking  letter  of  Wednes- 
day. 

I am  really  concerned  and  dis- 
appointed , that  your  first  was  so 
soon  followed  by  one  so  contrary 
to  it. 

The  shocking  letter  you  men- 
tion , which  your  friends  withhold 
from  you,  is  indeed  from  me. 
They  may  now,  I see,  shew  you 
anything.  Ask  them,  then,  for 
that  letter,  if  you  think  it  worth 
while  to  read  aught  about  the  true 
mother  of  your  mind. 

I will  suppose , that  thou  hast 
just  read  the  letter  thou  callest 
shocking , and  which  I intended  to 
be  so.  And  let  me  ask  what  thou 
thinkest  of  it?  Dost  thou  not 
tremble  at  the  horrors  the  vilest 
of  women  labours  with,  on  the 
apprehensions  of  death,  and  fu- 
ture judgment?  — How  sit  the  re- 
flections that  must  have  been 
raised  by  the  perusal  of  this  letter 
upon  thy  yet  unclosed  eyelet 
holes!  Will  not  some  serious 
thoughts  mingle  with  thy  melilot, 
and  tear  off  the  callus  of  thy  mind, 
as  that  may  flay  the  leather  from 
thy  back,  and  as  thy  epispastics 
may  strip  the  parchment  from  thy 
plotting  head?  If  not,  then  in- 
deed is  thy  conscience  seared,  and 
no  hopes  will  lie  for  thee. 

Mr.  Belford  then  gives  an  account 
of  the  wretched  Sinclair's  terrible 
exit , which  he  had  just  then  re- 
ceived. 

If  this  move  thee  not,  1 have 
, news  to  acquaint  thee  with,  of  an- 
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other  dismal  catastrophe  that  is 
but  within  this  hour  come  to  my 
ear,  of  another  of  thy  blessed 
agents.  Thy  Tomlinson!  — dy- 
ing, and,  in  all  probability,  be- 
fore this  can  reach  thee , dead,  in 
Maidstone  gaol.  As  thou  sayest 
in  thy  first  letter , something 
strangely  retributive  seems  to  be 
working. 

This  is  his  case.  He  was  at  the 
head  of  a gang  of  smugglers , en- 
deavouring to  carry  oft  run  goods, 
landed  last  Tuesday , when  a 
party  of  dragoons  came  up  with 
them  in  the  evening.  Some  of  his 
comrades  fled.  M‘Donald , being 
surrounded,  attempted  to  fight 
his  way  through,  and  wounded 
his  man;  but  naving  received  a 
shot  in  his  neck,  and  being  cut 
deeply  in  the  head  by  a broad- 
sword, he  fell  from  his  horse,  was 
taken,  and  carried  to  Maidstone 

faol ; and  there  my  informant  left 
im,  just  dying,  and  assured  of 
hanging  if  he  recover. 

Absolutely  destitute,  he  got  a 
kinsman  of  his  to  apply  to  me, 
and , if  in  town , to  the  rest  of  the 
confraternity,  for  something,  not 
to  support  him  was  the  word,  (for 
he  expected  not  to  live  till  the 
fellow  returned)  but  to  bury  him. 

I never  employed  him  but  once, 
and  then  he  ruined  my  project.  I 
now  thank  Heaven  that  he  did. 
But  I sent  him  five  guineas,  and 
promised  him  more,  as  from  you, 
and  Tourville,  if  he  live  a few 
days , or  to  take  his  trial.  And  I 
put  it  upon  you  to  make  further 
inquiry  of  him,  and  to  give  him 
what  you  think  fit. 


His  messenger  tells  me , that  he 
is  very  penitent;  that  he  weeps 
continually.  He  cries  out,  that 
he  has  been  the  vilest  of  men : yet 
palliates , that  his  necessities 
made  him  worse  than  he  should 
otherwise  have  been,  fan  excuse 
which  none  of  us  can  plead:]  but 
that  which  touches  him  most  of 
all , is  a vile  imposture  he  was  put 
upon,  to  serve  a certain  gentleman 
of  fortune  to  the  ruin  of  the  most 
excellent  }voman  that  ever  lived; 
and  who , he  had  heard , was  dead 
of  grief. 

Let  me  consider,  Lovelace  — 
whose  turn  can  be  next  ? I wish  it 
may  not  be  thine.  But  since  thou 
givest  me  one  piece  of  advice 
(which  I should  indeed  have 
thought  out  of  character,  hadst 
thou  not  taken  pains  to  convince 
me  that  it  proceeds  not  from  prin- 
ciple),! will  give  thee  another:  and 
that  is,  prosecute,  as  fast  as  thou 
canst , thy  intended  tour.  Change  of 
scene , and  of  climate , may  estab- 
lish thy  health:  while  this  gross 
air,  and  the  approach  of  winter, 
may  thicken  thy  blood ; and  with 
the  help  of  a conscience  that  is 
upon  the  struggle  with  thee , and 
like  a cunning  wrestler,  watches 
its  opportunity  to  give  thee  an- 
other fall,  may  make  thee  miser- 
able for  thy  life. 

I return  your  revoked  letter. 
Don’t  destroy  it,  however.  The 
same  dialect  may  one  day  come  in 
fashion  with  you  again. 

As  to  the  family  at  Harlowe 
Place,  I have  most  affecting  let- 
ters from  Col.  Morden  relating  to 
their  grief  and  compunction.  But 
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are  you,  to  whom  the  occasion  is  endeavouring  to  protect  his  young 
owing,  entitled  to  rejoice  in  their  mistress  from  my  lawless  attempts, 
distress?  I rejoice,  that  I succeeded  not  in 

I should  be  sorry , if  I could  not  that ; as  I do  in  recollecting  many 
say,  that  what  you  have  warned  others  of  the  like  sort,  in  which  I 
me  of  in  sport , makes  me  tremble  miscarried, 
in  earnest.  I hope,  for  this  is  a Poor  Farley,  who  had  become 
serious  subject  with  me,  (though  a bankrupt,  I have  set  up  again; 
nothing  can  be  so  with  you)  that  I but  have  declared,  that  the  annual 
never  shall  deserve,  by  my  apo-  allowance  I make  her  shall  cease, 
stasy , to  be  the  scoff  of  men , and  if  I hear  she  returns  to  her  former 
the  triumph  of  devils.  courses : and  I have  made  her 

All  that  you  say,  of  the  diffi-  accountable  for  her  conduct  to  the 
culty  of  conquering  rooted  habits,  good  widow  Lovick;  whom  I have 
is  but  too  true.  Those , and  time  taken , at  a handsome  salary , for 
of  life , are  indeed  too  much  my  housekeeper  at  Edgeware  (for 
against  me;  but,  when  I reflect  I nave  let  the  house  at  Watford); 
upon  the  ends  (some  untimely)  of  and  she  is  to  dispense  the  quarterly 
those  of  our  companions  whom  we  allotment  to  her  as  she  merits, 
have  formerly  lost;  upon  Belton’s  This  good  woman  shall  have 
miserable  exit;  upon  the  howls  other  matters  of  the  like  nature 
and  screams  of  Sinclair,  which  under  her  care,  as  we  grow  better 
are  still  in  my  ears ; and  now  upon  acquainted : and  I make  no  doubt 
your  miserable  Tomlinson;  and  but  she  will  answer  my  exnecta- 
compare  theirends  with  thehappy  tions,  and  thablshall  be  both  con- 
and  desirable  end  of  the  inimitable  firmed  and  improved  by  her  con- 
Miss  Harlowe ; I hope  I have  rea-  versation : for  she  shall  generally 
son  to  think  my  footing  morally  sit  at  my  own  table, 
secure.  Your  caution,  neverthe-  The  undeserved  sufferings  of 
less,  will  be  of  use,  however  you  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe,  her  exalted 
might  design  it;  and  since  I know  merit,  her  exemplary  preparation, 
my  weak  side,  I will  endeavour  and  her  happy  end , will  be  stand- 
to  fortify  myself  in  that  quarter  ing  subjects  with  us. 
by  marriage,  as  soon  as  I can  She  shalfread/ome,  when  I have 

make  myself  worthy  of  the  con-  no  company;  write  for  me,  out  of 
fidence  and  esteem  of  some  vir-  books , passages  she  shall  recom- 
tuous  woman ; and,  by  this  means,  mend.  Her  years , (turned  of 
become  the  subject  of  your  envy,  fifty)  and  her  good  character,  will 
rather  than  of  your  scoffs.  secure  me  from  scandal;  and  I 

I have  already  begun  my  retri-  have  great  pleasure  in  reflecting, 
butory  purposes,  as  I may  call  that  1 shall  be  better  myself  for 
them.  1 have  settled  an  annual ’making  her  happy, 
sum  for  life  upon  poor  John  Loftus, ; Then,  whenever  lam  in  danger, 
whom  I disabled , while  he  was  [ I will  read  some  of  the  admirable 
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lady’s  papers:  whenever  I would 
abhor  my  former  ways , 1 will  read 
some  of  thine  and  copies  of  my 
own. 

The  consequence  of  all  this  will 
be , that  I shall  be  the  delight  of 
my  own  relations  of  both  sexes, 
who  were  wont  to  look  upon  me  as 
a lost  man.  I shall  have  good 
order  in  my  own  family,  because 
I shall  give  a good  example  my- 
self. I shall  be  visited  and  re- 
spected, not  perhaps  by  Lovelace, 
by  Mowbray,  and  by  Tourville, 
because  they  cannot  see  me  upon 
the  old  terms , and  will  not , per- 
haps, see  me  upon  the  new , but  by 
the  best  and  worthiest  gentlemen, 
clergy  as  well  as  laity , all  around 
me.  I shall  look  upon  my  past 
follies  with  contempt;  upon  my 
old  companions  with  pity.  Oaths 
and  curses  shall  be  for  ever  ba- 
nished from  my  mouth:  in  their 
place  shall  succeed  conversation 
becoming  a rational  being , and  a 
gentleman.  And  instead  of  acts 
of  offence , subjecting  me  perpe- 
tually to  acts  of  defence , will  I 
endeavour  to  atone  for  my  past 
evils , by  doing  all  the  good  in  my 
power,  and  by  becoming  an  uni- 
versal benefactor  to  the  extent  of 
that  power. 

Now  tell  me,  Lovelace,  upon 
this  faint  sketch  of  what  1 hope  to 
do,  and  to  be,  if  this  be  not  a scheme 
infinitely  preferable  to  the  wild, 
the  pernicious,  the  dangerous 
ones,  both  to  body  and  soul,  which 
we  have  pursued? 

I wish  I could  make  my  sketch 
as  amiable  to  you,  as  it  appears  to 
me.  I wish  it  with  all  my  soul: 


for  I always  loved  ypu.  It  has 
been  my  misfortune  that  I did:  for 
this  led  me  into  infinite  riots  and 
follies,  of  which,  otherwise,  I 
verily  think,  I should  not  have 
been  guilty. 

You  have  a great  deal  more  to 
answer  for  than  I have,  were  it 
only  in  the  temporal  ruin  of  this 
admirable  woman.  Let  me  now, 
while  yet  you  have  youth,  and 
health,  and  intellect,  prevail  upon 
you:  for  I am  afraid,  very  much 
afraid , that  such  is  the  enormity 
of  this  single  wickedness,  in  de- 
priving the  world  of  such  ashining 
light,  that  if  you  do  not  quickly 
reform,  it  will  be  out  of  your 
power  to  reform  at  all ; and  that 
Providence,  which  has  already 
given  you  the  fates  of  your  agents 
Sinclair  and  Tomlinson , to  take 
warning  by,  will  not  let  the  princi- 
pal offender  escape,  if  he  slight 
the  warning. 

You  will,  perhaps,  laugh  at  me 
for  these  serious  reflections.  Do, 
if  you  will.  I had  rather  you 
should  laugh  at  me  for  continuing 
in  this  way  of  thinking  and  acting, 
than  triumph  over  me,  as  you 
threaten,  on  my  swerving  from 
purposes  I have  determined  upon 
with  such  good  reason,  and  in- 
duced and  warned  by  such 
examples. 

And  so  much  for  this  subject  at 
present. 

I should  be  glad  to  know  when 
you  intend  to  set  out.  I have  too 
much  concern  for  your  welfare, 
not  to  wish  you  in  a thinner  air, 
and  more  certain  climate. 

What  have  Tourville  and  Mow- 
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bray  to  do,  that  they  caunot  set 
out  with  you?  They  will  not 
covet  my  company,  1 dare  say: 
and  1 shall  not  be  able  to  endure 
theirs,  when  you  are  gone:  take 
them  therefore  with  you. 

I will  not,  however,  forswear 
making  you  a visit  at  Paris,  at 
your  return  from  Germany  and 
Italy:  but  hardly  with  the  hope  of 
reclaiming  you,  if  due  reflection 
on  what  I have  set  before  you, 
and  upon  what  you  have  written 
in  your  two  last,  will  not  by  that 
time  have  done  it. 

I suppose  I shall  see  you  before 
you  go.  Once  more  1 wish  you 
were  gone.  This  heavy  island-air 
cannot  do  for  you  what  that  of  the 
continent  will. 

I do  not  think  I ought  to  com- 
municate with  you,  as  I used  to 
do,  on  this  side  the  channel:  let 
me,  then,  hear  from  you  on  the 
opposite  8hore,and  you  shall  com- 
mand the  pen,  as  you  please;  and, 
honestly,  the  power,  of 

J.  Belford. 

LETTER  CLIV. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Tuesday,  Sept.  26. 

Fate,  I believe,  in  my  con- 
science, spins  threads  for  tra- 
gedies, on  purpose  for  thee  to 
weave  with.  — Thy  Watford 
Uncle,  poor  Belton,  the  fair  inimi- 
table, [exalted  creature!  and  is 
she  to  be  found  in  such  a list!]  the 
accursed  woman , and  Tomlinson, 
seem  to  have  been  all  doomed  to 
give  thee  a theme  for  the  dismal 
and  the  horrible:  — and,  by  my 


soul,  thou  dost  work  it  going,  as 
Loru  M.  would  phrase  it. 

That’s  the  horrid  thing:  a man 
cannot  begin  to  think,  but  causes 
for  thought  crowd  in  upon  him: 
the  gloomy  takes  place,  and  mirth 
and  gaiety  abandon  his  heart  for 
ever! 

Poor  M'Donald!  — I am  really 
sorry  for  the  fellow.  — He  was  an 
useful,  faithful,  solemn  varlet, 
who  could  act  incomparably  any 
part  given  him,  and  knew  not  what 
a blush  was.  — He  really  took 
honest  pains  for  me  in  the  last 
affair;  which  has  cost  him  and  me 
so  dearly  in  reflection.  Often 
gravelled,  as  we  both  were,  yet 
was  he  never  daunted.  Poor 
M‘ Donald , I must  once  more  say ! 
— For  carrying  on  a solemn  piece 
of  roguery,  he  had  no  equal. 

I was  so  solicitous  to  know  if  he 
were  really  as  bad  as  thou  hast  a 
knack  of  painting  every  body 
whom  thou  singlestout  to  exercise 
thy  murdering  pen  upon,  that  I 
dispatched  a man  and  horse  to 
Maidstone,  as  soon  as  I had  thine; 
and  had  word  brought  me,  that  he 
died  in  two  hours  after  he  had 
received  thy  five  guineas.  And 
all  thou  wrotest  of  nis  concern  in 
relation  to  the  ever-dear  Miss  Har- 
lowe,  it  seems,  was  true. 

I can’t  help  it,  Belford!  — I 
have  only  to  add , that  it  is  happy 
that  the  poor  fellow  lived  not  to 
be  hanged , as  it  seems  he  would 
have  been : for  who  knows , as  he 
had  got  into  such  a penitential 
strain,  what  might  have  been  in 
his  dying  speech? 

When  a man  has  not  great  good 
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to  comfort  himself  with,  it  ia  right 
to  make  the  beat  of  the  little  that 
may  offer.  There  never  was  any 
discomfort  happened  to  mortal 
man,  but  some  little  ray  of  conso- 
lation would  dart  in,  if  the  wretch 
was  not  so  much  a wretch , as  to 
draw , instead  of  undraw , the  cur- 
tain, to  keep  it  out. 

And  so  much , at  this  time , and 
for  ever,forpoorCapt.Tomlinson, 
as  I called  him. 

Your  solicitude  to  get  me  out  of 
this  heavy  changeable  climate 
exactly  tallies  with  every  body’s 
here.  They  all  believe  that  tra- 
velling will  establish  me.  Yet  I 
think  I am  quite  well.  Only 
these  plaguy  new’s  and  full’s , and 
the  equinoctials , fright  me  a little 
when  I think  of  them ! and  that  is 
always:  for  the  whole  family  are 
continually  ringing  these  changes 
in  my  ears,  and  are  more  sedu- 
lously intent,  than  I can  well  ac- 
count for,  to  get  me  out  of  the 
kingdom. 

But  wilt  thou  write  often , when 
I am  gone?  Wilt  thou  then  piece 
the  thread  where  thou  brokest  it 
off?  Wilt  thou  give  me  the  par- 
ticulars of  their  distress , who  were 
my  auxiliaries  in  bringing  on  the 
event  that  affects  me?  — Nay, 
principals,  rather:  since,  say  what 
thou  wilt,  what  did  I do  worth  a 
woman’s  breaking  her  heart  for? 

Faith  and  troth,  Jack,  I have 
had  very  hard  usage,  as  I have 
often  said:  — to  have  such  a 
plaguy  ill  name  given  me,  pointed 
at , screamed  out  upon , run  away 
from,  as  a mad  dog  would  be;  all 
my  own  friends  ready  to  renounce 


me ! — Yet  I think  I deserve  it  all  : 
for  have  I not  been  as  ready  to 
give  up  myself,  as  others  are  to 
condemn  me? 

What  madness,  what  folly,  this ! 

— Who  will  take  the  part  of  a 
man  that  condemns  himself?  — 
Who  can  ? He  that  pleads  guilty 
to  an  indictment,  leaves  no  room 
for  aught  but  the  sentence.  Out 
upon  me  for  an  impolitic  wretch ! 
I nave  not  the  art  of  the  least  art- 
ful of  any  of  our  Christian  princes ; 
who  every  day  are  guilty  of  ten 
times  worse  breaches  of  faith ; and 
yet , issuing  out  a manifesto,  they 
wipe  their  mouths,  and  go  on  from 
infraction  to  infraction , from  rob- 
bery to  robbery ; commit  devasta- 
tion upon  devastation ; and  destroy 

— for  their  glory!  And  are  re- 
warded with  the  names  of  conque- 
rors, and  are  dubbed  le  grand; 
praised , and  even  deified,  by  ora- 
tors and  poets,  for  their  butcheries 
and  depredations. 

While  I,  a poor,  single,  harm- 
less prowler;  at  least  comparatively 
harmless;  in  order  to  satisfy  my 
hunger , steal  but  one  poor  lamb ; 
and  every  mouth  is  opened,  every 
hand  is  lifted  up  against  me. 

Nay,  as  I have  just  now  heard, 
I am  to  be  manifestoed  against, 
though  no  prince;  for  Miss  Howe 
threatens  to  have  the  case  pub- 
lished to  the  whole  world. 

I have  a good  mind  not  to  op- 
pose it:  and  to  write  an  answer  to 
it,  as  soon  as  it  comes  forth,  and 
exculpate  myself,  by  throwing  all 
the  fault  upon  the  old  ones.  And 
this  I have  to  plead,  supposing  all 
[ that  my  worst  enemies  can  allege 
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against  me  were  true,  — that  I am  j 
not  answerable  for  all  the  extra- 
vagant consequences  that  this 
affair  has  been  attended  with; 
and  which  could  not  possibly  be 
foreseen. 

And  this  I will  prove  demon- 
strably by  a case,  which,  but  a 
few  hours  ago , I put  to  Lord  M. 
and  the  two  Miss  Montagues.  This 
it  is: 

Suppose  A,  a miser,  had  hid  a 
parcel  of  gold  in  a secret  place, 
in  order  to  keep  it  there,  till  he 
could  lend  it  out  at  extravagant 
interest. 

Suppose  B,  in  such  great  want  of 
this  treasure,  as  to  be  unable  to 

live  without  it. 

And  suppose  A , the  miser , has 
such  an  opinion  of  B,  the  wanter, 
that  he  would  rather  lend  it  to 
him , than  to  any  mortal  living; 
but  yet,  though  he  has  no  other 
use  in  the  world  for  it,  in- 
sists upon  very  unconscionable 
terms. 

B would  gladly  pay  common  in- 
terest for  it ; but  would  be  un- 
done in  his  own  opinion  at  least, 
and  that  is  every  thing  to  him) 
if  he  complied  with  the  miser’s 
terms,  since  he  would  be  sure 
to  be  soon  thrown  into  gaol  for 
the  debt,  and  made  a prisoner 
for  life.  Wherefore  guessing 
(being  an  arch  penetrating  fel- 
low) where  the  sweet  hoard  lies, 
}ie. searches  for  it,  when  the  miser 
is  in  a profound  sleep , finds  it, 
and  runs  away  with  it. 

B,  in  this  case,  can  be  only  a 
thief  that’s  plain,  Jack. 


Here  Miss  Montague  put  in 
very  smartly.  — A thief,  sir,  said 
she,  that  steals  what  is  and  ought 
to  be  dearer  to  me  than  my  life, 
deserves  less  to  be  forgiven  than 
he  who  murders  me. 

But  what  is  this,  cousin  Char- 
lotte , said  I , that  is  dearer  to  you 
than  your  life?  Your  honour,  you’ll 
say  — I will  not  talk  to  a lady  ( I 
never  did)  in  a way  she  cannot 
answer  me  — 4>ut  in  the  instance 
for  which  I put  my  case,  (allowing 
all  you  attribute  to  the  phantom) 
what  honour  is  lost,  where  the  will 
is  not  violated,  and  the  person 
cannot  help  it?  But  with  respect 
to  the  case  put,  how  knew  we,  till 
the  theft  was  committed,  that  the 
miser  did  actually  set  so  romantic 
a value  upon  the  treasure? 

Both  my  cousins  were  silent; 
and  my  lord,  because  he  could  not 
answer  me,  cursed  me;  and  I pro- 
ceeded : 

Well  then,  the  result  js,  that 
B can  only  be  a thief;  that’s  plain 
— to  pursue,  therefore,  my  case — 

Suppose  this  same  miserly  A , on 
awaking,  and  searching  for,  and 
finding  his  treasure  gone,  takes 
it  so  much  to  heart,  that  he 
starves  himself? 

Who  but  himself  is  to  blame  for 
that?  — Would  either  equity, 
law,  or  conscience,  hang  B for 
a murder? 

And  now  to  apply , said  I — 
None  of  your  applications,  cried 
my  cousins , both  in  a breath. 

None  of  your  applications , and 
be  d — n’d  to  you , the  passionate 
peer. 
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Well  then , returned  I,  I am  to 
conclude  it  to  be  a case  so  plain, 
that  it  needs  none ; looking  at  the 
two  girls , who  tried  for  a blush  a- 
piece.  And  I hold  myself,  of  con- 
sequence , acquitted  of  the  death. 

Not  so,  cried  my  lord  (peers  are 
judges,  thou  knowest,  Jack,  in  the 
last  resort) : for  if,  by  committing 
an  unlawful  act,  a capital  crime  is 
the  consequence,  you  are  answer- 
able  for  both. 

Say  you  so,  my  good  lord?  — 
But  will  you  take  upon  you  to  say, 
supposing  (as  in  the  present  case) 
a rape  (saving  your  presence, 
cousin  Charlotte,  saving  your  pre- 
sence, cousin  Patty) ; is  death  the 
natural  consequence  of  a rape?  — 
Did  you  ever  near,  my  lord,  or  did 
you,  ladies,  that  it  was?  — And  if 
not  the  natural  consequence , and 
the  lady  will  destroy  herself,  whe- 
ther by  a lingering  death  as  of 
grief;  or  by  the  dagger  as  Lu- 
cretia  did ; is  there  more  than  one 
fault  the  man's  ? — Is  not  the  other 
hers?  — Were  it  not  so,  let  me  tell 
you,  my  dears,  chucking  each  of 
my  blushing  cousins  under  the 
chin,  we  either  have  had  no  men 
so  wicked  as  young  Tarquin  was, 
or  no  women  so  virtuous  as  Lu- 
cretia,  in  the  space  of  — how 
many  thousand  years,  my  lord?  — 
And  so  Lucretia  is  recorded  as  a 
single  wonder! 

You  may  believe  I was  cried  out 
upon.  People  who  cannot  answer 
will  rave:  and  this  they  all  did. 
ButI  insisted  upon  it  to  them,  and 
so  I do  to  you , Jack,  that  I ought 
to  be  acquitted  of  every  thing  but 
a common  theft,  a private  larceny, 


as  the  lawyers  call  it,  in  this  point. 
And  were  my  life  to  be  a forfeit 
to  the  law,  it  would  not  be  for 
murder. 

Besides,  as  I told  them,  there 
was  a circumstance  strongly  in 
my  favour  in  this  case ; fori  would 
have  been  glad , with  all  my  soul, 
to  have  purchased  my  forgiveness 
by  a compliance  with  the  terms  I 
first  boggled  at.  And  this,  you  all 
know,  I offered;  and  my  lord,  and 
lady  Betty,  and  Lady  Sarah,  and 
my  two  cousins,  and  all  my  cou- 
sins’ cousins,  to  the  fourteenth  ge- 
neration, would  have  been  bound 
for  me  — but  it  would  not  do. 
The  sweet  miser  would  break 
her  heart,  and  die ; and  how  could 
I help  it? 

Upon  the  whole,  Jack,  had  not 
the  lady  died,  would  there  have 
been  half  so  much  said  of  it  as 
there  is?  Was  I the  cause  of  her 
death?  Or  could  I help  it?  And 
have  there  not  been,  in  a million 
of  cases  like  this,  nine  hundred 
and  ninety-nine  thousand  that 
have  not  ended  as  this  has  ended? 
— How  hard,  then,  is  my  fate  1 — 
Upon  my  soul,  1 won’t  bear  it  as  I 
have  done ; but,  instead  of  taking 
guilt  to  myself,  claim  pity.  Ana 
this  (since  yesterday  cannot  be 
recalled)  is  the  only  course  1 can 
pursue  to  make  myself  easy.  Pro- 
ceed anon. 

LETTER  CLV. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

But  what  a pretty  scheme  of 
life  hast  thou  drawn  out  for  thy- 
self, and  thy  old  widow!  By  my 
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soul,  Jack,  I am  mightily  taken 
with  it.  There  is  but  one  thing 
wanting  in  it;  and  that  will  come 
of  course : only  to  be  in  the  com- 
mission , and  one  of  the  quorum. 
Thou  art  already  provided  with  a 
clerk , as  good  as  thou’lt  want , in 
the  widow  Lovick:  for  thou  un- 
derstandest  law,  and  she  con- 
science: a good  lord  chancellor 
between  ye ! — I should  take  pro- 
digious pleasure  to  hear  thee  de- 
cide in  a bastard  case  upon  thy 
new  notions,  and  old  remem- 
brances. 

But,  raillery  apart,  (all  gloom 
at  heart  by  Jupiter!  although  the 
pen  and  the  countenance  assume 
airs  of  levity !)  if,  after  all,  thou 
canst  so  easily  repent  and  reform, 
as  thou thiukestthou canst:  if  thou 
canst  thus  shake  off  thy  old  sins, 
and  thy  old  habits:  and  if  thy  old 
master  will  so  readily  dismiss  so 
tried  and  so  faithful  a servant,  and 
permit  thee  thus  calmly  to  enjoy 
thy  new  system;  no  room  for 
scandal;  all  temptation  ceasing: 
and  if  at  last  (thy  reformation 
warranted  and  approved  by  time) 
thou  marriest,  and  livest  honest: 
— why  Belford , I cannot  but  say, 
that  it  all  these  IF’s  come  to  pass, 
thou  standest  a good  chance  to  be 
a happy  man! 

AU  I think,  as  I told  thee  in  my 
last,  is,  that  the  devil  knows  his 
own  interest  too  well,  to  let  thee 
off  so  easily.  Thou  thyself  tellest 
me,  that  we  cannot  repent  when 
we  will.  And  indeed  I found  it 
so:  for,  in  my  lucid  intervals,  I 
made  good  resolutions:  but,  as 
health  turned  its  blythe  side  to 


me,  and  opened  my  prospects  of 
recovery,  all  my  old  inclinations 
and  appetites  returned;  and  this 
letter,  perhaps,  will  be  a thorough 
conviction  to  thee,  that  I am  as 
wild  a fellow  as  ever,  or  in  the 
way  to  be  so. 

Thou  askest  me  very  seriously, 
if,  upon  the  faint  sketcn  thou  hast 
drawn , thy  new  scheme  be  not  in- 
finitely preferable  to  any  of  those 
which  we  have  so  long  pursued? 
— Why,  Jack  — let  me  reflect  — 
why , Belford  — I can’t  say  — I 
can’t  say — but  it  is.  To  speak 
out  — it  is  really , as  Biddy  in  the 
play  says,  a good  comfortable 
scheme. 

But  when  thou  tellest  me,  that 
it  was  thy  misfortune  to  love  me, 
because  thy  value  for  me  made 
thee  a wickeder  man  than  other- 
wise thou  would’st  have  been;  I 
desire  thee  to  revolve  this  asser- 
tion: and  I am  persuaded,  that 
thou  wilt  not  find  thyself  in  so 
right  a train  as  thou  imaginest. 

No  false  colourings,  no  glosses, 
does  a true  penitent  aim  at.  De- 
basement, diffidence,  mortifica- 
tion, contrition,  are  all  near  of  kin, 
Jack;  and  inseparable  from  a re- 
pentant spirit.  — If  thou  knowest 
not  this,  thou  art  not  got  three 
steps  (out  of  threescore)  towards 
repentance  and  amendment.  And, 
let  me  remind  thee,  before  the 
grand  accuser  come  to  do  it , that 
thou  wert  ever  above  being  a pas- 
sive follower  in  iniquity.  Though 
thou  hadst  not  so  good  an  inven- 
tion as  he  to  whom  thou  writest, 
thou  hadst  as  active  an  heart  for 
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mischief  as  ever  I met  with  in  saved  the  lady  from  the  ruin  she 
man.  : met  with.  Thou  art  a pretty  fel- 

Then  for  improving  an  hint,  low  for  this;  for  how  would’st  thou 
thou  wert  always  a true  English- ; have  saved  her?  What  methods 
man.  I never  started  a roguery,  didst  thou  take  to  save  her? 
that  did  not  come  out  of  thy  forge  Thou  knewest  my  designs  all 
in  a manner  ready  anvilled  and  along.  Hadst  thou  a mind  to 
hammered  for  execution , when  1 1 make  thyself  a good  title  to  the 
have  sometimes  been  at  a loss  to  merit  to  which  thou  now  pretend- 
make  any  thing  of  it  myself.  :est  to  lay  claim,  thou  should’st, 
What  indeed  made  me  appear 'like  a true  knight -errant,  have 
to  be  more  wicked  than  thou,  was,  sought  to  set  the  lady  free 
that  I being  an  handsome  fellow,  from  the  enchanted  castle.  Thou 
and  thou  an  ugly  one,  when  we  should’st  have  apprised  her  of  her 
had  started  a game,  and  hunted  danger;  have  stolen  in  when  the 
it  down,  the  poor  frighted  puss  giant  was  out  of  the  way ; or  hadst 
generally  threw  herself  into  my  thou  had  the  true  spirit  of  chivalry 
paws,  rather  than  into  thine:  and  upon  thee,  and  nothing  else  would 
then,  disappointed,  hast  thou  have  done,  have  killed  the  giant; 
wiped  thy  blubber  - lips,  and  and  then  something  would’st  thou 
marched  off  to  start  a new  game, , have  had  to  brag  of. 
calling  me  a wicked  fellow  all  the  | “ 0 but  thegiantwas  myfriend : 

while.  j he  reposed  a confidence  in  me: 

In  short,  Belford,  thou  wert  an  and  I should  have  betrayed  my 
excellent  starter  and  setter.  The  friend,  and  his  confidence!”  This 
old  women  were  not  afraid  for  thou  would’st  have  pleaded,  no 
their  daughters , when  they  saw ! doubt.  But  try  this  plea  upon 
such  a face  as  thine.  But,  when  thy  present  principles,  and  thou 
I came , whip  was  the  key  turned  wilt  see  what  a caitiff  thou  wert  to 
upon  the  girls.  And  yet  all  signi-  let  it  have  weight  with  thee,  upon 
fied  nothing ; for  love , upon  oc-  an  occasion  where  a breach  of 
casion , wifi  draw  an  elephant  confidence  is  more  excusable  than 
through  a key-hole.  But  for  thy  to  keep  the  secret.  Did  not  the 
heart,  Belford,  who  ever  doubted  lady  herself  once  put  this  very 
the  wickedness  of  that?  point  home  upon  thee?  And  didst 

Nor  even  in  this  affair,  that  thou  not  on  that  occasion  heavily 
sticks  most  upon  me,  which  my  blame  thyself*? 
conscience  makes  such  a handle  Thou  canst  not  pretend , and  I 
of  against  me,  art  thou  so  innocent  know  thou  wilt  not,  that  thou  wert 
as  thou  fanciest  thyself.  Thou  afraid  of  thy  life  by  taking  such  a 
wilt  stare  at  this:  but  it  is  true,  measure:  for  a braver  fellow  lives 
and  1 will  convince  thee  of  it  in  not,  nor  a more  fearless,  than  Jack 
an  instant.  ! Belford.  I remember  several  in- 

Thousaycst,  thou  would  8thave  \ * See  Letter  cxiv.  of  Vol.  in. 
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stances,  and  thou  canst  not  forget 
them,  where  thou  hast  ventured 
thy  bones,  thy  neck,  thy  life, 
against  numbers  in  a cause  of 
roguery;  and  hadst  thou  had  a 
spark  of  that  virtue,  which  now 
tnou  art  willing  to  flatter  thyself 
thou  hast,  thou  would’st  surely 
have  run  a risk  to  save  an  in- 
nocence , and  a virtue  that  it  be- 
came every  man  to  protect  and 
espouse.  This  is  the  truth  of  the 
case , greatly  as  it  makes  against 
myself  But  I hate  an  hypocrite 
from  my  soul. 

I believe  I should  have  killed 
thee  at  the  time , if  I could,  hadst 
thou  betrayed  me  thus.  But  I am 
sure  note,  that  I would  have  thank- 
ed thee  for  it,  with  all  my  heart; 
and  thought  thee  more  a father, 
and  a frieud,  than  my  real  father, 
and  my  best  friend  — and  it  was 
natural  for  thee  to  think,  with  so 
exalted  a merit  as  this  lady  had, 
that  this  would  have  been  the 
case,  when  consideration  took 
place  of  passion ; or,  rather,  when 
that  d — ned  fondness  for  in- 
trigue ceased,  which  never  was  my 
pride  so  much  as  it  is  now,  upon 
reflection,  my  curse. 

Set  about  defending  thyself, 
and  1 will  probe  thee  still  deeper, 
and  convict  thee  still  more  effec- 
tually, that  thou  hast  more  guilt 
than  merit  even  in  this  affair.  And 
as  to  all  the  others,  in  which  we 
were  accustomed  to  hunt  in 
couples,  thou  wert  always  the  for- 
wardest  whelp,  and  more  ready  by 
far,  to  run  away  with  me,  than  I 
with  thee.  Yet  canst  thou  now 
compose  thy  horse-muscles,  and! 

Clarissa.  IV. 


cry  out.  How  much  more  hast 
thou,  Lovelace,  to  answer  for  than 
I have!  — Saying  nothing , neither, 
when  thou  sayest  this,  were  it 
true:  for  thou  wilt  not  be  tried, 
when  the  time  comes,  by  compari- 
son. In  short  thou  may’st,  at  this 
rate,  so  miserably  deceive  thyself, 
that  notwithstanding  all  thy  self- 
denial  and  mortification,  when 
thou  closest  thy  eyes,  thou  may’st 
perhaps  open  them  in  a place 
where  thou  thoughtest  least  to 
be. 

However,  consult  thy  old 
woman  on  this  subject.  I shall  be 
thought  to  be  out  of  character  if  I 
go  on  in  this  strain.  But  really  as 
to  a title  to  merit  in  this  affair,  I 
do  assure  thee,  Jack,  that  thou 
less  deservest  praise  than  an 
horse-pond : and  I wish  I had  the 
sousing  of  thee. 

* * * 

I am  actually  now  employed  in 
taking  leave  of  my  friends  in  the 
country.  I had  once  thought  of 
taking  Tomlinson,  as  I called  him, 
with  me:  but  his  destiny  has 
frustrated  that  intention. 

Next  Monday  I think  to  see  you 
in  town ; and  theny ou,  and  I,  and 
Mowbray  and  Tourville,  will 
laugh  off  that  evening  together. 
They  will  both  accompany  me  (as 
I expect  you  will)  to  Dover,  if  not 
cross  the  water.  I must  leave  you 
and  them  good  friends.  They 
take  extremely  amiss  the  treat- 
ment you  have  given  them  in  your 
last  letters.  They  say  you  strike 
at  their  understandings.  I laugh 
at  them ; and  tell  them,  that  those 
people  who  have  least , are  the 
20 
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most  apt  to  be  angry  when  it  is 
called  in  question. 

Make  up  all  the  papers  and  nar- 
ratives you  can  spare  me  against 
the  time.  The  will  particularly 
I expect  to  take  with  me.  Who 
knows  but  what  those  things, 
which  will  help  to  secure  you  in 
the  way  you  are  got  into,  may 
convert  me? 

Thou  talkest  of  a wife,  Jack: 
what  thickest  thou  of  our  Char- 
lotte? Her  family  and  fortune,  I 
doubt,  according  to  thy  scheme, 
are  a little  too  high.  Will  those 
be  an  objection?  Charlotte  is  a 
smart  girl.  For  piety  (thy  pre- 
sent turn)  I cannot  say  much : yet 
she  is  as  serious  as  most  of  her  sex 
at  her  time  of  life  — would  flaunt 
it  a little,  I believe,  too,  like  the 
rest  of  them , were  her  reputation 
under  covert. 

But  it  won’t  do  neither,  now  I 
think  of  it:  — thou  art  so  homely 
and  so  awkward  a creature ! Hast 
such  a boatswain  - like  airl  — 
People  would  think  she  had 
picked  thee  up  in  Wapping,  or 
Rotherhithe;  or  in  going  to  see 
some  new  ship  launched,  or  to 
view  the  docks  at  Chatham,  or 
Portsmouth.  So  gaudy  and  so 
clumsy ! Thy  tawdriness  won’t  do 
with  Charlotte!  — So  sit  thee 
down  contented,  Belford:  al- 
though I think  in  a whimsical 
way,  as  now,  I mentioned  Char- 
lotte to  thee  once  before*.  Yet 
would  I fain  secure  thy  morals 
too,  if  matrimony  will  do  it.  Let 
me  see!  — Now  I have  it.  — Has 

* See  the  Postscript  to  Letter  Ixxxii.  of 

this  vol. 


not  the  widow  Loviek'a  daughter, 
or  a niece  ? It  is  not  every  girl  of 
fortune  and  family  that  will  go  to 
prayers  with  thee  once  or  twice  a 
day.  But  since  thou  art  for  taking 
a wife  to  mortify  with,  what  if 
thou  marriest  the  widow  herself? 
— She  will  then  have  a double 
concern  in  thy  conversion.  You 
and  she  may  tete-a-tete  pass  many 
a comfortable  winter’s  evening  to- 
gether, comparing  experiences,  as 
the  good  folks  call  them. 

I am  serious,  Jack,  faith  I am. 
And  I would  have  thee  take  it 
into  thy  wise  consideration. 

R.  L. 

Mr.  Belford  returns  a very  se- 
rious answer  to  the  preceding 
letter;  which  appears  not. 

In  it,  he  most  heartily  wishes 
that  he  had  withstood  Mr.  Love- 
lace, whatever  had  been  the 
consequence , in  designs  so  ela- 
borately base  and  ungrateful, 
and  so  long  and  steadily  pur- 
sued, against  a lady  whose  merit 
and  innocence  entitled  her  to 
the  protection  of  every  man  who 
had  the  least  pretences  to  the 
title  of  a gentleman ; and  who  de- 
served to  be  even  the  public  care. 

He  most  severely  censures  him- 
self for  his  false  notions  of 
honour  to  his  friend,  on  this 
head;  and  recollects  what  the 
divine  lady,  as  he  calls  her,  said 
to  him  on  this  very  subject,  as 
related  by  himself  in  his  letter 
to  Lovelace,  No.  cxiv.  Vol.  III. 
to  which  Lovelace  also  (both  in- 
stigator and  accuser)  refers,  and 
to  his  own  regret  and  shame  on 
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the  occasion.  He  distinguishes, 
however,  between  an  irrepar- 
able injury  intended  to  a 
Clarissa,  and  one  designed  to 
such  of  the  sex,  as  contribute  by 
their  weakness  and  indiscre- 
tion, to  their  own  fall,  and  there- 
by entitle  themselves  to  a large 
snare  of  the  guilt  which  accom- 
panies the  crime. 

He  offers  not,  he  says,  to  palliate 
or  extenuate  the  crimes  he  him- 
self has  been  guilty  of:  but 
laments,  for  Mr.Lovelace’s  own 
sake,  that  he  gives  him,  with  so 
ludicrous  and  unconcerned  an 
air,  such  solemn  and  useful  les- 
sons and  warnings.  Neverthe- 
less , he  resolves  to  make  it  his 
whole  endeavour,  he  tells  him, 
to  render  them  efficacious  to 
himself:  aud  should  think  him- 
self but  too  happy,  if  he  should 
be  enabled  to  set  him  such  an 
example , as  may  be  a means  to 
bring  about  the  reformation  of 
a man  so  dear  to  him  as  he  has 
always  been,  from  the  first  of 
their  acquaintance;  and  who  is 
capable  of  thinking  so  rightly 
and  deeply;  though  at  present 
to  such  little  purpose,  as  makes 
his  very  knowledge  add  to  his 
condemnation. 

LETTER  CLVI. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Colonel  Morden. 

Thursday,  Sept.  21. 
Give  me  leave,  dear  sir,  toad- 
dress  myself  to  you  in  a very  se- 
rious and  solemn  manner,  on  a 
subject  that  1 must  not,  cannot 
dispense  with;  as  I promised  the 
divine  lady,  that  1 would  do  every 


thing  in  my  power  to  prevent  that 
further  mischief  of  which  she  was 
so  very  apprehensive. 

I will  not  content  myself  with 
distant  hints.  It  is  with  very  great 
concern  that  I have  just  now 
heard  of  a declaration  which  you 
are  said  to  have  made  to  your  re- 
lations at  Harlowe  Place,  that 
you  will  not  rest  till  you  have 
avenged  your  cousin’s  wrongs 
upon  Mr.  Lovelace. 

Far  be  it  from  me  to  offer  to  de- 
fend the  unhappy  man,  or  even 
unduly  to  extenuate  his  crime!  But 
yet  I must  say,  that  the  family,  by 
their  persecutions  of  the  dear  lady 
at  first , and  by  their  implacable- 
ness afterwards,  ought,  at  least , 
to  share  the  blame  with  him. 
There  is  even  great  reason  to  be- 
lieve , that  a lady  of  such  a reli- 
ious  turn , her  virtue  neither  to 
e surprised  nor  corrupted,  her 
will  inviolate,  would  have  got  over 
a mere  personal  injury ; especially 
as  he  would  have  done  all  that  was 
in  his  power  to  repair  it;  and  as, 
from  the  application  of  all  his  fa- 
mily in  his  favour , and  other  cir- 
cumstances attending  his  sincere 
and  voluntary  offer,  the  lady 
might  have  condescended,  with 

greater  glory  to  herself,  than  if  he 
ad  never  offended. 

When  I have  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  you  next,  I wul  acquaint 
you,  sir,  with  all  the  circumstances 
of  this  melancholy  story;  from 
which  you  will  see,  that  Mr.  Love- 
lace was  extremely  ill  treated  at 
first  by  the  whole  family , this  ad- 
mirable lady  excepted.  This  ex- 
ception, I know,  heightens  his 
26* 
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crime:  but  as  his  principal  inten-  that  you  yourself  urged  to  your 
tion  was  but  to  try  her  virtue;  and  dear  cousin  her  forgiveness  of 
that  he  became  so  earnest  a sup-  him. 

pliant  to  her  for  marriage ; and  as  Let  me  also  (though  I presume 
he  has  suffered  so  deplorably  in  to  hope  there  is  no  need,  when  you 
the  loss  of  his  reason,  for  not  coolly  consider  every  thing)  re- 
having it  in  his  power  to  repair  her  mind  you  of  your  own  promise  to 
wrongs;  I presume  to  hope,  that  your  departing  cousin;  relying 
much  is  to  be  pleaded  against  upon  which,  her  last  moments 
such  a resolution  as  you  are  said  were  the  easier, 
to  have  made.  I will  read  to  you  Reflect,  my  dear  Colonel 
at  the  same  time  some  passages  Morden,  that  the  highest  injury 
from  letters  of  his;  two  of  which  was  to  her:  her  family  all  have  a 
(one  but  this  moment  received)  share  in  the  cause:  she  forgives  it: 
will  convince  you  , that  the  un-  why  should  we  not  endeavour  to 
happy  man,  who  is  but  now  re-  imitate  what  we  admire? 
covering  his  intellects,  needs  no  You  asked  me,  sir,  when  in 
greater  punishment  than  what  he  town,  if  a brave  man  could  be  a 
has  from  his  own  reflections.  premeditatedly  base  one?  — Gen- 
I have  just  now  read  over  the  erally  speaking,  I believe  bravery 
copies  of  the  dear  lady’s  post-  and  baseness  are  incompatible, 
humous  letters.  I send  them  all  But  Mr.  Lovelace’s  character,  in 
to  you,  except  that  directed  for  the  instance  before  us,  affords  a 
Mr.  Lovelace,  which  I reserve  till  proof  of  the  truth  of  the  common 
I have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you.  observation  , that  there  is  no 
Let  me  entreat  you  to  read  once  general  rule  but  has  its  excep- 
more  that  written  to  yourself,  and  tions : for  England , 1 believe , as 
that  to  her  brother* ; which  latter  gallant  a nation  as  it  is  deemed  to 
I now  send  you ; as  they  are  in  be,  has  not  in  it  a braver  spirit 
point  to  the  present  subject.  than  his;  nor  a man  who  has  a 
I think,  sir,  they  are  unanswer-  greater  skill  at  his  weapons  ; nor 
able.  Such,  at  least,  is  the  effect  more  calmness  with  his  skill, 
they  have  upon  me,  that  I hope  I I mention  not  this  with  a 
shall  never  be  provoked  to  draw  thought  that  it  can  affect  Colonel 
my  sword  again  in  a private  Morden;  who  if  he  be  not  withheld 
quarrel.  by  superior  motives,  as  well  as 

To  the  weight  these  needs  must  influenced  by  those  I have  re- 
have  upon  you,  let  me  add,  that  minded  him  of,  will  tell  me,  that 
the  unhappy  man  has  given  no  this  skill,  and  this  bravery,  will 
new  occasion  of  offence,  since  your  make  him  the  more  worthy  of 
visit  to  him  at  Lord  M.’s,  when  being  called  upon  by  him. 
you  were  so  well  satisfied  of  his  [ To  these  superior  motives  then 
intention  to  atone  for  his  crimes, ! I refer  myself:  and  with  the 

* Sec  Letter  cxxix.  j greater  confidence ; as  a pursuit 
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ending  in  blood  would  not , at  this 
time , nave  the  plea  lie  for  it  with 
any  body,  wbicn  sudden  passion 
might  have  with  some:  but  would 
be  construed  by  all,  to  be  a cool 
and  deliberate  act  of  revenge  for 
an  evil  absolutely  irretrievable: 
an  act.  of  which  a brave  and  noble 
spirit  (such  as  is  the  gentleman’s  to 
whom  1 now  write)  is  not  capable. 

Excuse  me,  sir,  for  the  sake  of 
my  executorial  duty  and  promise, 
keeping  in  eye  the  dear  lady’s 
personal  injunctions , as  well  as 
written  will,  enforced  by  letters 
posthumous.  Every  article  of  which 
(solicitous  as  we  both  are  to  see  it 
duly  performed  ) she  would  have 
dispensed  witn , rather  than 
farther  mischief  should  happen  on 
her  account.  I am,  dear  sir, 

Your  affectionate  and  faithful 
servant,  J.  Bklford. 

The  following  is  the  posthumous 
letter  to  Col.  Morden , referred  to 
in  the  above. 

LETTER  CLVn. 

Superscribed, 

To  my  beloved  Cousin  Will.  Morden,  Esq. 
to  be  delivered  after  my  death. 

XT  DEAREST  CO0SIK, 

As  it  is  uncertain,  from  my 

E resent  weak  state,  whether,  if 
ving,  I may  be  in  a condition  to 
receive,  as  I ought,  the  favouryou 
intend  me  of  a visit,  when  you 
come  to  London,  I take  this  op- 
portunity to  return  you,  while 
able,  the  humble  acknowledg- 
ments of  a grateful  heart,  for  all 
your  goodness  to  me  from  child- 
hood till  now:  and  more  particu- 


larly for  your  present  kind  inter- 
position in  my  favour  — God 
Almighty  for  ever  bless  you , dear 
sir,  for  the  kindness  you  endea- 
voured to  procure  for  me ! 

One  principal  end  of  my  writing 
to  you  in  this  solemn  manner,  is, 
to  beg  of  you , which  I do  with  the 
utmost  earnestness,  thatwhenvou 
come  to  hear  the  particulars  of  my 
story,  you  will  not  suffer  active 
resentment  to  take  place  in  your 
generous  breast  on  my  account. 

Remember,  my  dear  cousin, 
that  vengeance  is  God’s  province, 
and  he  has  undertaken  to  repay 
it;  nor  will  you,  I hope,  invade 
that  province:  — especially  as 
there  is  no  necessity  for  you  to 
attempt  to  vindicate  my  fame: 
since  the  offender  himself  (before 
he  is  called  upon)  has  stood  forth, 
and  offered  to  do  me  all  thejustice 
that  you  could  have  extorted  from 
j him,  had  1 lived : and  when  your 
own  person  may  be  endangered 
by  running  an  equal  risk  with  a 
guilty  man. 

Duelling,  sir,  I need  not  tell 
you,  who  have  adorned  a public 
character,  is  not  only  an  usurpa- 
tion of  the  divine  prerogative , but 
it  is  an  insult  upon  magistracy 
and  good  government.  ’Tis  an 
impious  act.  ’Tis  an  attempt  to 
take  away  a life  that  ought  not  to 
depend  upon  a private  sword : an 
act,  the  consequence  of  which  is 
to  hurry  a soul  fall  its  sins  upon 
its  head) into  perdition;  endanger- 
ing that  of  the  poor  triumpher  — 
since  neither  intend  to  give  to  the 
other  that  chance,  as  I may  call  it, 
for  the  divine  mercy,  in  an  op- 
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portunity  of  repentance,  which 
each  presumes  to  hope  for  himself. 

Seek  not  then,  I beseech  you, 
sir,  to  aggravate  my  fault,  by  a 
pursuit  of  blood , which  must  ne- 
cessarily be  deemed  a consequence 
of  that  fault.  Give  not  the  un- 
happy man  the  merit  (were  you 
assuredly  to  be  the  victor)  of  fall- 
ing by  your  hand.  At  present  he 
is  the  perfidious,  the  ungrateful 
deceiver;  but  will  not  the  forfei- 
ture of  his  life , and  the  probable 
loss  of  his  soul , be  a dreadful  ex- 
piation for  having  made  me  miser- 
able for  a few  months  only,  and 
through  that  misery,  by  the  divine 
favour,  happy  to  all  eternity? 

In  such  a case,  my  cousin,  where 
shall  the  evil  stop?  and  who  shall 
avenge  on  you?  — And  who  on 
your  avenger? 

Let  the  poor  man’s  conscience, 
then,  dear  sir,  avenge  me.  He 
will  one  day  find  punishment 
more  than  enough  from  that. 
Leave  him  to  the  chance  of  re- 
pentance. If  the  Almighty  will 
give  him  time  for  it , why  should 
ou  deny  it  him?  — Let  him  still 
e the  guilty  aggressor;  and  let 
no  one  say,  Clarissa  Harlowe  is 
now  amply  revenged  in  his  fall ; 
or,  in  the  case  of  yours,  (which 
Heaven  avert!)  that  her  fault, 
instead  of  being  buried  in  her 
grave,  is  perpetuated,  and  ag- 
gravated, by  a loss  far  greater 
than  that  of  herself. 

Often,  sir,  has  the  more  guilty 
been  the  vanquisher  of  the  less. 
An  Earl  of  Shrewsbury,  in  the 
reign  of  Charles  II.  as  I have 
read,  endeavouring  to  revenge 


the  greatest  injury  that  man  can 
do  to  man , met  with  his  death  at 
Barn-elms,  from  the  hand  of  the 
ignoble  duke  who  had  vilely 
dishonoured  him.  Nor  can  it  be 
thought  an  unequal  dispensation, 
were  it  generally  to  happen,  that 
the  usurper  of  the  divine  preroga- 
tive should  be  punished  for  his 
presumption  by  the  man  whom  he 
sought  to  destroy,  and  who,  how- 
ever previously  criminal,  is  put,  in 
this  case,  upon  a necessary  act  of 
self-defence. 

May  Heaven  protect  you,  sir,  in 
all  your  ways ; and , once  more  I 

Eray,  reward  you  for  all  your 
indness  to  me!  A kindness  so 
worthy  of  your  heart,  and  so  ex- 
ceedingly grateful  to  mine:  that  of 
seeking  to  make  peace , and  to  re- 
concile parents  to  a once  beloved 
child ; uncles  to  a niece  late  their 
favourite;  and  a brother  and  a 
sister  to  a sister  whom  once  they 
thought  not  unworthy  of  that 
tender  relation.  A kindness  so 
greatly  preferable  to  the  venge- 
ance of  tne  murdering  sword. 

Be  a comforter,  dear  sir,  to  my 
honoured  parents,  as  you  have 
been  to  me : and  may  we,  through 
the  divine  goodness  to  us  both, 
meet  in  that  messed  eternity,  into 
which,  as  I humbly  trust,  I shall 
have  entered  when  you  read  this. 

So  prays , and  to  ner  latest  hour 
will  pray,  my  dear  cousin  Morden, 
my  friend , my  guardian , but  not 
my  avenger — [dear  sir!  remember 
that!-] 

Your  ever- affectionate  and 
obliged 

Clarissa  Harlowe. 
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LETTER  CLVXII. 

Colonel  Morden  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

dear  siRj  Saturday,  Sept.  23. 

I am  very  soriy  that  any  thing 
you  have  heard  I have  said  should 
give  you  uneasiness. 

I am  obliged  to  you  for  the  let- 
ters you  have  communicated  to 
me ; and  still  further  for  your  pro- 
mise to  favour  me  with  others  oc- 
casionally. 

All  that  relates  to  my  dear 
cousin  I shall  be  glad  to  see,  be  it 
from  whom  it  will. 

I leave  to  your  own  discretion, 
what  may  or  may  not  be  proper 
for  Miss  Howe  to  see  from  a pen 
so  free  as  mine. 

I admire  her  spirit.  Were  she  a 
man , do  you  think,  sir,  she  at  this 
time  would  have  your  advice  to 
take,  upon  such  a subject  as  that 
upon  which  you  write  ? 

Fear  not,  however,  that  your 
communications  shall  putmeupon 
any  measures  that  otherwise  I 
should  not  have  taken.  The  wick- 
edness , sir , is  of  such  a nature , as 
admits  not  of  aggravation. 

Yet  I do  assure  you,  that  I have 
not  made  any  resolutions  that  will 
be  a tie  upon  me. 

I have  indeed  expressed  myself 
with  vehemence  upon  the  occa- 
sion. Who  could  forbear  to  do  so? 
But  it  is  not  my  way  to  resolve  in 
matters  of  moment,  till  oppor- 
tunity brings  the  execution  of  my 
purposes  within  my  reach.  We 
shall  see  by  what  manner  of  spirit 
this  young  man  will  be  actuated, 
on  his  recovery.  If  he  continue  to 
brave  and  defy  a family,  which  he 


has  so  irreparably  injured  — if  — 
but  resolutions  depending  upon 
future  contingencies  are  best  left 
to  future  determination , as  I just 
now  hinted. 

Meantime,  I will  own,  that  I 
think  my  cousin’s  arguments  un- 
answerable. No  good  man  but 
must  be  influenced  by  them.  — 
But,  alas!  sir,  who  is  good? 

As  to  your  arguments;  I hope 
you  will  believe  me,  when  I as- 
sure you,  as  I now  do,  that  your 
opinion , and  your  reasonings, 
have,  and  will  always  have , great 
and  deserved  weight  with  me:  and 
that  I respect  you  still  more  than  I 
did , if  possible , for  your  expostu- 
lations in  support  of  my  cousin’s 
pious  injunctions  to  me.  They 
come  from  you , sir,  with  the  great- 
est propriety , as  her  executor  and 
representative;  and  likewise  as 
you  are  a man  of  humanity,  and  a 
well-wisher  to  both  parties. 

I am  not  exempt  from  violent 

gassions , sir , any  more  than  your 
•iend;  but  then  I hope  they  are 
only  capable  of  being  raised  by 
other  people’s  insolence , and  not 
by  my  own  arrogance.  If  ever  I 
am  stimulated  by  my  imperfec- 
tions and  my  resentment  to  act 
against  my  judgment,  and  my 
cousin’s  injunctions;  some  such 
reflections  as  these  that  follow, 
will  run  away  with  my  reason. 
Indeed  they  are  always  present 
with  me. 

In  the  first  place;  my  own  dis- 
appointment: who  came  over 
with  the  hope  of  passing  the  re- 
mainder of  my  days  in  the  cou- 
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versation  of  a relation  so  be- 
loved; and  to  whom  I had  a 
double  relation,  as  her  cousin 
and  trustee.  » 

Then  I reflect,  too- too  often  per- 
haps for  my  engagements  to  her 
in  her  last  hours,  that  the  dear 
creature  could  only  forgive  for 
herself.  She,  no  doubt,  is  happy : 
but  who  shall  forgive  for  a whole 
family , in  all  its  branches  made 
miserable  for  their  lives? 

That  the  more  faulty  her  friends 
were  as  to  her , the  more  enorm- 
ous his  ingratitude,  and  the 
more  inexcusable  — what!  sir, 
was  it  not  enough,  that  she 
suffered  what  she  did  for  him , 
but  the  barbarian  must  make 
her  suffer  for  her  sufferings  for 
his  sake?  — Passion  makes  me 
express  this  weakly:  passion 
refuses  the  aid  of  expression 
sometimes,  where  the  propriety 
of  a resentment,  primu  facie , de- 
clares expression  to  be  needless. 
I leave  it  to  you , sir,  to  give  this 
reflection  its  due  force. 

That  the  author  of  this  diffusive 
mischief  perpetrated  it  pre- 
meditatedly,  wantonly,  in  the 
gaiety  of  his  heart.  To  try  my 
cousin,  say  you,  sir!  To  try  the 
virtue  of  a Clarissa,  sir!  — Had 
she  then  given  him  any  cause  to 
doubt  her  virtue?  — It  could 
not  be.  — If  he  avers  that  she 
did,  I am  indeed  called  upon  — 
but  I will  have  patience. 

That  he  carried  her,  as  now  it 
appears,  to  a vile  brothel,  pur- 
posely to  put  her  out  of  all 
human  resource;  himself  out 
of  the  reach  of  all  humane  re- 


morse: and  that  finding  her 
proof  against  all  the  common 
arts  of  delusion,  base  and  un- 
manly arts  were  there  used  to 
effect  his  wicked  purposes.  Once 
dead , the  injured  saint,  in  her 
will,  says,  he  has  seen  her. 

That  I could  not  know  this,  when 
1 saw  him  at  M.  Hall:  that  the 
object  of  his  attempts  con- 
sidered, I could  not  suppose 
there  was  such  a monster 
breathing  as  he:  that  it  was 
natural  for  me  to  impute  her 
refusal  of  him  rather  to  transi- 
tory resentment,  to  conscious- 
ness of  human  frailty,  and 
mingled  doubts  of  the  sincerity 
of  his  offers  , than  to  villainies, 
which  had  given  the  irreversible 
blow,  and  had  at  that  instant 
brought  her  down  to  the  gates 
of  death , which  in  a very  few 
days  inclosed  her. 

That  he  is  a man  of  defiance:  a 
man  who  thinks  to  awe  every 
one  by  his  insolent  darings,  and 
by  his  pretensions  to  superior 
courage  and  skill. 

That,  disgrace  as  he  is  to  his 
name , ana  to  the  character  of  a 
gentleman , the  man  would  not 
want  merit,  who,  in  vindication 
of  tlm  dishonoured  distinction, 
should  expunge  and  blot  him 
out  of  the  worthy  list. 

That  the  injured  family  has  a 
son,  who,  however  unworthy  of 
such  a sister,  is  of  a temper 
vehement,  unbridled,  fierce;  un- 
equal therefore  (as  he  has  once 
indeed  been  found)  to  a conten- 
tion with  this  man : the  loss  of 
which  son,  by  a violent  death, 
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on  such  an  occasion , and  by  a ' 
hand  so  justly  hated,  would 

Slete  the  misery  of  the 
; family : and  who , never- 
theless, resolves  to  call  him  to 
account,  if  I do  not:  his  very 
misbehaviour  perhaps  to  such  a 
sister  stimulating  his  perverse 
heart  to  do  her  memory  the 
more  signal  justice;  though  the 
attempt  might  be  fatal  to  him- 
self. 

Then,  sir,  to  be  a witness,  as  I 
am  every  hour , to  the  calamity 
and  distress  of  a family  to  which 
I am  related;  every  one  of 
whom,  however  averse  to  an 
alliance  with  him  while  it  had 
not  taken  place,  would  no  doubt 
have  been  soon  reconciled  to 
the  admirable  creature,  had  the 
man  (to  whom  for  his  family  and 
fortunes,  it  was  not  a disgrace 
to  be  allied)  done  her  but  com- 
mon justice! 

To  see  them  hang  their  pensive 
heads;  mope  about,  shunning 
one  another;  though  formerly 
never  used  to  meet  but  to  re- 
joice in  each  other;  afflicting 
themselves  with  reflections,  that 
the  last  time  they  respectively 
saw  the ‘dear  creature,  it  was 
here,  or  there,  at  such  a place, 
in  such  an  attitude;  and  could 
they  have  thought  that  it  would 
have  been  the  last*  — Every 
one  of  them  reviving  instances 
of  her  excellencies  that  will  for 
a long  time  make  their  very 
blessings  a curse  to  them ! Her 
closet,  her  chamber,  her  ca- 
binet, given  up  to  me  to  dis- 
furuish,  in  order  to  answer  (now 


too  late  obliging ! ) the  legacies 
bequeathed ; unable  themselves 
to  enter  them;  and  even  mak- 
ing use  of  less  convenient  back 
stairs,  that  they  may  avoid 
passing  by  the  doors  of  her 
apartment! 

Her  parlour  locked  up;  the  walks, 
the  retirements,  the  summer- 
house in  which  Bhe  delighted, 
and  in  which  she  used  to  pursue 
her  charming  works;  that,  in 
particular,  from  which  she  went 
to  the  fatal  interview,  shunned 
or  hurried  by,  or  over! 

Her  perfections,  nevertheless, 
called  up  to  remembrance, 
and  enumerated : incidents  and 
graces,  unheeded  before,  or 
passed  over  in  the  group  of  her 
numberless  perfections , now 
brought  into  notice,  and  dwelt 
upon ! 

The  very  servants  allowed  to  ex- 
patiate upon  these  praiseful 
topics  to  tneir  principals ! Even 
eloquent  in  their  praises!  The 
distressed  principals  listening 
and  weeping ! Then  to  see  them 
break  in  upon  the  zealous  ap- 
plauders,  by  their  impatience 
and  remorse,  and  throw  abroad 
their  helpless  hands,  and  ex- 
claim; then  again  to  see  them 
listen  to  hear  more  of  her  praises, 
and  weep  again — they  even  en- 
couraging the  servants  to  repeat 
how  they  used  to  be  stopt  by 
strangers  to  ask  after  her,  and 
by  those  who  knew  her  to  be 
told  of  some  new  instances  to 
her  honour  — how  aggravating 
all  this ! 

In  dreams  they  see  her,  and  desire 
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to  see  her:  always  an  angel, 
and  accompanied  by  angels: 
always  clad  in  robes  of  light: 
always  endeavouring  to  com- 
fort them , who  declare,  that 
they  shall  never  more  know 
comfort! 

What  an  example  she  set!  How 
she  indited!  How  she  drew! 
How  she  wrought!  How  she 
I talked!  How  she  sung!  How 
she  played ! Her  voice , music ! 
Her  accent,  harmony ! 

Her  conversation  how  instruc-j 
tive!  how  sought  after!  The 
delight  of  persons  of  all  ages,i 
of  both  sexes,  of  all  ranks ! yet 
how  humble,  how  condescend- 
ing ! Never  were  dignity  and  hu-  j 
muity  so  illustriously  mingled! 

At  other  times,  how  generous, 
how  noble,  how  charitable,  how 
judicious  in  her  charities!  In 
every  action  laudable ! In  every 
attitude  attractive ! In  every  ap- 
pearance, whether  full-dressed, : 
or  in  the  housewife’s  more 
humble  garb,  equally  elegant, 
and  equally  lovely ! Like  or  re- 
semhling  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe, 
they  now  remember  to  be  a 
praise  denoting  the  highest  de- 
gree of  excellence,  with  every 
one,  whatever  person,  action, 
or  rank,  spoken  of. — The  desi- 
rable daughter:  the  obliging 
kinswoman ; the  affectionate 
sister  (all  envy  now  subdued!) 
the  faithful,  the  warm  friend; 
the  affable,  the  kind,  the  bene- 
volent mistress!  — Notone  fault 
remembered!  All  their  severi- 
ties called  cruelties:  mutually 
accusing  each  other;  each  him 


and  herself;  and  all  to  raise  her 
character,  and  torment  them- 
selves. 

Such,  sir,  was  the  angel,  of 
whom  the  vilest  of  men  has  de- 

E rived  the  world ! You,  sir,  who 
now  more  of  the  barbarous  ma- 
chinations and  practices  of  this 
strange  man,  can  help  me  to  still 
more  inflaming  reasons,  were  they 
needed,  why  a man  not  perfect , 
may  stand  excused  to  the  gene- 
rality of  the  world,  if  he  should 
pursue  his  vengeance;  and  the 
rather,  as  through  an  absence  of 
six  years  (high  as  just  report,  and 
the  promises  of  her  early  youth 
from  childhood  had  raised  her  in 
his  esteem)  he  could  not  till  now 
know  one  half  of  her  excellencies 
— till  now!  that  we  have  lost, 
for  ever  lost,  the  admirable  crea- 
ture ! — 

But  I will  force  myself  from  this 
subject,  after  I have  repeated  that 
I have  not  yet  made  any  resolu- 
tions that  can  bind  me.  When- 
ever I do,  I shall  be  glad  they  may 
be  such  as  may  merit  the  honour 
of  your  approbation. 

I send  you  back  the  copies  of 
the  posthumous  letters.  I see  the 
humanity  of  your  purpose,  in  the 
transmission  of  them  to  me;  and 
1 thank  you  most  heartily  for  it.  I 
presume,  that  it  is  owing  to  the 
same  laudable  consideration,  that 
you  kept  back  the  copy  of  that  to 
the  wicaed  man  himself. 

I intend  to  wait  upon  Miss 
Howe  in  person  with  the  diamond 
ring,  and  such  other  of  the  effects 
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bequeathed  to  her  as  are  here.  I 


am,  sib, 


Your  most  faithful  and 
obliged  servant, 
vVm. 


Morden. 


Mr.  Belford,  in  his  answer  to  this 
letter , farther  enforces  the  lady's 
dying  injunctions;  and  rejoices 
that  the  colonel  has  made  no  vin- 
dictive resolutions;  and  hopes 
ei'ery  thing  from  his  prudence  and 
consideration , and  from  his  pro- 
mise given  to  the  dying  lady. 

He  refers  to  the.  seeing  him  in  town 
an  account  of  the  dreadful  ends  of\ 
two  of  the  greatest  criminals  m 
his  cousin's  affair.  “This,  says 
he,  together  with  Mr.  Love- 
lace’s disorder  of  mind,  looks 
as  if  Providence  had  already 
taken  the  punishment  of  these 
unhappy  wretches  into  its  own 
hands. 

He  desires  the  colonel  will  give  him 
a day's  notice  of  his  coming  to 
town , lest  otherwise  he  may  be  ab- 
sent at  the  time  — this  he  does, 
though  he  tells  him  not  the  reason, 
with  a view  to  prevent  a meeting 
between  him  and  Mr.  Lovelace; 
who  might  be  in  town  (as  he  ap- 
prehends) about  the  same  time,  in 
his  way  to  go  abroad. 


LETTER  CLIX. 

Colonel  Morden  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 
drab  sir,  Tuesday,  Sept.  26. 

I cannot  help  congratulating 
myself,  as  well  as  you,  that  we 
have  already  got  through,  with 
the  family,  every  article  of  the 
will,  where  they  have  any  concern. 


You  left  me  a discretional 
power,  in  many  instances;  and  in 
pursuance  of  it,  I have  had  my 
dear  cousin’s  personal  jewels  va- 
lued, and  will  account  to  you  for 
them,  at  the  highest  price , when 
I come  to  town,  as  well  as  for 
other  matters  that  you  were 
pleased  to  entrust  to  my  manage- 
ment. 

These  jewels  I have  presented 
to  my  cousin  Dolly  Hervey,  in 
acknowledgment  of  her  love  to 
the  dear  departed.  I have  told 
Miss  Howe  of  this;  and  she  is  as 
well  pleased  with  what  I have 
done , as  if  she  had  been  the  pur- 
chaser of  them  herself.  As  that 
young  lady  has  jewels  of  her  own, 
she  could  only  have  wished  to 

Surchase  these  because  they  were 
er  beloved  friend’s.  — The  grand- 
mother’s jewels  are  also  valued; 
and  the  money  will  be  paid  me  for 
you,  to  be  carried  to  the  uses  of 
the  will. 

Mrs.  Norton  is  preparing,  by 
general  consent,  to  enter  upon  her 
office  as  housekeeper  at  the  Grove. 
But  it  is  my  opinion,  that  she  will 
not  be  long  on  this  side  heaven. 

I waited  upon  Miss  Howe  my- 
self, as  I tolcl  you  I would,  with 
what  was  bequeathed  to  her  and 
her  mother.  You  will  not  be  dis- 
pleased, perhaps,  if  1 make  a few 
observations  with  regard  to  that 
young  lady,  so  dear  to  my  be- 
loved cousin,  as  you  have  not  a 
personal  acquaintance  with  her. 

There  never  was  a firmer  and 
nobler  friendship  in  women,  than 
that  between  my  dear  cousin  and 
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Miss  Howe,  to  which  this  wretched  ing  faculties ; with  solid  sense ; 
man  has  given  a period.  and  from  their  first  intimacy  [/ 

Friendship , generally  speaking,  have  many  of  my  lights , sir,  from 
Mr.  Belford,  is  too  fervent  a flame  Mrs.  Norton  ] each  seeing  some- 
for  female  minds  to  manage : a thing  in  the  other  to  fear,  as  well 
light, that  but  in  a few  of  their  hands  as  to  love;  yet  making  it  an  in- 
burns steady,  and  often  hurries  dispensable  condition  of  their 
the  sex  into  flight  and  absurdity,  friendship,  each  to  tell  the  other 
Like  other  extremes,  it  is  hardly  lof  her  failings;  and  to  be  thankful 
ever  durable.  Marriage,  which  for  the  freedom  taken.  One  by 
is  the  highest  state  of  friendship,  nature  gentle ; the  other  made  so 
generally  absorbs  the  most  vehe-  by  her  love  and  admiration  of  her 
ment  friendships  of  female  to  fe-  exalted  friend  — impossible  that 
male ; and  that  whether  the  wed-  there  could  be  a friendship  better 
lock  be  happy  or  not  calculated  for  duration. 

What  female  mind  is  capable  of  I must,  however,  take  the  liberty 
two  fervent  friendships  at  the  to  blame  Miss  Howe  for  her  be- 
same  time?  — This  I mention  as  a haviour  to  Mr.  Hickman.  And  I 
general  observation:  but  the  friend-  infer  from  it,  that  even  women  of 
ship  that  subsisted  between  these  sense  are  not  to  be  trusted  with 
two  ladies  affords  a remarkable  power. 

exception  to  it ; which  1 account  By  the  way,  I am  sure  I need 
for  from  those  qualities  and  at-  not  desire  you  not  to  communi- 
tainments  in  both,  which,  were  cate  to  this  fervent  young  lady 
they  more  common,  would  furnish  the  liberties  I take  with  her  cha- 
more  exceptions  still  in  favour  of  racter. 

the  sex.  I dare  say,  my  cousin  could  not 

Both  had  an  enlarged,  and  even  approve  of  Miss  Howe’s  behaviour 
a liberal,  education:  both  had  to  this  gentleman:  a behaviour 
minds  thirsting  after  virtuous  which  is  talked  of  by  as  many  as 
knowledge:  great  readers  both:  know  Mr.  Hickman  and  her.  Cana 
great  writers  — [and  early  familiar  wise  young  lady  be  easy  under 
writing  I take  to  be  one  of  the  such  censure?  She  must  know  it. 
greatest  openers  and  improvers  of  Mr.  Hickman  is  really  a very 
the  mind,  that  man  or  woman  can  worthy  man.  Every  body  speaks 
be  employed  in.]  Both  generous,  well  of  him.  But  he  is  gentle- 
High  m fortune ; therefore  above  dispositioned,  and  he  adores  Miss 
that  dependence  each  on  the  Howe;  and  love  admits  not  of  an 
other,  that  frequently  destroys  air  of  even  due  dignity  to  the  ob- 
the  familiarity  which  is  the  cement  ject  of  it.  Yet  will  Mr.  Hickman 
of  friendship.  Both  excelling  in  hardly  ever  get  back  the  reins  he 
different  ways,  in  which  neither  has  yielded  up;  unless  she,  by 
sought  to  excel  the  other.  Both  carrying  too  far  the  power  of 
blessed  with  clear  and  distinguish-  which  she  seems  at  present  too 
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sensible,  should,  when  she  has  no 
favours  to  confer  which  he  has  not 
a right  to  demand,  provoke  him 
to  throw  off  the  too  heavy  yoke. 
And  should  he  do  so,  aud  then 
treat  her  with  negligence,  Miss 
Howe,  of  all  the  women  I know, 
will  be  the  least  able  to  support 
herself  under  it.  She  will  then  be 
more  unhappy  than  she  ever  made 
him : for  a man  who  is  uneasy  at 
home,  can  divert  himself  abroad : 
which  a woman  cannot  so  easily 
do  without  scandal.  — Permit  me 
to  take  further  notice  as  to  Miss 
Howe;  that  it  is  very  obvious  to 
me,  that  she  has,  by  her  haughty 
behaviour  to  this  worthy  man,  in- 
volved herself  in  one  difficulty 
from  which  she  knows  not  how  to 
extricate  herself  with  that  grace 
which  accompanies  all  her  actions. 
She  intends  to  have  Mr.  Hickman. 
I believe  she  does  not  dislike  him. 
And  it  will  cost  her  no  small  pains 
to  descend  from  the  elevation  to 
which  she  has  climbed. 

Another  inconvenience  she  will 
suffer  from  her  having  taught 
every  body  (for  she  is  above  dis- 
guise) to  think,  by  her  treatment 
of  Mr.  Hickman,  much  more  meanly 
of  him  than  he  deserves  to  be  thought 
of.  And  must  she  not  suffer  dis- 
honour in  his  dishonour? 

Mrs.  Howe  is  much  disturbed  at 
her  daughter’s  behaviour  to  the 
gentleman.  He  is  very  deservedly 
a favourite  of  hers.  But  [another 
failing  in  Miss  Howe]  her  mother 
has  not  all  the  authority  with  her 
that  a mother  ought  to  nave.  Miss 
Howe  is  indeed  a woman  of  fine 
sense ; but  it  requires  a high  de-  J 


gree  of  good  understanding,  as 
well  as  a sweet  and  gentle  dispo- 
sition of  mind,  and  great  discre- 
tion, in  a child,  when  grown  up, 
to  let  it  be  seen  that  she  mingles 
reverence  with  her  love , to  a pa- 
rent, who  has  talents  visibly  infe- 
rior to  her  own. 

Miss  Howe  is  open , generous , 
noble.  The  mother  has  not  any  of 
her  fine  qualities.  Parents,  in 
order  to  preserve  their  children’s 
veneration  for  them,  should  take 
great  care  not  to  let  them  see  any 
thing  in  their  conduct,  or  be- 
haviour, or  principles,  which  they 
themselves  would  not  approve  of 
in  others. 

Mr.  Hickman  has , however, 
this  consideration  to  comfort  him- 
self with,  that  the  same  vivacity 
by  which  he  suffers,  makes  Miss 
Ilowe’s  own  mother , at  times, 
equally  sensible.  And  as  he  sees 
enough  of  this  beforehand,  he  will 
have  more  reason  to  blame  him- 
self than  the  lady,  should  she 
prove  as  lively  a wife,  as  she  was 
a mistress,  for  having  continued 
his  addresses,  and  married  her, 
against  such  threatening  ap- 
pearances. 

There  is  also  another  circum- 
stance, which  good-natured  men 
who  engage  with  even  lively 
women,  may  look  forward  to  with 
pleasure;  a circumstance  which 
generally  lowers  the  spirits  of  the 
ladies,  and  domesticates  them,  as  I 
may  call  it:  and  which,  as  it  will 
bring  those  of  Mr.  Hickman  and 
Miss  Howe  nearer  to  a par,  that 
worthy  gentleman  will  have  double 
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reason,  when  it  happens,  to  con- 
gratulate himself  upon. 

But  after  all,  I see  that  there  is 


something  so  charmingly  brilliant 
and  frank  in  Miss  Howe’s  disposi- 
tion, although,  at  present,  visibly 
overclouded  by  grief,  that  it  is 
impossible  not  to  love  her,  even 
for  her  failings.  She  may,  and 
1 hope  she  will,  make  Mr.  Hick- 
man an  obliging  wife ; and  if  she 
does,  she  will  have  additional 


merit  with  me;  since  she  cannot 
be  apprehensive  of  check  or  con- 
troul;  and  may  therefore  by  her 
generosity  and  prudence  lay  an 
obligation  upon  her  husband,  by 
the  performance  of  what  is  no 
more  than  her  duty. 

Her  mother  both  loves  and  fears 


her.  Yet  is  Mrs.  Howe  also  a 


woman  of  vivacity,  and  ready 
enough,  1 dare  say,  to  cry  out 
when  she  is  pained.  But,  alas! 
she  has,  as  I hinted  above,  weaken- 
ed her  authority  by  the  narrowness 
of  her  mind. 

Yet  once  she  praised  her  daugh- 
ter to  me  with  so  much  warmth  for 


the  generosity  of  her  spirit,  that 
had  I not  known  the  old  lady’s 
character,  I should  have  thought 
her  generous  herself.  And  yet  I 
have  always  observed  that  people, 
even  of  narrow  tempers,  are  ready 
to  praise  generous  ones;  — and 
thus  have  1 accounted  for  it ; that 
such  persons  generally  find  it  to 
their  purpose,  that  all  the  world 
should  be  open-minded  but  them- 
selves. 


The  old  lady  applied  herself  to 
me,  to  urge  to  the  young  one  the 
contents  of  the  will,  in  order  to 


hasten  her  to  fix  a day  for  her 
marriage:  but  desired  that  I 

would  not  let  Miss  Howe  know 
that  she  did. 

I took  the  liberty  upon  it  to  tell 
Miss  Howe,  that  1 hoped  that  her 
part  of  a will,  so  soon  and  so 
punctually,  in  almost  all  its  other 
articles,  fulfilled,  would  not  be 
the  only  one  that  would  be 
slighted. 

Her  answer  was,  she  would  con- 
sider of  it;  and  made  me  a cour- 
tesy with  such  an  air,  as  shewed 
me,  that  she  thought  me  more  out 
of  my  sphere,  than  I could  allow 
her  to  think  me , had  1 been  per- 
mitted to  argue  the  point  with 
her. 

I found  Miss  Howe  and  her  own 
servant  maid  in  deep  mourning. 
This,  it  seems,  had  occasioned  a 
great  debate  at  first  between  her 
mother  and  her.  Her  mother  had 
the  words  of  the  will  on  her  side, 
and  Mr.  Hickman’s  interest  in  her 
view;  her  daughter  having  said, 
that  she  would  wear  it  for 
six  months  at  least.  But  the 
young  lady  carried  her  point  — 
“Strange,  said  she,  “if  I,  who 
shall  mourn  the  heavy,  the  irre- 
parable loss  to  the  last  hour  of  my 
life,  should  not  shew  my  concern 
to  the  world  for  a few  months ! ” 

Mr.  Hickman,  for  his  part,  was 
so  far  from  uttering  an  opposing 
word  on  this  occasion,  that  on  the 
very  day  that  Miss  Howe  put  on 
hers,  he  waited  on  her  in  a new 
suit  of  mourning,  a3  for  a near  re- 
lation. His  servants  and  equi- 
page made  the  same  respectful 
appearance. 
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Whether  the  mother  was  con-  less  generosity  in  her  temper  than 
suited  by  him  in  it,  I cannot  say:  I am  willing  to  allow  her. 
but  the  daughter  knew  nothing  of  You  will  excuse  me,  Mr.  Bel- 
it,  till  she  saw  him  in  it;  she  looked  ford , for  the  particularities  which 
at  him  with  surprise,  and  asked  you  invited  and  encouraged, 
him,  for  whom  he  mourned?  Having  now  seen  every  thing 

The  dear,  and  ever-dear  Miss  that  relates  to  the  will  of  my  dear 
Harlowe,  he  said.  cousin  brought  to  a desirable 

She  was  at  a loss,  it  seems  — at  issue , 1 will  set  about  making  my 
last  — All  the  world  ought  to  own.  I shall  follow  the  dear  crea- 
moum  for  my  Clarissa,  said  she ; ture’s  example , and  give  my  rea- 
but whom,  man,  (that  was  her  sons  for  every  article,  that  there 
whimsical  address  to  him)  think-  may  be  no  room  for  after  eonten- 
est  thou  to  oblige  by  this  ap-  tion. 

pearance?  j What  but  a fear  of  death,  a 

It  is  more  than  appearance , ma-  fear  unworthy  of  a creature  who 
dam.  I love  not  my  own  sister,  knows  that  he  must  one  day  as 
worthy  as  she  is,  better  than  I surely  die  as  he  was  born,  can 
loved  Miss  Clarissa  Harlowe.  I hinder  any  one  from  making  such 
oblige  myself  by  it.  And  if  I a disposition? 
disoblige  not  you,  that  is  all  1 I hope  soon  to  pay  my  respects 
wish.  'to  you  in  town.  Meantimel  am, 

She  surveyed,  him,  I am  told,  with  great  respect,  dear  Sir, 
from  head  to  foot.  She  knew  not,  Your  faithful  and  affectionate 
at  first,  whether  to  be  angry  or  humble  servant, 
pleased.  — At  length,  “I  thought,  j Wm.  Mobden. 

at  first,”  said  she,  “that  you  might 

have  a bolder  and  freer  motive  — letter  CLX. 

but  (as  mv  mamma  says)  you  may  Mr.  Belford  t0  MiS8  Howe- 
be  a well-meaning  man,  though 

generally  a little  wrong-headed  madam,  Thursday,  Sept.  28. 

— however,  as  the  world  is  censo-  I do  myself  the  honour  to  send 
rious,  and  may  think  us  nearer  of  you  with  this , according  to  my 
kin  than  I would  have  it  supposed,  promise,*  copies  of  the  posthu- 
1 must  take  care , that  I am  not  mous  letters  written  by  your  ex- 
seen  abroad  in  your  company.”  alted  friend. 

But  let  me  add,  Mr.  Belford,  These  will  be  accompanied 
that  if  this  compliment  of  Mr.  with  other  letters,  particularly  a 
Hickman  (or  this  more  than  com-  copy  of  one  from  Mr.  Lovelace, 
pliment , as  I may  well  call  it,  begun  to  be  written  on  the  14th, 
since  the  worthy  man  speaks  not  ana  continued  down  to  the  18th.** 
of  my  dear  cousin  without  emo-  You  will  see  by  it,  madam,  the 
tion)  does  not  produce  a short  dreadful  anguish  that  his  spirits 
day,  I shall  think  Miss  Howe  has  • See  p.  383.  •*  See  Letter  d. 
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labour  with,  and  his  deep  re- 
morse. 

Mr.  Lovelace  sent  for  this  letter 
back.  I complied ; but  I first  took 
a copy  of  it.  As  I have  not  told 
him  that  I have  done  so , you  will 
he  pleased  to  forbear  communi- 
cating of  it  to  any  body  but 
Mr.  Hickman.  That  gentleman’s 
perusal  of  it  will  be  the  same  as  if 
nobody  but  yourself  saw  it. 

One  of  the  letters  of  Col.  Mor- 
den , which  I inclose , you  will  ob- 
serve, madam,  is  only  a copy.* 
The  true  reason  for  which , as  I 
will  ingenuously  acknowledge , is 
some  free , but  respectful  animad- 
versions which  tne  colonel  has 
made  upon  your  declining  to 
carry  into  execution  your  part  of 
our  dear  friend’s  last  requests, 
have  therefore,  in  respect  to 
that  worthy  gentleman , (having  a 
caution  from  him  on  that  head) 
omitted  those  parts. 

Will  you  allow  me,  madam, 
however,  to  tell  you,  that  1 myself 
could  not  have  believed  that  my 
inimitable  testatrix’s  own  Miss 
Howe  would  have  been  the  most 
backward  in  performing  such  a 
part  of  her  dear  friend’s  last  will, 
as  is  entirely  in  her  own  power  to 
perform  — especially  when  that 
performance  would  make  one  of 
ihe  most  deserving  men  in  England 
happy;  and  whom,  I presume, 
she  proposes  to  honour  with  her 
hand? 

Excuse  me,  madam,  I have  a 
most  sincere  veneration  for  you; 
and  would  not  disoblige  you  for 
the  world. 

* Viz,  the  preceding. 


1 will  not  presume  to  make  re- 
marks on  the  letters  I send  you ; 
nor  upon  the  informations  I have 
to  give  you  of  the  dreadful  end  of 
two  unhappy  wretches  who  were 
the  greatest  criminals  in  the  affair 
of  your  adorable  friend.  These 
are  the  infamous  Sinclair , and  a 
person  whom  you  have  read  of, 
no  doubt,  in  the  letters  of  the 
charming  innocent,  by  the  name 
of  Captain  Tomlinson. 

The  wretched  woman  died  in 
the  extremest  tortures  and  de- 
spondency: the  man  from  wounds, 
got  in  defending  himself  in  carry- 
ing on  a contraband  trade : both 
accusing  themselves , in  their  last 
hours,  for  the  parts  they  had 
acted  against  the  most  excellent 
of  women,  as  of  the  crime  that 
gave  them  the  deepest  remorse. 

Give  me  leave  to  say , madam, 
that  if  your  compassion  be  not  ex- 
cited for  the  poor  man  who  suffers 
so  greatly  from  his  own  anguish 
of  mind,  as  you  will  observe  by 
his  letter  he  does ; and  for  the  un- 
happy family,  whose  remorse , as 
you  will  see  by  Col.  Morden’s  is  so 
deep;  — your  terror  must.  And 
yet  1 shall  not  wonder  if  the  just 
sense  of  the  irreparable  loss  you 
have  sustained  hardens  a heart 
against  pity , which , on  a less  ex- 
traordinary occasion,  would  want 
its  principal  grace , if  it  were  not 
compassionate. 

I am,  madam,  with  the 
greatest  respect, 

Your  most  obliged  and  faithful 
humble  servant, 

J.  Belford. 
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LETTER  CLXI. 

Miss  Howe  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

sir,  Sat.  Sept.  30. 

I littxk  thought  I ever  could 
have  owed  so  much  obligation  to 
any  man,  as  you  have  laid  me 
under.  And  yet  what  you  have 
sent  me  has  almost  broken  my 
heart,  and  ruined  my  eyes. 

I am  surprised,  though  agree- 
ably , that  you  have  so  soon  and 
so  well  got  over  that  part  of  the 
trust  you  have  engaged  in , which 
relates  to  the  family. 

It  may  be  presumed , from  the 
exits  you  mention  of  two  of  the 
infernal  man’s  accomplices,  that 
the  thunderbolt  will  not  stop 
short  of  the  principal.  Indeed  I 
have  some  pleasure  to  think  it 
seems  rolling  along  towards  the 
devoted  head  that  has  plotted  all 
the  mischief.  But  let  me,  how- 
ever, say,  that  although  I think 
Mr.  Morden  not  altogether  in  the 
wrong  in  his  reasons  for  resent- 
ment, as  he  is  the  dear  creature’s 
kinsman  and  trustee;  yet  I think 
you  very  much  in  the  right  in 
endeavouring  to  dissuade  him 
from  it,  as  you  are  her  executor, 
and  act  in  pursuance  of  her 
earnest  request. 

But  what  a letter  is  that  of  the 
infernal  man!  I cannot  observe 
upon  it.  Neither  can  I,  for  very 
different  reasons,  upon  my  dear 
creature’s  posthumous  letters : 
particularly  on  that  to  him.  Oh ! 
Mr.  Belford!  what  numberless 
perfections  died,  when  my  Clarissa 
drew  her  last  breath ! 

If  decency  be  observed  in  his 


letters;  for  I have  not  yet  had 
patience  to  read  above  two  or 
three  of  them  (besides  this  horrid 
one,  which  I return  you  inclosed) ; 
I may  some  time  hence  be  curious 
to  look,  by  their  means,  into  the 
hearts  of  wretches , which,  though 
they  must  be  the  abhorrence  of 
virtuous  minds,  will,  when  laid 
open , (as  1 presume  they  are  in 
them)  afford  a proper  warning  to 
those  who  read  them , and  teach 
them  to  detest  men  of  such  pro- 
fligate characters. 

If  your  reformation  be  sincere, 
you  will  not  be  offended  that  I do 
not  except  you  on  this  occasion. 

— And  tnus  have  I helped  you  to 
a criterion  to  try  yourself  by. 

i By  this  letter  of  the  wicked 
1 man  it  is  apparent , that  there  are 
j still  wickeder  women.  But  see 
what  a guilty  commerce  with  the 
devils  of  your  sex  will  bring  those 
to , whose  morals  ye  have  ruined ! 

— For  these  women  were  once 
innocent:  it  was  man  that  made 
them  otherwise.  The  first  bad 
man,  perhaps,  threw  them  upon 
worse  men:  those  upon  still 
worse;  till  they  commerfced  de- 
vils incarnate  — the  height  of 
wickedness  or  of  shame , is  not  ar- 
rived at  all  at  once , as  I have  some- 
where heard  observed. 

But  this  man,  this  monster 
rather,  for  him  to  curse  these 
women,  and  to  curse  the  dear 
creature’s  family,  (implacable  as 
the  latter  were)  in  order  to  lighten 
a burden  he  voluntarily  took  up, 
and  groans  under,  is  meanness 
added  to  ivickedness:  and  in  vain 
will  he  one  day  find  his  low  plea 
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of  sharing  with  her  friends , and 
with  those  common  wretches , a guilt 
which  will  be  adjudged  him  as  all 
his  own ; though  they  too  may  meet 
with  their  punishment:  as  it  is 
evidently  begun;  in  the  first , in 
their  ineffectual  reproaches  of  one 
another;  in  the  second  — as  you 
have  told  me. 

This  letter  of  the  abandoned 
wretch  I have  not  shewn  to  any 
body;  not  even  to  Mr. Hickman: 
for,  sir,  I must  tell  you,  I do  not 
as  yet  think  it  the  same  thing  as 
only  seeing  it  myself. 

Mr.  Hickman,  like  the  rest  of 
his  sex,  would  grow  upon  in- 
dulgence. One  distinction  from 
me  would  make  him  pay  two  to 
himself.  Insolent  creepers,  or 
encroachers,  all  of  you ! To  shew 
any  of  you  a favour  to-day , you 
would  expect  it  as  a right  to- 
morrow. 

I am,  as  you  see,  very  open  and 
sincere  with  you;  and  design  in 
another  letter  to  be  still  more  so, 
in  answer  to  your  call,  and  Col. 
Morden’s  call,  upon  me,  in  a point 
that  concerns  me  to  explain  my- 
self uptm  to  my  beloved  creature’s 
executor,  and  to  the  colonel,  as 
her  only  tender  and  only  worthy  re- 
lation. 

I cannot  but  highly  applaud 
Colonel  Morden  for  his  generosity 
to  Miss  Dolly  Hervey. 

O that  he  had  arrived  time 
enough  to  save  my  inimitable 
friend  from  the  machinations  of 
the  vilest  of  men,  and  from  the 
envy  and  malice  of  the  most 
selfish  and  implacable  of  brothers 
and  sisters ! Anna  Howe. 


LETTER  CLXII. 

Miss  Howe  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Monday,  Oct.  2. 

When  you  question  me,  sir,  as 
you  do,  and  on  a subject  so  affect- 
ing to  me,  in  the  character  of  the 
representative  of  my  best  beloved 
friend,  and  have  in  every  parti- 
cular hitherto  acted  up  to  that 
character,  you  are  entitled  to  my 
regard:  especially  as  you  are 
joined  in  your  questioning  of  me 
by  a gentleman  whom  I look  upon 
as  the  dearest  and  nearest  (be- 
cause worthiest)  relation  of  my 
dear  friend:  and  who,  it  seems, 
has  been  so  severe  a censurer  of 
my  conduct , that  your  politeness 
will  not  permit  you  to  send  me  his 
letter,  with  others  of  his;  but  a 
copy  only,  in  which  the  passages 
reflecting  upon  me  are  omitted. 

I presume,  however,  that  what 
is  meant  by  this  alarming  freedom 
of  the  colonel,  is  no  more  than 
what  you  both  have  already 
hinted  to  me.  As  if  you  thought 
I were  not  inclined  to  pay  so 
much  regard  to  my  beloved  crea- 
ture’s last  will , in  my  own  case,  as 
I would  have  others  pay  to  it.  A 
charge  that  I ought  not  to  be 
quite  silent  under. 

You  have  observed,  no  doubt, 
that  I have  seemed  to  value  my- 
self upon  the  freedom  I take  in 
declaring  my  sentiments , without 
reserve , upon  every  subject  that  I 
pretend  to  touch  upon : and  I can 
hardly  question  that  I have,  or 
shall,  in  your  opinion,  by  my  un- 
ceremonious treatment  of  you 
upon  so  short  an  acquaintance, 
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run  into  the  error  of  those , who, 
wanting  to  be  thought  above 
hypocrisy  and  flattery,  fall  into 
rusticity,  if  not  ill  manners;  a 
common  fault  with  such,  who, 
not  caring  to  correct  constitu- 
tional failings , seek  to  gloss  them 
over  by  some  nominal  virtue; 
when  all  the  time , perhaps , these 
failings  are  entirely  owing  to 
native  arrogance ; or,  at  least,  to 
a contracted  rust,  that  they  will 
not,  because  it  would  give  them 
pain,  submit  to  have  filed  off. 

You  see,  sir,  that  I can,  however, 
be  as  free  with  myself  as  with  you: 
and,  by  what  I am  going  to  write, 
you  will  find  me  still  more  free: 
and  yet  I am  aware , that  such  of 
my  sex  as  will  not  assume  some 
little  dignity,  and  exact  respect 
from  yours,  will  render  themselves 
cheap;  and  perhaps,  for  their 
modesty  and  diffidence , be  repaid 
with  scorn  and  insult. 

But  the  scorn  I will  endeavour 
not  to  deserve;  and  the  insult  I 
will  not  bear. 

In  some  of  the  dear  creature’s 
papers  which  you  have  had  in 
your  possession,  and  must  again 
have , in  order  to  get  transcribe^ 
you  will  find  several  friendly,  but 
severe  reprehensions  of  me,  on  ac- 
count of  a natural , or , at  least,  an 
habitual , warmth  of  temper,  which 
she  was  pleased  to  impute  to  me. 

I was  thinking  to  give  you  her 
charge  against  me  in  her  owp 
words,  from  one  of  her  letters  de- 
livered to  me  with  her  own  hands, 
on  taking  leave  of  me  on  the  last 
visit,  she  honoured  me  with.  But 
I will  supply  that  charge  by  con- 


fession of  more  than  it  imports ; to 
wit,  “That  I am  haughty,  un- 
controllable, and  violent  in  my 
temper;”  this  Isay;  “Impatient 
of  contradiction,”  was  my  beloved’s 
charge  [from  any  body  but  her 
dear  self,  she  should  have  said] ; 
“and  aim  not  at  that  affability, 
that  gentleness  next  to  meekness, 
which , in  the  letter  I was  going  to 
communicate,  she  tells  me  are  the 
peculiar  and  indispensable  cha- 
racteristics of  a real  fine  lady; 
who,  she  is  pleased  to  say , should 
appear  to  be  gall-less  as  a dove; 
and  never  should  know  what 
warmth  or  high  spirit  is,  but  in  the 
cause  of  religion  or  virtue;  or  in 
cases  where  Tier  own  honour , the 
honour  of  a friend , or  that  of  an 
innocent  person  is  concerned.” 

Now , sir , as  I must  needs  plead 
guilty  to  this  indictment , do  you 
think  I ought  not  to  resolve  upon 
a single  life?  — 1,  who  have  such 
an  opinion  of  your  sex,  that  I think 
there  is  not  one  man  in  an  hundred 
whom  a woman  of  sense  and  spirit 
can  either  honour  or  obey , though 
you  make  us  promise  both,  in  that 
solemn  form  of  words  which  unites 
or  rather  binds  us  to  you  in  mar- 
riage? 

When  I look  round  upon  all  the 
married  people  of  my  acquaint- 
ance, and  see  how  they  live,  and 
what  they  bear  who  live  best , I am 
confirmed  in  my  dislike  to  the 
state. 

Well  do  your  sex  contrive  to 
bring  us  up  fools  and  idiots,  in 
order  to  make  us  bear  the  yoke 
you  lay  upon  our  shoulders;  and 
that  we  may  not  despise  you  from 
27* 
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our  hearts  (as  we  certainly  should, 
if  we  were  brought  up  as  you  are) 
for  your  ignorance , as  much  as  you 
often  make  us  do,  (as  it  is)  for  your 
insolence. 

These,  sir,  are  some  of  my  no- 
tions. And,  with  these  notions 
let  me  repeat  my  question,  Do  you 
think  I ought  to  marry  at  all? 

If  I marry  either  a sordid  or  im- 
perious wretch,  can  I,  do  you 
think,  live  with  him?  And  ought 
a man  of  a contrary  character,  for 
the  sake  of  either  of  our  reputa- 
tions, to  be  plagued  with  me? 

Long  did  I stand  out  against 
all  the  offers  made  me,  and  against 
all  the  persuasions  of  my  mother; 
and,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  the 
longer , and  with  the  more  ob- 
stinacy, as  the  person  my  choice 
would  have  first  fallen  upon,  was 
neither  approved  by  my  mother, 
nor  by  my  dear  friend.  This 
rivetted  me  to  my  pride,  and  to 
my  opposition : for  although  I was 
convinced , after  a while , that  my 
choice  would  neither  have  been 
prudent  or  happy;  and  that  the 
specious  wretch  was  not  what  he 
had  made  me  believe  he  was;  yet 
could  I not  easily  think  of  any 
other  man:  and  indeed,  from  the 
detection  of  him,  took  a settled 
aversion  to  the  whole  sex. 

At  last  Mr.  Hickman  offered 
himself ; a man  worthy  of  a better 
choice.  He  had  the  good  fortune 
[he  thinks  it  so]  to  be  agreeable  (and 
to  make  his  proposals  agreeable) 
to  my  mother. 

As  to  myself ; I own , that  were 
I to  have  chosen  a brother,  Mr. 
Hickman  should  have  been  the 


man;  virtuous,  sober,  sincere, 
friendly,  as  he  is.  But  I wish  not 
to  marry : nor  knew  I the  man  in 
the  world  whom  I could  think 
deserving  of  my  beloved  friend. 
But  neither  of  our  parents  would 
let  us  live  single. 

The  accursed  Lovelace  was 
proposed  warmly  to  her , at  one 
time ; and , while  she  was  yet  but 
indifferent  to  him,  they,  by  un- 
generous usage  of  him,  (for  then, 
sir,  he  was  not  known  to  beBeelze- 
bub  himself)  and  by  endeavouring 
to  force  her  inclinations  in  favour 
first  of  one  worthless  man,  then  of 
another,  in  antipathy  to  him , through 
her  foolish  brother’s  caprice, 
turned  that  indifference  (from  the 
natural  generosity  of  her  soul) 
into  a regard  which  she  never 
otherwise  would  have  had  for  a 
man  of  his  character. 

Mr.  Hickman  was  proposed  to 
me.  I refused  him  again  and 
again.  He  persisted:  my  mother 
his  advocate.  My  mother  made 
my  beloved  friend  his  advocate 
too.  I told  him  my  dislike  of  all 
men:  of  him:  of  matrimony.  — 
Still  he  persisted.  I used  him 
with  tyranny:  led  indeed  partly 
by  my  temper,  partly  by  design; 
hoping  thereby  to  get  rid  of  him ; 
till  the  poor  man  (his  character 
unexceptionable  uniform)  still  per- 
sisting , made  himself  a merit  with 
me  by  his  patience.  This  brought 
down  my  pride,  [I  never,  sir,  was 
accounted  very  ungenerous,  nor 
quite  ungrateful]  and  gave  me , at 
one  time,  an  inferiority  in  my  own 
opinion  to  him;  which  lasted  just 
long  enough  for  my  friends  to 
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prevail  upon  me  to  promise  him 
encouragement;  ana  to  receive 
his  addresses. 

Having  so  done,  when  the 
weatherglass  of  my  pride  got  up 
again , I found  I had  gone  too  far 
to  recede.  My  mother  and  my 
friend  both  held  me  to  it.  Yet  I 
tried  him,  I vexed  him,  an  hundred 
ways;  and  not  so  much  neither 
with  design  to  vex  him , as  to  make 
him  hate  me,  and  decline  his  suit. 

He  bore  this,  however;  and  got 
nothing  but  my  pity : yet  still  my 
mother  and  my  friend,  having 
obtained  my  promise,  [made,  how- 
ever, not  to  him  but  to  them]  and 
being  well  assured  that  1 valued 
no  man  more  than  Mr.  Hickman, 
who  never  once  disobliged  me  in 
word  or  deed , or  look,  (except  by 
his  foolish  perseverance)  insisted 
upon  the  performance. 

While  my  dear  friend  was  in 
her  unhappy  uncertainty , I could 
not  think  of  marriage:  and  now, 
what  encouragement  have  I?  — 
She,  my  monitress , my  guide , my 
counsel,  gone,  for  ever  gone!  — 
By  whose  advice  and  instructions 
I hoped  to  acquit  myself  tolerably 
in  the  state  into  which  I could  not 
avoid  entering.  For,  sir,  my 
mother  is  so  partially  Mr.  Hick- 
man’s friend,  that  1 am  sure, 
should  any  difference  arise,  she 
would  always  censure  me,  and 
acquit  him;  even  were  he  un- 
generous enough  to  remember  me 
in  his  day. 

This,  sir,  being  my  situation, 
consider  how  difficult  it  is  for  me 
to  think  of  marriage.  Whenever 
we  approve,  we  can  find  an  hun- 


'dred  good  reasons  to  justify  our 
approbation.  Whenever  we  dis- 
like, we  can  find  a thousand  to 
justify  our  dislike.  Every  thing  in 
the  latter  case  is  an  impediment: 
every  shadow  a bugbear.  — Thus 
can  1 enumerate  and  swell  perhaps 
only  imaginary  grievances;  “I 
must  go  whither  lie  would  have 
me  to  go : visit  whom  he  would 
have  me  to  visit : well  as  I love  to 
' write  (though  now,  alas ! my  grand 
inducement  to  write  is  over)  it 
must  be  to  whom  he  pleases : ” and 
Mrs.  Hickman  (who  as  Miss  Ilowe , 
cannot  do  wrong)  would  hardly 
ever  be  able  to  do  right.  Thus, 
the  tables  turned  upon  me , 1 am 
reminded  of  my  vowed  obedience! 
madamed  up  perhaps  to  matrimo- 
nial perfection,  and  all  the  wedded 
warfare  practised  comfortably 
over  between  us  (for  I shall  not  be 
passive  under  insolent  treatment) 
till  we  become  curses  to  each  other, 
a bye- word  to  our  neighbours,  and 
| the  jest  of  our  own  servants. 

But  there  must  be  hear  and  for- 
Itear,  methinks  some  wise  body 
will  tell  me:  but  why  must  I be 
teased  into  a state  where  that  m ust 
be  necessarily  the  case ; when  now 
I can  do  as  I please,  and  wish  only 
to  be  let  alone  to  do  as  best  pleases 
me?  And  what,  in  effect,  does  my 
mother  say ? “Anna  Howe , you 
now  do  every  thing  that  pleases 
you:  you  now  have  nobody  to 
control  you : you  go  and  you  come ; 
you  dress  and  you  undress;  you 
rise  and  you  go  to  rest,  just  as  you 
think  best:  but  you  must  be  hap- 
pier still,  child ! — ” 
i As  how,  madam  ? 
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“Why,  you  must  marry,  my  prognostics  which  filledher  generous 
dear,  and  have  none  of  these  presaging  mind  upon  this  view , as 
options ; but , in  every  thing,  do  as  she  once , for  my  encouragement, 
your  husband  commands  you.”  ! and  to  induce  me  to  encourage 
This  is  very  hard,  you  will  own, ; him,  told  me. 
sir,  for  such  a one  as  me  to  think  i Thus,  sir,  have  I,  in  a very  free 
of.  And  yet,  engaged  to  enter  manner,  accounted  to  you , as  the 
into  that  state , as  I am , how  can  executor  of  my  beloved  friend , for 
I help  myself?  My  mother  presses  all  that  relates  to  you,  as  such,  to 
me;  my  friend,  my  beloved  friend,  know;  and  even  for  more  than  I 
writing  as  from  the  dead,  presses  needed  to  do  against  myself:  only 
me;  and  you  and  Mr.  Moraen,  as  that  you  will  find  as  much  against 
executors  of  her  will,  remind  me;  me  in  some  of  her  letters;  and  so, 
the  man  is  not  afraid  of  me  [I  am  losing  nothing,  I gain  the  character 
sure  were  I the  man , I should  not  of  ingenuousness  with  you. 
have  half  his  courage];  and  I think  And  thus  much  for  the  double 

I ought  to  conclude  to  punish  him  reprimand,  on  my  delaying  my 
(the  only  effectual  way  I have  to  part  of  the  performance  of  my  dear 
do  it)  for  his  perverse  adherence  friend’s  will, 
and  persecution , with  the  grant  of  And  now,  while  you  are  ad- 
hisownwishes ; a punishment  which  monishing  me  on  this  subject,  let 
many  others  who  enjoy  theirs  very  me  remind  you  of  one  great  article 
commonly  experience.  relatingtoyourself : it  is  furnished 

Let  me  then  assure  you,  sir,  that  me  by  my  dear  creature’s  post- 
when  I can  find  in  the  words  of  humous  letter  to  you  — I nope 
my  charming  friend  in  her  will,  you  will  not  forget,  that  the  most 
writing  of  her  cousin  Hervey,  that  benevolent  of  her  sex  expressed 
my  grief  for  her  is  mellowed  by  time  herself  as  earnestly  concerned  for 
into  a remembrance  more  sweet  than  your  thorough  reformation,  as  she 
painful , that  I may  not  be  utterly  does  for  my  marrying.  You’ll 
unworthy  of  the  passion  a man  of  see  to  it  then,  that  her  wishes  are 
some  merit  has  for  me , I will  completely  answered  in  that  par- 
answer  the  request  of  my  dear  ticular,  as  you  are  desirous  they 
friend , so  often  repeated , and  so  should  be  in  others, 
earnestly  pressed;  and  Mr.  Hick-  I have,  I own,  disobeyed  her  in 
man  shall  find,  if  he  continue  to  one  article:  and  that  is,  where  she 
deserve  my  gratitude , that  my  desires  that  I will  not  put  myself 
endeavours  shall  not  be  wanting  into  mourning.  I could  not  help  it. 
to  make  him  amends  for  the  I send  this  and  mine  of  Saturday 
patience  he  has  had,  and  must  last  together:  and  will  not  add 
still  a little  while  longer  have  with  another  word,  after  I have  told 
me : and  then  will  it  be  his  own  you,  that  I think  myself 
fault  (I  hope  not  mine)  if  our  mar-  Your  obliged  servant, 

riage  answer  not  those  happy  A.  Howe. 
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LETTER  CLXIU. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Miss  Howe. 

Thursday  night,  Oct.  5. 

I return  you,  madam , my  most 
respectful  thanks  for  your  con- 
descending hint,  in  relation  to  the 
pious  wishes  of  your  exalted  friend 
for  my  thorough  reformation. 

I will  only  say , that  it  shall  be 
my  earnest  and  unwearied  en- 
deavour to  make  those  generous 
wishes  effectual:  and  I hope  for 
the  divine  blessing  upon  such  my 
endeavours,  or  else  1 know  they 
will  be  in  vain. 

I cannot  , madam,  express  how 
much  I think  myself  obliged  to 
you  for  your  further  condescen- 
sion, in  writing  to  me  so  frankly 
the  state  of  your  past  and  present 
mind,  in  relation  to  the  single  and 
matrimonial  life.  If  the  lady  by 
whom,  as  the  executor  of  her 
inimitable  friend,  1 am  thus 
honoured,  has  failings,  never  were 
failings  so  lovely  in  woman ! — How 
much  more  lovely,  indeed,  than  the 
virtues  of  many  of  her  sex ! 

I might  have  ventured  into  the 
hands  of  such  a lady  the  colonel’s 
original  letter  entire.  The  worthy 
gentleman  exceedingly  admires 
you;  and  his  caution  was  the  effect 
of  his  politeness  only,  and  of  his 
regard  for  you. 

1 send  you,  madam,  a letter  from 
Lord  M.  to  myself;  and  the  copies 
of  three  others  written  in  con- 
sequence of  that.  These  will 
acquaint  you  with  Mr.  Lovelace’s 
departure  from  England,  and  with 
other  particulars  which  you  will 
be  curious  to  know. 


Be  pleased  to  keep  to  yourself 
such  of  the  contents  as  your  own 
prudence  will  suggest  to  you  ought 
not  to  be  seen  by  any  body  else. 

I am,  madam,  with  the  pro- 
foundest , and  most  grateful  re- 
spect, 

Your  faithful  and  obliged 
humble  servant, 

John  Belford. 

LETTER  CLXIV. 

Lord  M.  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

M.  Ilall,  Friday,  Sept.  29. 

DEAR  SIR, 

• * 

Mv  nephew  Lovelace  is  now 
setting  out  for  London ; proposing 
to  see  you,  and  then  to  go  to 
Dover,  and  so  embark.  God  send 
him  well  out  of  the  kingdom. 

On  Monday  he  will  be  with  you, 
I believe.  Pray  let  me  be  favoured 
with  an  account  of  all  your  con- 
versations ; for  Mr.  Mowbray  and 
Mr.  Tourville  are  to  be  there  too ; 
and  whether  you  think  he  is  grown 
uite  his  own  man  again.  What 
mostly  write  for  is , to  wish  you 
to  keep  Colonel  Morden  and  him 
asunder;  and  so  I give  you  notice 
of  his  going  to  town.  1 should  be 
very  loth  there  should  be  any 
mischief  between  them,  as  you 
gave  me  notice  that  the  colonel 
threatened  my  nephew.  But  my 
nephew  would  not  bear  that;  so 
nobody  let  him  know  that  he  did. 
But  I hope  there  is  no  fear:  for 
the  colonel,  does  not,  as  I hear, 
threaten  now.  For  his  own  sake, 
I am  glad  of  that;  for  there  is  not 
such  a man  in  the  world  as  my 
nephew  is  said  to  be,  at  all  the 
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weapons  — as  well  he  was  not ; he 
would  not  be  so  daring. 

We  shall  all  here  miss  the  wild 
fellow.  To  be  sure,  there  is  no 
man  better  company  when  he 
pleases. 

Pray,  do  you  never  travel  thirty 
or  forty  miles?  I should  be  glad 
to  see  you  here  at  M.  Hall.  It  will 
be  charity,  when  my  nephew  is 

gone:  for  we  suppose  you  will  be 
is  chief  correspondent:  although 
he  has  promised  to  write  to  my 
nieces  often.  But  he  is  very  apt 
to  forget  his  promises;  to  us  his 
relations  particularly. ' God  pre- 
serve us  all:  amen!  prays 

Your  very  humble  servant, 

M. 

LETTER  CLXV. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Lord  M. 

London,  Tuesday  night,  Oct.  3. 

MT  LORD, 

I obey  your  lordship’s  commands 
with  great  pleasure. 

Yesterday  in  the  afternoon  Mr. 
Lovelace  made  me  a visit  at  my 
lodgings.  As  I was  in  expectation 
of  one  from  Colonel  Moraen  about 
the  same  time , I thought  proper 
to  carry  him  to  a tavern  which 
neither  of  us  frequented,  (on  pre- 
tence of  an  half- appointment) 
ordering  notice  to  be  sent  me 
thither , if  the  colonel  came : and 
Mr.  Lovelace  sent  to  Mowbray 
and  Tourville , and  Mr.  Doleman, 
of  Uxbridge , (who  came  to  town 
to  take  leave  of  him),  to  let  them 
know  where  to  find  us. 

Mr.  Lovelace  is  too  well  re- 
covered, I was  going  to  say.  I 


never  saw  him  more  gay,  lively, 
and  handsome.  We  had  a good 
deal  of  bluster  about  some  parts 
of  the  trust  I have  engaged  in; 
and  upon  freedoms  I had  treated 
him  with : in  which,  he  would  have 
it,  that  I had  exceeded  our  agreed- 
on  limits:  but  on  the  arrival  of 
our  three  old  companions,  and  a 
nephew  of  Mr.  Doleman’s  (who 
had  a good  while  been  desirous  to 
pass  an  hour  with  Mr.  Lovelace) 
it  blew  off  for  the  present. 

Mr.  Mowbray  and  Mr.  Tourville 
had  also  taken  some  exceptions  at 
the  freedom  of  my  pen ; and  Mr. 
Lovelace,  after  his  way,  took 
upon  him  to  reconcile  us ; and  did 
it  at  the  expense  of  all  three ; and 
with  such  an  infinite  run  of  humour 
and  raillery,  that  we  had  nothing 
to  do  but  to  laugh  at  what  he  said, 
and  at  one  another.  I can  deal 
tolerably  with  him  at  my  pen ; but 
in  conversation  he  has  no  equal. 
In  short,  it  was  his  day.  He  was 
glad,  he  said,  to  find  himself 
alive;  and  his  two  friends,  clap- 
ping and  rubbing  their  hands 
twenty  times  in  an  hour,  declared, 
that  now  once  more  he  was  all 
himself;  the  charming’st  fellow  in 
the  world ; and  they  would  follow 
him  to  the  farthest  part  of  the 
globe. 

I threw  a bur  upon  his  coat  now 
and  then;  but  none  would  stick. 

Your  lordship  knows,  that  there 
are  many  things  which  occasion  a 
roar  of  applause  in  conversation, 
when  the  heart  is  open,  and  men 
are  resolved  to  be  merry,  which 
will  neither  bear  repeating,  nor 
thinking  of  afterwards.  Common 
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tilings  in  the  mouth  of  a man  we  1 1 
admire , and  whose  wit  has  passed ; ; 
upon  us  for  sterling,  become,  in 
a gay  hour,  uncommon.  We 
watch  every  turn  of  such  a one’s 
countenance , and  are  resolved  to 
laugh  when  he  smiles,  even  before 
he  utters  what  we  are  expecting  to 
flow  from  his  lips. 

Mr.  Doleman  and  his  nephew 
took  leave  of  us  by  twelve.  Mow- 
bray and  Tourville  grew  very 
noisy  by  one  ; and  were  carried  off 
by  two.  Wine  never  moves  Mr. 
Lovelace,  notwithstanding  a vi- 
vacity which  generally  helps  on 
over-gay  spirits.  As  to  myself, 
the  little  part  I had  taken  in  their 
gaiety , kept  me  unconcerned. 

The  clock  struck  three  before  I 
could  get  him  into  any  serious  or 
attentive  way  — so  natural  to  him 
is  gaiety  of  heart;  and  such  strong 
hold  had  the  liveliness  of  the  even- 
ing taken  of  him.  His  conversa- 
tion, you  know,  my  lord,  when 
his  heart  is  free,  runs  off  to  the 
bottom  without  any  dregs. 

But  after  that  hour,  and  when 
we  thought  of  parting,  he  became ' 
a little  more  serious : and  then  he 
told  me  his  designs,  and  gave  me 
a plan  of  his  intended  tour ; wish- 
ing heartily,  that  I could  have 
accompanied  him. 

We  parted  about  four;  he  not 
a little  dissatisfied  with  me;  for 
we  had  some  talk  about  subjects, 
which,  he  said,  he  loved  not  to 
think  of;  to  wit,  Miss  Harlowe’s 
will;  my  executorship;  papers  I 
had  in  confidence  communicated 
to  that  admirable  lady  (with  no 
unfriendly  design , I assure  your 


lordship) ; and  he  insisting  upon, 
and  I refusing , the  return  or  the 
letters  he  had  written  to  me , from 
the  time  that  he  had  made  his  first 
addresses  to  her. 

He  would  see  me  once  again,  he 
said;  and  it  would  be  upon  very 
ill  terms  if  I complied  not  with  his 
request.  Which  I bid  him  not 
expect.  But,  that  I might  not 
deny  him  every  thing,  I told  him, 
that  I would  give  him  a copy  of 
the  will;  though  I was  sure,  I 
said,  when  he  read  it,  he  would 
wish  he  had  never  seen  it. 

I had  a message  from  him  about 
eleven  this  morning,  desiring  me 
to  name  a place  at  which  to  dine 
with  him,  and  Mowbray,  and 
Tourville,  for  the  last  time:  and 
soon  after  another  from  Colonel 
Morden,  inviting  me  to  pass  the 
evening  with  him  at  the  Bedford 
Head  m Covent  Garden.  And, 
that  I might  keep  them  at  distance 
from  one  another,  I appointed 
Mr.  Lovelace  at  the  Eagle  in  Suf- 
folk Street. 

There  I met  him , and  the  two 
others.  We  began  where  we  left 
off  at  our  last  parting;  and  were 
very  high  with  each  other.  But, 
at  last,  all  was  made  up,  and  he 
offered  to  forget  and  to  forgive 
every  thing,  on  condition  that  I 
would  correspond  with  him  while 
abroad,  and  continue  the  series 
which  had  been  broken  through 
by  his  illness;  and  particularly 
give  him , as  I had  offered,  a copy 
of  the  lady’s  will. 

I promised  him:  and  he  then 
fell  to  rallying  me  on  my  gravity, 
and  on  my  reformation  schemes, 
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as  he  called  them.  As  we  walked 
about  the  room , expecting  dinner 
to  be  brought  in,  he  laid  his  hand 
upon  my  shoulder;  then  pushed 
me  from  him  with  a curse : walking 
round  me,  and  surveying  me  from 
head  to  foot;  then  calling  for  the 
observation  of  the  others,  he 
turned  round  upon  his  heel,  and 
with  one  of  his  peculiar  wild  airs, 
“Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha!”  burst  he  out, 
“ that  these  sour-faced  proselytes 
should  take  it  into  their  heads 
that  they  cannot  be  pious,  with- 
out forfeiting  both  their  good  na- 
ture and  good  manners ! — Why, 
Jack,”  turning  me  about , “pr’y- 
thee  look  up , man ! — Dost  thou 
not  know,  that  religion , if  it  has 
taken  proper  hold  of  the  heart , is 
the  most  cheerful  countenance- 
maker  in  the  world?  — I have 
heard  my  beloved  Miss  Harlowe 
say  so:  and  she  knew,  or  nobody 
did.  And  was  not  her  aspect  a 
benign  proof  of  the  observation? 
But  by  these  wamblings  in  thy 
cursed  gizzard , and  thy  awkward 
grimaces,  I see  thou  art  but  a 
novice  in  it  yet ! — Ah , Belford, 
Belford,  thou  hast  a confounded 
parcel  of  briars  and  thorns  to 
trample  over  barefoot , before  re- 
ligion will  illumine  these  gloomy 
features!” 

I give  your  lordship  this  ac- 
count , in  answer  to  your  desire  to 
know , if  I think  him  the  man  he 
was. 

In  our  conversation  at  dinner, 
he  was  balancing  whether  he 
should  set  out  the  next  morning, 
or  the  morning  after.  But  finding 
he  had  nothing  to  do , and  Col.  I 


Morden  being  in  town,  (which, 
however,  I told  him  not  of,)  I 
turned  the  scale;  and  he  agreed 
upon  setting  out  to-morrow  morn- 
ing; they  to  see  him  embark ; and 
1 promised  to  accompany  them  for 
a morning’s  ride  (as  they  pro- 
posed their  horses);  but  said, 
that  I must  return  in  the  after- 
noon. 

With  much  reluctance  they  let 
me  go  to  my  evening’s  appoint- 
ment: they  little  thought  with 
whom:  for  Mr.  Lovelace  had  put 
it  as  a case  of  honour  to  all  of  us, 
whether,  as  he  had  been  told  that 
Mr.  Morden  and  Mr.  James  Har- 
lowe had  thrown  out  menaces 
against  him,  he  ought  to  leave 
the  kingdom  till  he  had  thrown 
himself  in  their  way. 

Mowbray  gave  his  opinion,  that 
he  ought  to  leave  it  like  a man  of 
honour  as  he  was;  and  if  he  did 
not  take  those  gentlemen  to  task 
for  their  opprobrious  speeches, 
that  at  least  he  should  be  seen  by 
them  in  public  before  he  went 
away ; else  they  might  give  them- 
selves airs , as  if  he  had  left  the 
kingdom  in  fear  of  them. 

To  this  he  himself  so  much  in- 
clined , that  it  was  with  difficulty  I 
persuaded  him, that  as  they  had  nei- 
ther of  them  proceeded  to  a direct 
and  formal  challenge;  as  they  knew 
he  had  not  made  himself  difficult 
of  access;  and  as  he  had  already 
done  the  family  injury  enough; 
and  it  was  Miss  Harlowe’s  earnest 
desire,  that  he  would  be  content 
with  that ; he  had  no  reason , from 
any  point  of  honour,  to  delay  his 
I journey;  especially  as  he  had  so 
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just  a motive  for  liis  going,  as  the 
establishing  of  his  health ; and  as 
he  might  return  the  sooner , if  he 
saw  occasion  for  it. 

I found  the  colonel  in  a very 
solemn  way.  We  had  a good  deal 
of  discourse  upon  the  subject  of 
certain  letters  which  had  passed 
between  us  in  relation  to  Miss 
Marlowe’s  will , and  to  her  family. 
He  has  some  accounts  to  settle 
with  his  banker;  which,  he  says, 
will  be  adjusted  to-morrow;  and 
on  Thursday  he  proposes  to  go 
down  again,  to  take  leave  of  his 
friends;  and  then  intends  to  set 
out  directly  for  Italy. 

I wish  Mr.  Lovelace  could 
have  been  prevailed  upon  to  take 
any  other  tour,  than  that  of 
France  and  Italy.  I did  propose 
Madrid  to  him ; but  he  laughed  at 
me,  and  told  me,  that  the  pro- 
posal was  in  character  from  a 
mule ; and  from  one  who  was  be- 
come as  grave  as  a Spaniard  of 
the  old  cut , at  ninety. 

I expressed  to  the  colonel  my 
apprehensions,  that  his  cousin’s 
dying  injunctions  would  not  have 
the  force  upon  him  that  were  to  be 
wished. 

“They  have  great  force  upon 
me,  Mr.  Belford,”  said  he;  “or 
one  world  would  not  have  held  Mr. 
Lovelace  and  me  thus  long.  But 
my  intention  is  to  go  to  Florence ; 
not  to  lay  my  bones  there,  as  upon 
my  cousin’s  death  I told  you  I 
thought  to  do ; but  to  settle  all  my 
affairs  in  those  parts,  and  then 
to  come  over  and  reside  upon  a 
little  paternal  estate  in  Kent, 
, which  is  strangely  gone  to  ruin  in 


my  absence.  Indeed,  were  I to 
meet  Mr.  Lovelace , either  here  or 
abroad,  I might  not  be  answer- 
able  for  the  consequence.” 

He  would  have  engaged  me  for 
to-morrow.  But  having  promised 
to  attend  Mr.  Lovelace  on  his  jour- 
ney, as  I have  mentioned,  I said, 
I was  obliged  to  go  out  of  town, 
and  was  uncertain  as  to  the  time 
of  my  return  in  the  evening.  And 
so  1 am  to  see  him  on  Thursday 
morning  at  my  own  lodgings. 

I will  do  myself  the  honour  to 
write  again  to  your  Lordship  to- 
morrow night.  Meantime, 

I am , my  lord , your  lord- 
ship’s, etc. 

LETTER  CLXVL 
Mr.  Belford  to  Lord  M. 

Mr  lord,  Wedn.  night,  Oct.  4. 

I am  just  returned  from  attend- 
ing Mr.  Lovelace  as  far  as  Gad’s 
Hill,  near  Rochester.  He  was  ex- 
ceeding gay  all  the  way.  Mowbray 
and  Tourville  are  gone  on  with 
him.  They  will  see  him  embark, 
and  under  sail;  and  promise  to 
follow  him  in  a month  or  two ; for 
they  say  there  is  no  living  without 
him,  now  he  is  once  more  him- 
self. 

He  and  I parted  with  great  and 
even  solemn  tokens  of  affection; 
but  yet  not  without  gay  inter- 
mixtures, as  I will  acquaint  your 
lordship. 

Taking  me  aside , and  clasping 
his  arms  about  me,  “Adieu,  dear 
Belford ! ” said  he : “ May  you  pro- 
ceed in  the  course  you  have  enter- 
ed upon!  — Whatever  airs  I give 
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myself,  this  charming  creature 
has  fast  hold  of  me  here  — [clap- 
ping his  hand  upon  his  heart:] 
ana  I must  either  appear  what 
you  see  me , or  be  what  I so  lately 
was  — 0 the  divine  creature!” 
lifting  up  his  eyes  — 

“ But  if  I live  to  come  to  Eng- 
land, and  you  remain  fixed  in  your 
present  way,  and  can  give  me  en- 
couragement, I hope  rather  to 
follow  your  example , than  to  ridi- 
cule you  for  it.  This  will  [for  I 
had  given  him  a copy  of  it]  I will 
make  the  companion  of  my  soli- 
tary hours.  You  have  told  me 
part  of  its  melancholy  contents: 
and  that,  and  her  posthumous  let- 
ter, shall  be  my  study:  and  they 
will  prepare  me  for  being  your 
disciple , if  you  hold  on. 

“You,  Jack,  may  marry,”  con- 
tinued he;  “and  I have  a wife  in 
my  eye  for  you.  — Only  thou’rt 
such  an  awkward  mortal.”  [He 
saw  me  affected , and  thought  to 
make  me  smile:]  “But  we  don’t 
make  ourselves,  except  it  be  worse, 
by  our  dress.  Thou  art  in  mourn- 
ing now,  as  well  as  I : but  if  ever 
thy  ridiculous  turn  lead  thee  again 
to  be  beau-brocade,  I will  bedizen 
thee , as  the  girls  say,  on  my  re- 
turn, to  my  own  fancy,  and  ac- 
cording to  thy  own  natural  ap- 
pearance — thou  shalt  doctor  my 
soul , and  I will  doctor  thy  body : 
thou  shalt  see  what  a clever  fel- 
low I will  make  of  thee. 

“ As  for  me,  I never  will,  I never 
can,  marry  — that  I will  not  take 
a few  liberties,  and  that  I will  not 
try  to  start  some  of  my  former 
game,  I won’t  promise  — habits 


are  not  easily  shaken  off  — but 
they  shall  be  by  way  of  weaning. 
So  return  and  reform  shall  go  to- 
gether. 

“And  now,  thou  sorrowful  mon- 
key, what  aileth  thee?”  — I do 
love  him,  my  lord. 

“Adieu,  — and  once  more 
adieu ! ” — embracing  me.  “ And 
when  thou  thinkest  thou  hast 
made  thyself  an  interest  out  yonder 
(looking  up)  then  put  in  a word 
for  thy  Lovelace.!” 

Joining  company,  he  recom- 
mended to  me  to  write  often : and 
promised  to  let  me  quickly  hear 
from  him ; and  that  he  would  write 
to  your  lordship,  and  to  all  his 
family  round ; for  be  said,  you  had 
all  been  more  kind  to  him  than  he 
deserved. 

And  so  we  parted. 

I hope,  my  lord,  for  all  your 
noble  family’s  sake , that  we  shall 
see  him  soon  return,  and  reform, 
as  he  promises. 

I return  your  lordship  my 
humble  thanks  for  the  honour  of 
your  invitation  to  M.  Hall.  The 
first  letter  I receive  from  Mr.  Love- 
lace shall  give  me  the  opportunity 
of  embracing  it. 

1 am,  my  lord, 

Your  most  faithful  and  obedient 
servant, 

J.  Belfobd. 


LETTER  CLXVH. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Lord  M. 

Thursday  morning,  Oct.  5. 

It  may  be  some  satisfaction  to 
your  lordship , to  have  a brief  ac- 
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count  of  what  has  just  now  passed 
between  Colonel  Morden  and  me. 

We  had  a good  deal  of  discourse 
about  the  Harlowe  family,  and 
those  parts  of  the  lady’s  will  which 
still  remain  unexecuted , after 
which  the  colonel  addressed  him- 
self to  me  in  a manner  which  gave 
me  some  surprise. 

He  flattered  himself,  he  said, 
from  my  present  happy  turn,  and 
from  my  good  constitution , that  I 
should  live  a great  many  years.  It 
was  therefore  his  request,  that  1 
would  consent  to  be  nis  executor; 
since  it  was  impossible  for  him  to 
make  a better  choice , or  pursue  a 
better  example,  than  his  cousin 
had  set. 

His  heart,  he  said,  was  in  it: 
there  were  some  things  in  his 
cousin’s  will*  and  his  analogous : 
and  he  had  named  one  person  with 
me,  with  whom  he  was  sure  I 
would  not  refuse  to  be  joined:  and 
to  whom  he  intended  to  apply  for 
his  consent,  when  he  had  obtained 
mine*.  [Intimating,  as  far  as  I 
could  gather,  that  it  was  Mr.  Hick- 
man , to  whom  I know  your  lord- 
ship  is  not  a stranger:  for  he  said, 
every  one  who  was  dear  to  his  be- 
loved cousin , must  be  so  to  him : 
and  he  knew  that  the  gentleman 
whom  he  had  thoughts  of,  would 
have,  besides  my  advice  and  as- 
sistance , the  advice  of  one  of  the 
most  sensible  ladies  in  England.] 

He  took  my  hand,  seeing  me 
under  some  surprise:  You  must 
not  hesitate , much  less  deny  me, 

* What  is  between  two  crotchets,  thus 
[ ].  Mr.  Belford  omitted  in  the  transcrip- 
tion of  this  letter  to  Miss  Howe. 


Mr.  Belford.  Indeed  you  must 
not.  Two  things  I will  assure  you 
of:  that  I have,  as  I hope,  made 
every  thing  so  clear  that  you  can- 
not have  any  litigation : and  that 
I have  done  so  justly,  and  I hope 
it  will  be  thought  so  generously, 
by  all,  my  relations , that  a mind 
like  yours  will  rather  have  plea- 
sure than  pain  in  the  execution  of 
this  trust.  And  this  is  what  I 
think  every  honest  man,  who 
hopes  to  find  an  honest  man  for 
his  executor,  should  do. 

I told  him,  that  I was  greatly 
obliged  to  him  for  his  good  opinion 
of  me : that  it  was  so  much  every 
man’s  duly  to  be  an  honest  man, 
that  it  could  not  be  interpreted  as 
vanity  to  say,  that  I had  no  doubt 
to  be  found  so.  But  if  I accepted 
of  this  trust,  it  must  be  on  con- 
dition — 

I could  name  no  condition,  he 
said*,  interrupting  me,  which  he 
would  refuse  to  comply  with. 

This  condition,  I told  him,  was , 
that  as  there  was  as  great  a pro- 
bability of  his  being  my  survivor, 
as  I Jus , he  would  permit  me  to 
name  him  for  mine;  and,  in  that 
case , a week  should  not  pass  be- 
fore I made  my  will. 

With  all  his  heart,  he  said ; and 
the  readier,  as  he  had  no  ap- 
prehensions of  suddenly  dying; 
for  what  he  had  done  and  request- 
ed was  really  the  effect  of  the  sa- 
tisfaction he  had  taken  in  the  part 
I had  already  acted  as  his  cousin’s 
executor;  and  in  my  ability,  he 
was  pleased  to  add:  as  well  as  in 
pursuance  of  his  cousin’s  advice 
in  the  preamble  to  her  will,  to  wit, 
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“That  this  was  a work  which 
should  be  set  about  in  full  health, 
both  of  body  and  mind.” 

I told  him,  that  I was  pleased  to 
hear  him  say,  that  he  was  not  in 
any  apprehension  of  suddenly 
dying ; as  this  gave  me  assurance 
that  he  had  laid  aside  ail  thoughts 
of  acting  contrary  to  the  dying  re- 
quest of  his  beloved  cousin. 

Does  it  argue,  said  he,  smiling, 
that  if  I were  to  pursue  a venge- 
ance so  justifiable  in  my  own 
opinion,  I must  be  in  apprehension 
of  falling  by  Mr. Lovelace’s  hand? 
— I will  assure  you,  that  I have  no 
fears  of  that  sort  — but  I know 
this  is  an  ungrateful  subject  to 
you : Mr.  Lovelace  is  your  friend ; 
and  1 will  allow , that  a good  man 
may  have  a friendship  for  a bad 
one , so  far  as  to  wish  him  well, 
without  countenancing  him  in  his 
evil. 

I will  assure  you,  added  he,  that 
I have  not  yet  made  any  resolu- 
tions either  way.  I have  told  you 
what  force  my  cousin’s  repeated 
requests  have  with  me.  Hitherto 
they  have  withheld  me  — but  let 
us  quit  this  subject. 

This,  sir,  [giving  me  a sealed-up 
parcel]  is  my  will.  It  is  witnessed. 

I made  no  doubt  of  prevailing 
upon  you  to  do  me  the  requested 
favour.  I have  a duplicate  to 
leave  with  the  other  gentleman; 
and  an  attested  copy,  which  1 
shall  deposit  at  my  banker’s.  At 
my  return , which  will  be  in  six  or 
eight  months  at  farthest,  I will 
allow  you  to  make  an  exchange  of 
yours,  if  you  will  have  it  so.  I 
have  only  now  to  take  leave  of  my , 


relations  in  the  country.  And  so 
God  protect  you,  Mr.  Belford! 
You  will  soon  hear  of  me  again. 

He  then  very  solemnly  em- 
braced me , as  I did  him : and  we 
parted. 

I heartily  congratulate  your 
lordship  on  the  narrow  escape 
each  gentleman  has  had  from  the 
other : for  I apprehend,  that  they 
could  not  have  met  without  fatal 
consequences. 

Time,  I hope,  which  subdues  all 
things,  will  subdue  their  resent- 
ments. 

I am,  my  lord, 

Your  lordship’s  most  faithful  and 
obedient  servant, 

J.  Belford. 

Several  other  letters  passed  between 
Miss  Howe  and  Mr.  Belford , re- 
lating to  the  disposition  of  the 
papers  and  letters;  to  the  Poor's 
Fund;  and  to  other  articles  of  the 
lady's  will:  wherein  the  method  of 
proceeding  in  each  case  was  ad- 
justed. After  which  the  papers 
were  returned  to  Mr.  Belford , that 
he  might  order  the  two  directed  co- 
pies of  them  to  be  taken. 

In  one  of  these  letters  Mr.  Belford 
requests  Miss  Howe  to  give  the 
character  of  the  friend  she  so 
dearly  loved:  “a  task,  he  im- 
agines, that  will  be  as  agree- 
able to  herself  as  worthy  of  her 
pen. 

“ 1 am  more  especially  curious 
to  know,  says  he,  what  was  that 
particular  disposition  of  her 
time,  which  1 find  mentioned  in 
a letter  which  I have  just  dipt 
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into,  where  her  sister  is  envious-  But  I make  it  my  request,  that  if 
ly  reproaching  her  on  that  you  do  any  thing  in  this  way , you 
score*.  This  information  may  will  let  me  see  it.  If  I find  it  not 
perhaps  enable  me , says  he , to  to  my  mind,  I will  add  or  diminish, 
account  for  what  has  often  sur-  as  justice  shall  require, 
prised  me:  how,  at  so  tender  an ' She  was  a wonderful  creature 
age,  this  admirable  lady  be-  from  her  infancy;  but  I suppose 
came  mistress  of  such  extra-  you  intend  to  give  a character  of 
ordinary  and  such  various  qua-  her  at  those  years  when  she  was 
lifications."  qualified  to  be  an  example  to  other 

young  ladies,  rather  than  a history 
LETTER  CLXVIH.  of  her  life. 

Miss  Howe  to  John  Eelford,  Esq.  Perhaps,  nevertheless,  you  will 

choose  to  give  a description  or  her 
Thursday,  Oct.  12.  person:  and  as  you  knew  not  the 
I am  incapable  of  doing  justice  dear  creature  when  her  heart  was 
to  the  character  of  my  beloved  \ easy,  I will  tell  you  what  yet,  in 
friend;  and  that  not  only  from  j part,  you  can  confirm: 
want  of  talents,  but  from  grief;  That  her  shape  was  so  fine , her 
which,  I think,  rather  increases  proportion  so  exact,  her  features 
than  diminishes  by  time;  and  so  regular,  her  complexion  so 
which  will  not  let  me  sit  down  to  a lovely,  and  her  whole  person  and 
task  that  requires  so  much  thought,  manner  so  distinguishingly  charm- 
and  a greater  degree  of  accuracy  ing,  that  she  could  not  move  with- 
than  I ever  believed  myself  out  being  admired  and  followed  by 
mistress  of.  And  yet  I so  well  j the  eyes  of  every  one,  though 
approve  of  your  motion,  that  I will  strangers , who  never  saw  her  be- 
throw  into  your  hands  a few  rna-  fore.  Col.  Morden’s  letter,  above 
terials , that  may  serve  by  way  of  referred  to,  will  confirm  this, 
supplement,  as  I may  say,  to  those  In  her  dress  she  was  elegant  be- 
you  will  be  able  to  collect  from  yond  imitation;  and  generally 
the  papers  themselves;  from  Col.  led  the  fashion  to  all  the  ladies 
Morden’s  letters  to  you,  particu- j round  her,  without  seeming  to 
larly  that  of  Sept.  23;  **  and  from  j intend  it,  and  without  being  proud 
the  letters  of  the  detestable  wretch  j of  doing  so.* 
himself,  who,  Ifind,  has  done  her;  She  was  rather  tall  than  of  a 
justice,  although  to  his  own  con-  middling  stature;  and  had  a 
demnation:  all  these  together  will  dignity  in  her  aspect  and  air,  that 
enable  you,  who  seem  to  be  so  bespoke  the  mind  that  animated 
great  an  admirer  of  her  virtues,  to ! every  feature, 
perform  the  task;  and,  I think,  This  native  dignity,  as  I may  call 

better  than  any  person  I know.  | it , induced  some  superficial  per- 
*;see  Yol.  i.  p.  195  196.  sons,  who  knew  not  how  to  account 

*\See  Letter  clviii.  ’ I * See  p.  85.  of  this  Yol. 
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for  the  reverence  which  involun-  who  excel  us,  as  much  as  we  fancy 
tarily  filled  their  hearts  on  her  we  excel  the  meanest.” 
appearance,  to  impute  pride  to  “ In  the  general  scale  of  beings, 
her.  But  these  were  such  as  knew  the  lowest  is  as  useful,  and  as  much 


that  they  should  have  been  proud 
of  any  one  of  her  perfections:: 
judging  therefore  by  their  own 
narrowness,  they  thought  it  im- 
possible that  the  lady  who  pos- 
sessed so  many , should  not  think 
herself  superior  to  them  all.  In- 
deed, I have  heard  her  noble 
aspect  found  fault  with , as  indi- 
cating pride  and  superiority.  But 
people  awed  and  controlled,! 
though  but  by  their  own  conscious- . 
ness  of  inferiority,  will  find  fault,  | 
right  or  wrong,  with  those,  of 
whose  rectitude  of  mind  and  man-  j 
ners  their  own  culpable  hearts  give 
them  to  be  afraid.  But,  in  the  bad 
sense  of  the  word,  Miss  Clarissa 
Harlowe  knew  not  what  pride 
was. 

You  may,  if  you  touch  upon  this 
subject,  throw  in  these  sentences 
of  hers , spoken  at  different  times, 
and  on  different  occasions. 

“Persons  of  accidental  or 
shadowy  merit,  may  be  proud: 
but  inborn  worth  must  be  always 
as  much  above  conceit  as  arro- 
gance.” 

“Who  can  be  better,  or  more 
worthy,  than  they  should  be  V And, 
who  shall  be  proud  of  talents  they 
give  not  to  themselves?” 

“The  darkest  and  most  con- 
temptible ignorance  is  that  of  not 
knowing  one’s  self;  and  that  all 
we  have,  and  all  we  excel  in,  is  the 
gift  of  God.” 

“All  human  excellence  is  but 
comparative  — there  are  persons 


link  of  the  great  chain , as  the 
highest.” 

“The  grace  that  makes  every 
other  grace  amiable,  is  humility.” 
“ There  is  but  one  pride  pardon- 
able ; that  of  being  above  doing  a 
base  or  dishonourable  action.” 
Such  were  the  sentiments  by 
which  this  admirable  young  lady 
endeavoured  to  conduct  herself, 
and  to  regulate  her  conduct  to 
others. 

And  in  truth,  never  were  affa- 
bility and  complacency  (gracious- 
ness , some  have  called  it)  more 
eminent  in  any  person,  man  or 
woman,  than  in  her,  to  those  who 
put  it  in  her  power  to  oblige  tiiem  : 
insomuch  that  the  benefited  has 
sometimes  not  known  which  to 
prefer;  the  grace  bestowed,  or  the 
manner  in  which  it  was  conferred. 

It  has  been  observed,  that  what 
was  said  of  Henry  IY.  of  France, 
might  be  said  of  her  manner  of  re- 
fusing a request;  that  she  gener- 
ally sent  from  her  presence  the 
person  refused,  nearly  as  well 
satisfied  as  if  she  had  granted  it. 

Then  she  had  such  a sacred 
regard  to  truth  — you  cannot,  sir, 
expatiate  too  much  upon  this 
topic.  I dare  say , that  in  all  her 
letters,  in  all  the  letters  of  the 
wretch , her  veracity  will  not  once 
be  found  impeachable,  although 
her  calamities  were  so  heavy,  the 
horrid  man’s  wiles  so  subtle,  and 
her  struggles  to  free  herself  from 
them  so  active. 
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Her  charity  was  so  great , that 
she  always  chose  to  defend  or 
acquit  where  the  fault  was  not  so 
flagrant , that  it  became  a piece  of 
justice  to  condemn  it:  and  was 
always  an  advocate  for  an  absent 
person,  whose  discretion  was 
called  in  question,  without  having 
given  manifest  proofs  of  indis- 
cretion. 

Once  I remember,  in  a large 
circle  of  ladies  every  one  of  which 
[I  among  the  rest]  having  censured 
a generally  reported  indiscretion 
in  a young  lady  — Come,  my 
Miss  Howe , said  she , [for  we  had 
agreed  to  take  each  other  to  task 
when  either  thought  the  other 
gave  occasion  for  it;  and  when, 
by  blaming  each  other,  we  in- 
tended a general  reprehension, 
which,  as  she  used  to  say,  it  would 
appear  arrogant  or  assuming  to 
level  more  properly]  let  me  be  Miss 
Fauny  Darlington.  Then  remov- 
ing out  of  the  circle,  and  standing 
up,  — Here  I stand , unworthy  of 
a seat  with  the  rest  of  the  eom- 
jjany,  till  1 have  cleared  myself. 
And  now,  suppose  me  to  be  her, 
let  me  hear  your  charge,  and  do 
you  hear  what  the  poor  culprit  can 
say  to  it  in  her  own  defence.  And 
then  answering  the  conjectural  and 
unproved  circumstances  by  circum- 
stances as  fairly  to  be  supposed 
favourable , she  brought  off  tri- 
umphantly the  censured  lady ; and 
so  much  to  every  one’s  satisfaction, 
that  she  was  led  to  her  chair , and 
voted  a double  rank  in  the  circle, 
— as  the  re-instated  Miss  Fanny 
Darlington,  and  as  Miss  Clarissa 
Harlowe. 

Clarissa.  IV. 


Very  few  persons,  she  used  to 
say,  would  be  condemned,  or  even 
accused,  in  the  circles  of  ladies, 
were  they  present:  it  is  generous 
therefore,  nay,  it  is  but  just,  said 
she,  to  take  the  part  of  the  absent, 
if  not  flagrantly  culpable. 

But  though  wisdom  was  her 
birthright,  as  I may  say,  yet  she 
had  not  lived  years  enough  to  pre- 
tend to  so  much  experience , as  to 
exempt  her  from  the  necessity  of 
sometimes  altering  her  opinion 
both  of  persons  and  things:  but, 
when  she  found  herself  obliged  to 
do  this,  she  took  care,  that  the 
particular  instance  of  mistaken 
worthiness  in  the  person  should 
not  narrow  or  contract  her  almost 
universal  charity  into  general 
doubt  or  jealousy.  An  instance 
of  what  1 mean,  occurs  to  my 
memory. 

Being  upbraided,  by  a severe 
censurer,  with  a person’s  proving 
base,  whom  she  had  frequently 
defended , and  by  whose  baseness 
my  beloved  friend  was  a sufferer; 
“You,  madam,”  said  she,  “had 
more  penetration  than  such  a 
young  creature  as  I can  pretend 
to  have.  But  although  human 
depravity  may,  I doubt,  oftener 
justify  those  who  judge  harshly, 
than  human  rectitude  can  those 
who  judge  favourably,  yet  will  I 
not  part  with  my  charity.  Never- 
theless, for  the  future,  I will 
endeavour,  in  cases  where  the 
judgment  of  my  elders  is  against 
me , to  make  mine  consistent  with 
caution  and  prudence.” 

Indeed,  when  she  was  convinced 
| of  any  error  or  mistake , (however 
28 


i by  Google 


434 


THE  HISTORY  OP 


seemingly  derogatory  to  her  judg-  delicacy,  and  of  that  penetration, 
ment  and  sagacity)  no  one  was  which  so  much  distinguished  her. 
ever  so  acknowledging,  so  in-  jn  obedience  to  the  commands 
genuous  as  she.  “It  was  a merit,”  0f  jjer  gloomy  father, on  his  allow- 
she used  to  say,  “next  m degree  ing  her  to  be  my  guest,  for  that  last 
to  that  of  having  avoided  error,  time,  fas  it  most  unhappily  proved!) 
frankly  to  own  an  error.  And  that  8he  never  would  see  him  out  of  my 
the  offering  at  an  excuse  in  a company:  and  would  often  say, 
blameable  manner,  was  the  un-  when  he  was  gone,  “ 0 my  Nancy, 
doubted  mark  of  a disingenuous,  this  is  not  the  man.”  — At  other 
if  not  of  a perverse  mind.  times,  “Gay,  giddy  creature!  he 

But  I ought  to  add,  on  this  head  has  always  something  to  be  for- 
[of  her  great  charity  where  char-  given  for!”  — At  others.  “This 
acter  was  concerned,  and  where  man  will  much  sooner  excite  one’s 
there  was  room,  for  charity]  that  fears,  than  attract  one’s  love.” 
she  was  always  deservedly  severe  And  then  would  she  repeat,  “This 
in  her  reprehensions  of  a wilful  is  not  the  man.  All  that  the  world 
and  studied  vileness.  How  could  says  of  him  cannot  be  untrue.  But 
she  then  forgive  the  wretch  by  what  title  have  I to  call  him  to 
whos e premeditated  villainy  she  was  account , who  intend  not  to  have 
entangled  ? him  V ” 

You  must  every  where  insist  In  short,  had  she  been  left  to  a 
upon  it,  that  had  it  not  been  for  judgment  and  discretion  which 
the  stupid  persecutions  of  her  re-  nobody  ever  questioned  who  had 
lations,  she  never  would  have  been  either,  she  would  soon  have  dis- 
in  the  power  of  that  horrid  Love-  covered  enough  of  him  to  cause 
lace.  And  yet , on  several  occa-  ^er  t°  discard  him  for  ever, 
sions , she  acknowledged  frankly,  She  was  an  admirable  mistress 
that  were  person , and  address , and  of  all  the  graces  of  elocution.  The 
alliance , to  be  allowably  theprin-  hand  she  wrote,  for  the  neat  and 
cipal  attractives  in  the  choice  of  a free  cut  of  her  letters,  (like  her 
lover,  it  would  not  have  been  mind,  solid  and  above  all  flourish) 
difficult  for  her  eye  to  mislead  her  for  its  fairness , evenness , and 
heart.  swiftness,  distinguished  her  as 

When  she  was  last  with  me  uiuch  as  the  correctness  of  her 
(three  happy  weeks  together!)  in  orthography,  and  even  punctua- 
every  visit  the  wretch  made  her,  tion,  from  the  generality  of  her 
he  left  her  more  dissatisfied  with  °wn  sex  5 an<l  left  her  none  among 
him  than  in  the  former.  And  yet  the  most  accurate  of  the  other  who 
his  behaviour  before  her  was  too  excelled  her. 
specious,  to  have  been  very  ex-  And  here  you  may,  if  you 
ceptionable  to  a woman  who  had  please,  take  occasion  to  throw  in 
a less  share  of  that  charming  one  hint  for  the  benefit  of  such  of 


/ Google 


CLARISSA  HARL0WJ3. 


435 


our  sex  as  are  too  careless  in  their 
orthography  [a  consciousness  of  a 
defect  in  which  generally  keeps 
them  from  writing]  — she  was 
used  to  say,  “ It  was  a proof  that  a 
woman  understood  the  derivation 
as  well  as  sense  of  the  words  she 
used,  and  that  she  stopt  not  at 
sound,  when  she  spelt  accurately.” 
On  this  head  you  may  take  no- 
tice , that  it  was  always  matter  of 
surprise  to  her,  that  the  sex  are 
generally  so  averse  as  they  are  to 
writing;  since  the  pen,  next  to  the 
needle,  of  all  employments,  is  the 
most  proper,  and  best  adapted  to 
their  geniuses;  and  this  as  well 
for  improvement , as  amusement : 
“Who  sees  not,”  would  she  say, 
“that  those  women  who  take  de- 
light in  writing , excel  the  men  in 
all  the  graces  of  the  familiar 
style?  The  gentleness  of  their 
minds,  the  deRcacy  of  their  senti- 
ments, (improved  by  the  manner 
of  their  education)  and  the  liveli- 
ness of  their  imaginations,  qualify 
them  to  a high  degree  of  pre- 
ference for  this  employment: 
while  men  of  learning,  'as  they  are 
called,  (that  is  to  say  of  mere 
learning)  aiming  to  get  above  that 
natural  ease  and  freedom  which 
distinguish  this  (and  indeed  every 
other  kind  of  writing)  when  they 
think  they  have  best  succeeded, 
are  got  above,  or  rather  beneath  all 
natural  beauty.” 

Then,  stiffened  and  starched 
[let  me  add]  into  dry  and  inde- 
lectable  affectation,  one  sort  of 
these  scholars  assume  a style  as 
rough  as  frequently  are  their 
manners:  they  spangle  over  their 


1 productions  with  metaphors:  they 
rumble  into  bombast:  the  sublime , 
with  them,  lying  in  words,  and  not 
in  sentiment,  they  fancy  them- 
selves most  exalted  when  least  un- 
derstood ; and  down  they  sit,  fully 
satisfied  with  their  own  per- 
formances, and  call  them  mascu- 
line. While  a second  sort,  aiming 
at  wit,  that  wicked  misleader,  for- 
feit all  title  to  judgment.  And  a 
third,  sinking  into  the  classical  pits, 
there  poke  and  scramble  about, 
never  seeking  to  shew  genius  of 
their  own ; all  their  lives  spent  in 
common-place  quotation;  fit  only 
to  write  notes  and  comments  upon 
other  people’s  texts;  all  their 
pride,  that  they  know  those  beau- 
ties |of  two  thousand  years  old  in 
another  tongue,  which  they  can 
only  admire,  but  not  imitate,  in 
their  own. 

And  these,  truly,  must  be 
learned  men,  and  despisers  of  our 
insipid  sex ! 

But  I need  not  mention  the  ex- 
ceptions which  my  beloved  friend 
always  made  [and  to  which  I sub- 
scribe] in  favour  of  men  of  sound 
learning,  true  taste,  and  extensive 
abilities:  nor,  in  particular,  her 
respect,  even  to  reverence,  for 
gentlemen  of  the  cloth : which,  I 
dare  say,  will  appear  in  every 
paragraph  of  her  letters  wherever 
any  of  the  clergy  are  'mentioned. 
Indeed  the  pious  Dr.  Lewen,  the 
worthy  Dr.  Blome , the  ingenious 
Mr.  Arnold,  and  Mr.  Tompkins, 
gentlemen  whom  she  names  in  one 
article  of  her  will,  as  learned 
divines  with  whom  6heheldan  early 
correspondence,  well  deserved  her 
28* 
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respect;  since  to  their  conversa-  “All  that  a woman  can  learn,” 
tiou  and  correspondence  she  owed  she  used  to  say,  [expatiating  on 
many  of  her  valuable  acquire-  this  maxim]  “above  the  useful 
inents.  knowledge  proper  to  her  sex,  let 

Nor  were  the  little  slights  she  her  learn.  This  will  shew  that  she 
would  now  and  then  (following,  is  a good  housewife  of  her  time, 
as  I must  own , my  lead)  put  upon  and  that  she  has  not  a narrow  or 
such  mere  scholars  [and  her  stupid  confined  genius.  But  then  let  her 
and  pedantic  brother  was  one  of  not  give  up  for  these,  those  more 
those  who  deserved  those  slights]  necessary , and  therefore,  not 
as  despised  not  only  our  sex,  but  meaner  employments,  which  will 
all  such  as  had  not  had  their  op-  qualify  her  to  be  a good  mistress  of 
portuuities  of  being  acquainted  a family,  a good  wife,  and  a good 
with  the  parts  of  speech  [I  cannot  mother:  for  what  can  be  more  dis- 
speak  low  enough  of  such] , and  graceful  to  a woman,  than  either, 
with  the  dead  languages,  owing  to  through  negligence  of  dress,  to  be 
that  contempt,  which  some  affect  found  to  be  a learned  slattern ; or, 
for  what  they  have  not  been  able  through  ignorance  of  household- 
to  master;  for  she  had  an  ad-  management , to  be  known  to  be  a 
mirable  facility  in  learning  lan-  stranger  to  domestic  economy?” 
guages , and  read  with  great  ease  Then  would  Bhe  instance  to  me 
both  Italian  and  French.  She  had  two  particular  ladies;  one  of 
begun  to  apply  herself  to  Latin ; which , while  she  was  fond  of  giv- 
and  having  such  a critical  know-  ing  her  opinion,  in  the  company  of 
ledge  of  her  own  tongue,  and  such  her  husband,  and  of  his  learned 
a foundation  from  the  two  others,  friends , upon  doubtful  or  difficult 
would  soon  have  made  herself  an  passages  in  Virgil  or  Horace, 
adept  in  it.  knew  not  how  to  puton  her  clothes 

But  notwithstanding  all  her  ac-  with  that  necessary  grace  and 
quirements,  she  was  an  excellent  propriety,  which  should  preserve 
economist  and  housewife.  And  to  her  the  love  of  her  husband, 
those  qualifications,  you  must  take  and  the  respect  of  every  other 
notice,  she  was  particularly  fond  person:  while  the  other,  jaffecting 
of  inculcating  upon  all  her  read-  to  be  thought  as  learned  as  men, 
ing  and  writing  companions  of  the  could  find  no  better  way  to  assert 
sex:  for  it  was  a maxim  with  her,  her  pretensions,  than  by  despising 
“ That  a woman  who  neglects  the  her  own  sex , and  by  dismissing 
useful  and  the  elegant,  which  dis-  that  characteristic  delicacy,  the 
tinguish  her  own  sex,  for  the  sake  loss  of  which  no  attainment  can 
of  obtaining  the  learning  which  is  supply. 

supposed  more  peculiar  to  the  She  would  have  it  indeed,  some- 
other,  incurs  more  contempt  by  times,  from  the  frequent  ill  use 
what  she  foregoes , than  she  gains  i learned  women  make  of  that  re- 
credit  by  what  she  acquires .”  j spectable  acquirement,  that  it  was 
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no  great  matter  whether  the  sex 
aimed  at  any  thing  but  excelling 
in  the  knowledge  of  the  beauties 
and  graces  of  their  mother- 
tongue:  and  once  she  said,  that 
this  was  field  enough  for  a woman ; 
and  an  ampler  was  but  endanger- 
ing her  family  usefulness.  But  I, 
who  think  our  sex  inferior  in  no- 
thing to  the  other,  but  in  want  of 
opportunities,  of  which  the  nar- 
row-minded mortals  industriously 
seek  to  deprive  us , lest  we  should 
surpass  them  as  much  in  what  they 
chiefly  value  themselves  upon , as 
we  do  in  all  the  graces  of  a fine 
imagination,  could  never  agree 
with  her  in  that.  And  yet  I was 
entirely  of  her  opinion,  that  those 
women  who  were  solicitous  to  ob- 
tain that  knowledge  or  learning, 
which  they  supposed  would  add  to 
their  significance  in  sensible  com- 
pany, and  in  their  attainment  of  it 
imagined  themselves  above  all 
domestic  usefulness , deservedly 
incurred  the  contempt  which  they 
hardly  ever  failed  to  meet  with. 

Perhaps  you  will  not  think  it 
amiss  further  to  observe  on  this 
head,  as  it  will  shew  that  precept 
and  example  always  went  hand  in 
hand  with  her,  that  her  dairy  at 
her  grandfather’s  was  the  delight 
of  every  one  who  saw  it ; and  she 
of  all  who  saw  her  in  it. 

Her  grandfather , in  honour  of 
her  dexterity  and  of  her  skill  in  all 
the  parts  of  the  dairy  manage- 
ment, as  well  as  of  the  elegance  of 
the  offices  allotted  for  that  use, 
would  have  his  seat,  before  known 
by  the  name  of  the  Grove , to  be 


| called  the  Dairy-house*.  She  had 
an  easy,  convenient,  and  graceful 
habit  made  on  purpose,  which  she 
put  on  when  she  employed  herself 
in  these  works ; and  it  was  noted 
of  her,  that  in  the  same  hour  that 
she  appeared  to  be  a most  elegant 
dairy-maid,  she  was,  when  called 
to  a change  of  dress,  the  finest 
lady  that  ever  graced  a circle. 

Her  grandfather,  father,  mo- 
ther, uncles , aunt,  and  even  her 
brother  and  sister,  made  her  fre- 
quent visits  there,  and  were  de- 
lighted with  her  silent  ease , and 
unaffected  behaviour  in  her  works ; 
for  she  always  out  of  modesty 
chose  rather  the  operative  than  the 
directive  part  that  she  might  not 
discourage  the  servant  whose 
proper  business  it  was. 

Each  was  fond  of  taking  a re- 
gale from  her  hands  in  her  Dairy- 
house.  Her  mother  and  aunt 
Hervey  generally  admired  her  in 
silence , that  they  might  not  give 
uneasiness  to  her  sister;  a spite- 
ful, perverse,  uuimitating thing, 
who  usually  looked  upon  her  all 
the  time  with  speechless  envy. 
Now  and  then,  however,  the  pout- 
ing creature  would  suffer  extorted 
and  sparing  praise  to  burst  open 
her  lips;  though  looking  at  the 
same  time  like  Saul  meditating 
the  pointed  javelin  at  the  heart  of 
David , the  glory  of  his  kingdom. 
And  now,  methinks,  I see  my 
angel-friend  (too  superior  to  take 
notice  of  her  gloom)  courting  her 
acceptance  of  the  milk-white 
curd,  from  hands  more  pure  than 
that. 

* See  Vol.  I.  p.  10. 
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Her  skill  and  dexterity  in  every  gality,  a necessary  virtue,  and  nig- 
branch  of  family  management  gardliness , an  odious  vice;  and 
seem  to  be  the  only  excellence  of  used  to  say,  “That  to  define  ge- 
her  innumerable  ones , which  she  nerosity,  it  must  be  called , the 
owed  to  her  family;  whose  nar-  happy  medium  betwixt  parsimony 
rowness,  immensely  rich,  and  im-  and  profusion.” 
mensely  carking,  put  them  upon  She  was  the  most  graceful 
indulging  her  in  the  turn  she  took  reader  I ever  knew.  She  added 
to  this  part  of  knowledge;  while  by  her  melodious  voice  graces  to 
her  elder  sister  affected  dress  those  she  found  in  the  parts  of 
without  being  graceful  in  it;  and  books  she  read  out  to  her  friends ; 
the  fine  lady,  which  she  could  and  gave  grace  and  significance 
never  be;  and  which  her  sister  to  others  where  they  were  not. 
was  without  studying  for  it,  or  She  had  no  tone,  no  whine.  Her 
seeming  to  know  she  was  so.  accent  was  always  admirably 

It  was  usual  with  the  one  sister,  placed.  The  emphasis  she  al- 
when  company  was  expected,  to  ways  forcibly  laid,  as  Ithe  subject 
be  half  the  morning  dressing;  required.  No  buskin  elevation, 
while  the  other  would  give  direc-  no  tragedy  pomp , could  mislead 
tions  for  the  whole  business  and  her;  and  yet  poetry  was  poetry 
entertainment  of  the  day,  and  indeed , when  she  read  it. 
then  go  up  to  her  dressing-room,  But  if  her  voice  was  melodious 
and,  before  she  could  be  well  when  she  read,  it  was  all  harmony 
missed,  [having  all  her  things  in  ad-  when  she  sung.  And  the  delight 
mirable  order J come  down  fit  to  re-  she  gave  by  that , and  by  her  skill 
ceive  company,  and  with  all  that  and  great  compass , was  height- 
graceful  ease  and  tranquillity  as  if  ened  Dy  the  ease  and  gracefulness 
she  had  had  nothing  else  to  think  of  her  air  and  manner , and  by  the 
of.  alacrity  with  which  she  obliged. 

Long  after  her  [hours  perhaps  of  Nevertheless  , she  generally 
previous  preparation  having  pass-  chose  rather  to  hear  others  sing  or 
ed]  down  would  come  rustling  and  play , than  either  to  play  or  sing 
bustling  the  tawdry  and  awkward  herself. 

Bella,  disordering  more  her  native  She  delighted  to  give  praise 

disorderliness  at  the  sight  of  her  where  deserved : yet  she  always 
serene  sister,  by  her  sullen  envy,  bestowed  it  in  such  a manner,  as 
to  see  herself  so  much  surpassed  gave  not  the  least  suspicion  that 
with  such  little  pains , and  in  a she  laid  out  for  a return  of  it  to 
sixth  part  of  the  time.  herself , though  so  universally 

Yet  was  this  admirable  creature  allowed  to  be  her  due. 
mistress  of  all  these  domestic  qua-  She  had  a talent  of  saying  un- 

lifications  without  the  least  inter-  common  things  in  such  an  easy 
mixture  of  narrowness.  She  knew  manner,  that  every  body  thought 
how  to  distinguish  between  fru-  they  could  have  said  the  same; 
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and  which  yet  required  both 
genius  and  observation  to  say 
them. 

Even  severe  things  appeared 
gentle,  though  they  lost  not  their 
force,  from  the  sweetness  of  her 
air  and  utterance , and  the  appar- 
ent benevolence  of  her  purpose. 

We  form  the  truest  judgment  of 
persons,  by  their  behaviour  on  the 
most  familiar  occasions.  I will 
give  an  instance  or  two  of  the  cor- 
rection she  favoured  me  with  on 
such  a one. 

When  very  young , I was  guilty 
of  the  fault  of  those  who  want  to 
be  courted  to  sing.  She  cured  me 
of  it , at  the  first  of  our  happy  inti- 
macy, by  her  own  example ; and  by 
the  following  correctives , oc- 
casionally, yet  privately  enforced. 

“Well,  my  dear,  shall  we  take 
you  at  your  word?  Shall  we  sup- 

Kose  that  you  sing  but  indifferent- 
j‘l  Is  not,  however,  the  act  of 
obliging  (the  company  so  worthy!) 
preferable  to  the  talent  of  singing? 
And  shall  not  young  ladies  en- 
deavour to  make  up  for  their 
defects  in  one  part  of  education, 
by  their  excellence  in  another  ?” 
Again,  “You  must  convince  us, 
by  attempting  to  sing,  that  you 
cannot  sing ; and  then  we  will  rid 
you,  not  only  of  present , but  of 
future  importunity.”  — An  indul- 

fence,  however,  let  me  add,  that 
ut  tolerable  singers  do  not  always 
wish  to  meet  with. 

Again,  “I  know  you  will  favour 
us  by  and  by ; and  what  do  you  by 
your  excuses , but  raise  our  expec- 
tations, and  enhance  your  own 
diffi  cutties?” 


At  another  time , “Has  not  this 
accomplishment  been  a part  of 
your  education , my  Nancy?  How 
then,  for  your  own  honour , can  wc 
allow  of  your  excuses?  ” 

And  I once  pleading  a cold,  the 
usual  pretence  of  those  who  love 
to  be  entreated  — “Sing  however, 
my  dear,  as  well  as  you  can.  The 
greater  the  difficulty  to  you,  the 
higher  the  compliment  to  the  com- 
pany. Do  you  think  you  are 
among  those  who  know  not  how 
to  make  allowances?  You  should 
sing,  my  love,  lest  there  should  be 
any  body  present  who  may  think 
your  excuses  owing  to  affecta- 
tion.” 

At  another  time,  when  I had 
truly  observed , that  a young  lady 
present  sung  better  than  I ; and 
that  therefore  I chose  not  to  sing 
before  that  lady  — “Fie,”  said  she, 
(drawing  me  on  one  side)  “is  not 
this  pride,  my  Nancy?  Does  it  not 
look  as  if  your  principal  motive  to 
oblige,  was  to  obtain  applause? 
A generous  mind  will  not  scruple 
to  give  advantage  to  a person  of 
merit , though  not  always  to  her 
own  advantage.  And  yet  she  will 
have  a high  merit  in  doing  that. 
Supposing  this  excellent  person 
absent,  who,  my  dear,  if  your 
example  spread,  shall  sing  after 
you?  You  know  every  one  else 
must  be  but  as  a foil  to  you.  In- 
deed I must  have  you  as  much 
superior  to  other  ladies  in  these 
smaller  points,  as  you  are  in  great- 
er” So  she  was  pleased  to  say  to 
shame  me. 

She  was  as  much  above  reserve  as 
disguise.  So  communicative,  that 
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no  young  lady  could  bo  in  her 
company  half  an  hour,  and  not 
carry  away  instruction  with  her,  j 
whatever  was  the  topic.  Yer.  all 
sweetly  insinuated ; nothing  given 
with  the  air  of  prescription:  so 
that  while  she  seemed  to  ask  a 
question  for  information  sake , she 
dropt  in  the  needful  instruction, 
and  left  the  instructed  unable  to 
decide , whether  the  thought 
(which  being  started , she , the  in- 
structed, could  improve)  came 
primarily  from  herself,  or  from 
the  sweet  instructress. 

She  had  a pretty  hand  at  draw- 
ing, which  she  obtained  with  a 
very  little  instruction.  Her  time 
was  too  much  taken  up,  to  allow, 
though  to  so  tine  an  art,  the  atten- 
tion which  was  necessary  to  make 
her  greatly  excel  in  it:  and  she 
used  to  say,  “ That  she  was  afraid 
of  aiming  at  too  many  things , for 
fear  she  should  not  be  tolerable  at 
any  thing.” 

For  her  years  and  her  opportu- 
nities, she  was  an  extraordinary 
judge  of  painting.  In  this,  as  in 
every  thing  else,  nature  was  her 
art , her  art  was  nature.  She  even 
prettily  performed  in  it.  Her 
grandfather , for  this  reason, 
bequeathed  to  her  all  the  family 
pictures.  Charming  was  herfancy: 
alike  sweet  and  easy  was  every 
touch  of  her  pencil  and  her  pen. 
Yet  her  judgment  exceeded  her 
performance.  She  did  not  practise 
enough  to  excel  in  the  executive 
part.  She  could  not  in  everything 
excel.  But,  upon  the  whole,  she 
knew  what  every  subject  required 
according  to  the  nature  of  it:  in  i 


I other  words , was  an  absolute 
' mistress  of  the  should-be. 
t To  give  a familiar  instance  for 
the  sake  of  young  ladies:  she 
(untaught,)  observed  when  Imi  a 
child  that  the  sun,  moon,  and  stars, 
never  appeared  at  once ; and  were 
therefore  never  to  be  in  one  piece: 
that  bears,  tigers,  lions,  were  not 
natives  of  an  English  climate,  and 
should  not  therefore  have  place  in 
an  English  landscape:  that  these 
ravagers  of  the  forest  consorted 
not  with  lambs,  kids,  or  fawns: 
nor  kites,  hawks,  and  vultures, 
with  doves,  partridges , and  phea- 
sants. 

And,  alas ! she  knew,  before  she 
was  nineteen  years  of  age,  by 
fatal  experience  she  knew!  that 
all  these  beasts  and  birds  of  prey, 
were  outdone  in  treacherous 
cruelty  by  man  ! Vile,  barbarous, 
plotting,  destructive  man',  who, 
infinitely  less  excusable  than 
those,  destroys  through  wanton- 
ness and  sport,  what  those  only 
destroy  through  hunger  and  ne- 
cessity ! 

The  mere  pretenders  to  those 
branches  of  science  which  she 
aimed  at  acquiring,  she  knew  how 
to  detect;  and  all  from  nature. 
Propriety , another  word  for  na- 
ture, was  (as  I have  hinted)  her 
law , as  it  is  the  foundation  of  all 
true  judgment.  But  nevertheless, 
she  was  always  uneasy,  if  what 
she  said  exposed  those  pretenders 
to  knowledge,  even  in  their  alt- 
sence , to  the  ridicule  of  livelj 
spirits. 

I jet  the  modem  ladies,  who  have 
I not  any  one  of  her  excellent  quali- 
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ties;  whose  whole  time,  in  the 
short  days  they  generally  make, 
and  in  the  inverted  night  and  day, 
where  they  make  them  longer,  is 
wholly  spent  in  dress , visits, 
cards,  plays,  operas,  and  musical 
entertainments,  wonder  at  what  I 
have  written,  and  shall  further 
write : and  let  them  look  upon  it 
as  an  incredible  thing,  that  when, 
at  a mature  age,  they  cannot 
boast  one  of  her  perfections,  there 
should  have  been  a lady  soyoung, 
who  had  so  many. 

These  must  be  such  as  know  not 
how  she  employed  her  time;  and 
cannot  form  the  least  idea  of  what 
may  be  done  in  those  hours  in 
which  they  lie  enveloped  with  the 
shades  of  death , as  she  used  to  call 
sleep. 

But  before  I come  to  mention 
the  distribution  she  usually  made 
of  her  time,  let  me  say  a few  words 
upon  another  subject , in  which 
she  excelled  all  the  young  ladies  I 
ever  knew. 

This  was  her  skill  in  almost  all 
sorts  of  fine  needleworks : of 

which,  however,  I shall  say  the 
less  since  possibly  you  will  find  it 
mentioned  in  some  of  the  letters. 

That  piece  which  she  bequeaths 
to  her  cousin  Morden,  is  indeed 
a capital  piece;  a performance 
so  admirable , that  that  gen- 
tleman’s father, who  resided  chiefly 
abroad , (was,  as  is  mentioned  in 
her  will,)  very  desirous  to  obtain 
it,  in  order  to  carry  it  to  Italy  with 
him,  to  shew  the  curious  of  other 
countries,  (as  he  used  to  say)  for 
the  honour  of  his  own , that  the 
cloistered  confinement  was  not 


necessary  to  make  English  women 
excel  in  any  of  those  fine  arts 
upon  which  nuns  and  recluses 
value  themselves. 

Her  quickness  at  these  sorts  of 
works  was  astonishing;  and  a 
great  encouragement  to  herself  to 
| prosecute  them. 

Mr.  Morden’s  father  would  have 
been  continually  making  her 
resents  would  she  have  permitted 
im  to  do  so:  and  he  used  to  call 
them,  and  so  did  her  grandfather, 
tributes  duo  to  a merit  so  sove- 
reign, and  not  presents. 

As  to  her  diversions,  the  ac- 
complishments and  acquirements 
she  was  mistress  of,  will  shew  what 
they  must  have  been.  She  was  far 
from  being  fond  of  cards,  the 
fashionable  foible  of  modem 
ladies:  nor,  as  will  be  easily  per- 
ceived from  what  I have  said,  and 
more  from  what  1 shall  further 
say,  had  she  much  time  for  play. 
She  never  therefore  promoted 
their  being  called  for;  and  often 
insensibly  diverted  the  company 
from  them , by  starting  some 
entertaining  subject,  when  she 
could  do  it  without  incurring  the 
imputation  of  particularity. 

Indeed  very  few  of  her  intimates 
would  propose  cards,  if  they  could 
engage  her  to  read,  to  talk,  to 
touch  the  keys,  or  to  sing,  when 
any  new  book,  or  new  piece  of 
music,  came  down.  But  when  com- 
pany was  so  numerous , that  con- 
versation could  not  take  that 
agreeable  turn  which  it  oftenest 
does  among  four  or  five  friends  of 
like  years  and  inclinations , and  it 
became  in  a manner  necessary  to 
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detach  off  some  of  it,  to  make  the 
rest  better  company,  she  would 
not  refuse  to  play,  if,  upon  cast- 
ing-in, it  fell  to  her  lot.  And  then 
she  shewed  that  her  dis-relish  to 
cards  was  the  effect  of  choice 
only;  and  that  she  was  an  easy 
mistress  of  every  genteel  game 
played  with  them.  But  then  she 
always  declared  against  playing 
high.  “Except  for  trifles,”  she 
used  to  say,  “she  would  not  sub- 
mit to  chance  what  she  was  already 
sure  of.” 

At  other  times,  “She  would 
make  her  friends  a very  ill  compli- 
ment,’’she  said,  “ if  she  supposed 
they  would  wish  to  be  possessed 
of  what  of  right  belonged  to  her ; 
and  she  should  be  very  unworthy 
if  she  desired  to  make  herself  a 
title  to  what  was  theirs.” 

“High  gaming,  in  short,”  she 
used  to  say,  “was  a sordid  vice; 
an  immorality ; the  child  of 
avarice;  and  a direct  breach  of 
that  commandment,  which  forbids 
us  to  covet  what  is  our  neigh- 
bour’s.” 

She  was  exceedingly  charit- 
able; the  only  one  ot  her  family 
that  knew  the  meaning  of  the 
word : and  this  with  regard  both 
to  the  souls  and  the  bodies  of 
those  who  were  the  well-chosen 
objects  of  her  benevolence.  She 
kept  a list  of  these,  whom  she 
used  to  call  her  poor , entering  one 
upon  it  as  another  was  provided 
for,  by  death  or  any  other  way: 
but  always  made  a reserve,  never- 
theless , for  unforeseen  cases , and 
for  accidental  distresses.  And  it 
must  be  owned , that  in  the  pru- 


dent distribution  of  them,  she  had 
neither  example  nor  equal. 

The  aged,  the  blind,  the  lame,  the 
widow,  the  orphan,  the  unsuccess- 
ful industrious,  were  particularly 
the  objects  of  it;  and  the  contri- 
buting to  the  schooling  of  some, 
to  the  putting  out  to  trades  and 
husbandry  the  children  of  others 
of  the  labouring  or  needy  poor, 
and  setting  them  forward  at  the 
expiration  of  their  servitude,  were 
her  great  delights;  as  was  the 
giving  good  books  to  others ; and, 
when  she  had  opportunity,  the 
instructing  the  poorer  sort  of  her 
honest  neighbours,  and  father’s 
tenants,  in  the  use  of  them.  “That 
charity,”  she  used  to  say,  “which 
provides  for  the  morals , as  well  as 
for  the  bodily  wants  of  the  poor, 
gives  a double  benefit  to  the  public, 
as  it  adds  to  the  number  of  the 
hopeful , what  it  takes  from  that  of 
the  profligate.  And  can  there  be, 
in  tne  eyes  of  that  God , she  was 
wont  to  say,  who  requires  nothing 
so  much  from  us  as  acts  of  bene- 
ficence to  one  another,  a charity 
more  worthy?” 

Her  uncle  Antony,  when  he 
came  to  settle  in  England,  with 
his  vast  fortune  obtained  in  the 
Indies,  used  to  say,  “ This  girl  by 
her  charities  will  bring  down  a 
blessing  upon  us  all.”  And  it  must 
be  owned  they  trusted  pretty 
much  on  this  presumption. 

But  I need  not  say  more  on  this 
head ; nor  perhaps  was  it  neces- 
sary to  say  so  much;  since  the 
charitable  bequests  in  her  will 
sufficiently  set  forth  her  excellence 
in  this  branch  of  duty. 
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She  was  extremely  moderate  in 
her  diet.  “ Quantity  in  food,”  she 
used  to  say,  “ was  more  to  be  re- 
garded than  quality:  that  a full 
meal  was  the  great  enemy  both  to 
study  and  industry:  that  a well- 
built  house  required  but  little  re- 
pairs.” 

By  this  moderation  in  her  diet, 
she  enjoyed,  with  a delicate  frame 
of  body,  a fine  state  of  health; 
was  always  serene,  lively ; cheer- 
ful of  course.  And  1 never  knew 
but  of  one  illness  she  had;  and 
that  was  by  a violent  cold  caught 
in  an  open  chaise,  by  a Sudden 
storm  of  hail  and  rain,  in  a place 
where  there  was  no  shelter;  and 
which  threw  her  into  a fever,  at- 
tended with  dangerous  symptoms, 
that  no  doubt  were  lightened  by  her 
temperance;  but  which  gave  her 
friends , who  then  knew  her  value, 
infinite  apprehensions  for  her.* 

* In  her  common  place-book  sho  has 
the  following  note  upon  the  recollection 
of  this  illness,  in  the  time  of  her  dis- 
tress. 

“In  a dangerous  illness,  with  which 
I was  visited  a few  years  before  I had 
the  unhappiness  to  know  this  ungrateful 
man!  [would  to  heaven  I had  died  in  it!] 
my  bed  was  surrounded  by  my  dear  re- 
lations— father,  mother,  brother,  sis- 
ter, my  two  uncles  weeping,  kneeling 
round  me,  then  put  up  their  vows  to 
heaven  for  my  recovery;  and  I,  fearing 
that  I should  drag  down  with  me  to  my 
grave  one  or  other  of  my  sorrowing 
friends,  wished  and  prayed  to  recover  Cor 
Iheir  sakes.  — Alas!  how  shall  parents 
in  such  cases  know  what  to  wish  for! 
How  happy  for  them,  and  for  me,  had  I 
then  been  denied  to  their  prayers  1 But 
now  am  I eased  of  that  caro.  All  those 
dear  relations  are  living  still  — but  not 
one  of  them  (such,  as  they  think,  has 
been  the  heinousness  of  my  error!)  but, 
far  from  being  grieved , would  rejoice  to 
hear  of  my  death." 


In  all  her  readings,  and  in  her 
conversations  upon  them,  she  was 
fonder  of  finding  beauties  than 
blemishes,  and  chose  to  applaud 
both  authors  and  books,  where 
she  could  find  the  least  room  for  it. 
Yet  she  used  to  lament,  that  cer- 
tain writers  of  the  first  class,  who 
were  capable  of  exalting  virtue, 
and  of  putting  vice  out  of  coun- 
tenance, too  generally  employed 
themselves  in  works  of  imagina- 
tion only , upon  subjects  merely 
speculative , disinter esting,  and  un- 
edifying ; from  which  no  useful  mo- 
ral or  example  could  be  drawn. 

But  she  was  a severe  censurer 
of  pieces  of  a light  or  indecent  turn, 
which  had  a tendency  to  corrupt 
the  morals  of  youth,  to  convey 
polluted  images,  or  to  wound 
religion,  whether  in  itself,  or 
through  the  sides  of  its  professors, 
and  this  whoever  were  the  authors, 
and  how  admirable  soever  the 
execution.  She  often  pitied  the 
celebrated  Dr.  Swift  for  so  em- 
ploying his  admirable  pen,  that  a 
pure  eye  was  afraid  of  looking 
into  his  works,  and  a pure  ear  of 
hearing  any  thing  quoted  from 
them.  “ Such  authors ,”  she  used 
to  say,  “ were  not  honest  to  their 
own  talents,  nor  grateful  to  the 
God  who  gave  them.”  Nor  would 
she,  on  these  occasions,  admit 
their  beauties  as  a palliation;  on 
the  contrary , she  held  it  as  an 
aggravation  of  their  crime,  that 
they  who  are  so  capable  of  mend- 
ing the  heart , should  in  any  places 
shew  a corrupt  one  in  themselves ; 
which  must  weaken  the  influences 
of  their  good  works,  and  pull 
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down  with  one  hand  what  they 
built  up  with  the  other. 

All  she  said,  and  all  she  did, 
was  accompanied  with  a natural 
ease  and  dignity,  which  set  her 
above  affectation,  or  the  suspicion 
of  it : insomuch  that  that  degrad- 
ing fault,  so  generally  imputed  to 
a learned  woman,  was  never  laid 
to  her  charge.  For,  with  all  her 
excellencies,  she  was  forwarder  to 
hear  than  speak;  and  hence,  no 
doubt,  derived  no  small  part  of 
her  improvement. 

Although  Bhe  was  well  read  in 
the  English , French , and  Italian 
poets,  and  had  read  the  best  trans- 
lations of  the  Latin  Classics ; yet 
seldom  did  she  quote  or  repeat 
from  them,  either  in  her  letters  or 
conversation,  though  exceedingly 
happy  in  a tenacious  memory; 
principally  through  modesty,  and 
to  avoid  the  imputation  of  that 
affectation  which  I have  just  men- 
tioned. 

Mr.  Wyerley  once  said  of  her, 
she  had  such  a fund  of  knowledge 
of  her  own,  and  made  naturally 
such  fine  observations  upon  per- 
sons and  things , being  capable  by 
the  egg  [that  was  his  familiar  ex- 
pression] of  judging  of  the  bird, 
that  she  had  seldom  either  room 
or  necessity  for  foreign  assis- 
tances. 

But  it  was  plain  from  her  whole 
conduct  and  behaviour,  that  she 
had  not  so  good  an  opinion  of  her- 
self, however  deserved ; since, 
whenever  she  was  urged  to  give 
her  sentiments  on  any  subject,  al- 
though all  she  thought  fit  to  say 
was  clear  and  intelligible,  yet  she 


seemed  in  haste  to  have  done 
speaking.  Her  reason  for  it,  I 
know,  was  twofold;  that  she 
might  not  lose  the  benefit  of  other 
people’s  sentiments,  engrossing 
the  conversation;  and  lest,  as 
were  her  words,  she  should  be 
praised  into  loquaciousness , and  so 
forfeit  the  good  opinion  which  a 
erson  always  maintains  with 
er  friends,  who  knows  when  she 
has  said  enough. — It  was,  finally, 
a rule  with  her,  “to  leave  her 
hearers  wishing  her  to  say  more, 
rather  than  to  give  them  cause  to 
shew,  by  their  inattention , an  un- 
easiness that  she  had  said  so 
much.”  — 

You  are  curious  to  know  the 
particular  distribution  of  her 
time ; which  you  suppose  will 
help  you  to  account  for  what  you 
own  yourself  surprised  at;  to  wit, 
how  so  young  a lady  could  make 
herself  mistress  of  so  many  accom- 
plishments. 

I will  premise,  that  she  was 
from  infancy  inured  to  rise  early 
in  a morning,  by  an  excellent, 
and,  as  I may  say,  a learned 
woman,  Mrs.  Norton,  to  whose 
care,  wisdom,  and  example,  she 
was  beholden  for  the  groundwork 
of  her  taste  and  acquirements, 
which  meeting  with  such  assis- 
tances from  the  divines  I have 
named,  and  with  such  a genius, 
made  it  the  less  wonder  that  she 
surpassed  most  of  her  age  and 
sex. 

Her  sex , didlsay?  Whathonour 
to  the  other  does  this  imply! 
When  one  might  challenge  the 
proudest  pedant  of  them  all,  to 
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say  he  has  been  disciplined  into 
greater  improvement,  than  she 
had  made  from  the  mere  force  of 
enius  and  application.  But  it  is 
emonstrable  to  all  who  know 
how  to  make  observations  on  their 
acquaintance  of  both  sexes,  ar- 
rogant as  some  are  of  their  super- 
ficialities, that  a lady  at  eighteen, 
take  the  world  through,  is  more 
prudent  and  conversable  than  a 
man  at  twentyfive.  I can  prove 
this  by  nineteen  instances  out  of 
twenty  in  my  own  knowledge. 
Yet  how  do  these  poor  boasters 
value  themselves  upon  the  advan- 
tages their  education  gives  them ! 
Who  has  not  seen  some  of  them, 
just  come  from  the  university,  dis- 
dainfully smile  at  a mistaken  or 
ill-pronounced  word  from  a lady, 
when  her  sense  has  been  clear,  and 
her  sentiments  just ; and  when  he 
could  not  himself  utter  a single 
sentence  fit  to  be  repeated,  but 
what  he  had  borrowed  from  the 
authors  he  had  been  obliged  to 
study,  as  a painful  exercise  to 
slow  and  creeping  parts  ? But  how 
I digress ! 

This  excellent  young  lady  used 
to  say,  “it  was  incredible  to  think 
what  might  be  done  by  early 
rising,  and  by  long  days  well  filled 
up.” 

It  may  be  added,  that  she  cal- 
culated according  to  the  practice 
of  too  many,  she  had  actually  lived 
more  years  at  sixteen,  than  they 
had  at  twenty-six. 

She  was  of  opinion,  “that  no 
one  could  spend  their  time  pro- 
perly, who  did  not  live  by  some 
rule;  who  did  not  appropriate  the 


hours,  as  near  as  might  be,  to  par- 
ticular purposes  and  employ- 
ments.” 

In  conformity  to  this  self-set 
lesson,  the  usual  distribution  of 
the  twenty- four  hours,  wheu  left 
to  her  own  choice,  was  as  fol- 
lows : 

For  REST  she  allotted  SIX  hours 
only. 

She  thought  herself  not  so  well, 
and  so  clear  in  her  intellects,  [so 
much  alive,  she  used  to  say]  if  she 
exceeded  this  proportion.  If  she 
slept  not,  she  chose  to  rise  sooner. 
And  in  winter  had  her  fire  laid, 
and  a taper  ready  burning  to  light 
it;  not  loving  to  give  trouble  to 
servants,  “whose  harder  work, 
and  later  hours  of  going  to  bed,” 
she  used  to  say , “ required  consi- 
deration.” 

I have  blamed  her  for  her 

freater  regard  to  them,  than  to 
erself.  But  this  was  her  auswer : 
“I  have  my  choice:  who  can  wish 
for  more?  Why  should  1 oppress 
others,  to  gratify  myself?  You 
see  what  free-will  enables  one  to 
do;  while  imposition  would  make 
a light  burden  heavy.” 

Her  first  THREE  Morning 
Hours 

Were  generally  passed  in  her 
study,  and  in  her  closet-duties : 
and  were  occasionally  augmented 
by  those  she  saved  from  rest:  and 
in  these  passed  her  epistolary 
amusements. 

TWO  Hours  she  generally  allotted 
to  Domestic  Management. 

These,  at  different  times  of  the 
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day,  as  occasions  required ; all  the 
housekeeper’s  bills,  in  ease  other 
mother , passing  through  her 
hands.  For  she  was  a perfect 
mistress  of  the  four  principal 
rules  of  arithmetic. 

FIVE  Hours  to  her  Needle , 
Drawings , Music , fyc. 

In  these  she  included  the  assis- 
tance and  inspection  she  gave  to 
her  own  servants,  and  to  her 
sister’s  servants,  in  the  needle- 
works required  for  the-family ; for 
her  sister,  as  I have  above  hinted, 
is  a modern.  In  these  she  also  in- 
cluded Dr.  Lewen’s  conversation- 
visits;  with  whom  likewise  she 
held  a correspondence  by  letters. 
That  reverend  gentleman  de- 
lighted himself  and  her  twice  or 
thrice  a week,  if  his  health  per- 
mitted, with  these  visits:  and  she 
always  preferred  his  company  to 
any  other  engagement. 

TWO  Hours  she  allotted  to  her  two 
first  Meals. 

But  if  conversation,  or  the  de- 
sire of  friends , or  the  falling  in  of 
company  or  guests , required  it  to 
be  otherwise , she  never  scrupled 
to  oblige ; and  would  on  such  oc- 
casions borrow , as  she  called  it, 
from  other  distributions.  And  as 
she  found  it  very  hard  not  to  ex- 
ceed in  this  appropriation,  she 
put  down 

ONE  Hour  more  to  Dinner-time 
Conversation, 

To  be  added  or  subtracted,  as 
occasions  offered , or  the  desire  of 
her  friends  required:  and  yet 
found  it  difficult,  as  she  often 


said,  to  keep  this  account  even; 
especially  if  Dr.  Lewen  obliged 
them  with  his  company  at  their 
table:  which,  however,  he  seldom 
did;  for,  being  a valetudinarian, 
and  in  a regimen,  he  generally 
made  his  visits  in  the  afternoon. 

ONE  Hour  to  Visits  to  the  neigh- 
bouring Poor; 

To  a select  number  of  whom, 
and  to  their  children , she  used  to 
give  brief  instructions , and  good 
books : and  as  this  happened  not 
every  day,  and  seldom  above 
twice  a week,  she  had  two  or 
three  hours  at  a time  to  bestow  in 
this  benevolent  employment. 

The  remaining  FOUR  Hours 

Were  occasionally  allotted  to 

3er,  to  conversation,  or  to 
ing  after  supper  to  the  fa- 
mily. This  allotment  she  called 
her  fund,  upon  which  she  used 
to  draw,  to  satisfy  her  other  de- 
bits: and  in  this  she  included 
visits  received  and  returned, 
shows,  spectacles,  &c.  which,  in 
a country-life , not  occurring  every 
day,  she  used  to  think  a great 
allowance,  no  less  than  two  days 
in  six,  for  amusements  only : and 
she  was  wont  to  say,  that  it  was 
hard  if  she  could  not  steal  time 
out  of  this  fund , for  an  excursion 
of  even  two  or  three  days  in  a 
month. 

If  it  be  said,  that  her  relations, 
or  the  young  neighbouring  ladies, 
had  but  little  of  her  time,  it  will 
be  considered , that  besides  these 
four  hours  in  the  twenty-four, 
great  part  of  the  time  she  was  em- 
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ployed  in  her  needle- works , she 
used  to  converse  as  she  worked: 
and  it  was  a custom  she  had  intro- 
duced among  her  acquaintance,  , 
that  the  young  ladies  in  their  j 
visits  used  frequently , in  a neigh- 
bourly way,  (m  the  winter  even- 
ings especially)  to  bring  their 
work  with  them ; and  one  of  half  a 
dozen  of  her  select  acquaintance 
used  by  turns  to  read  to  the  rest 
as  they  were  at  work. 

This  was  her  usual  method 
when  at  her  own  command  for  six 
days  in  the  week. 

The  SEVENTH  DAY. , 

She  kept  as  it  ought  to  be  kept: 
and  as  some  part  of  it  was  fre- 
quently employed  in  works  of) 
mercy,  the  hour  she  allotted  to 
visiting  the  neighbouring  poor 
was  occasionally  supplied  from 
this  day,  and  added  to  her  fund. 

But  L must  observe , that  when 
in  her  grandfather’s  lifetime  she 
was  three  or  four  weeks  at  a time 
his  housekeeper  and  guest,  as 
also  at  either  of  her  uncles,  her 
usual  distribution  of  time  was 
varied:  but  still  she  had  an  eye 
to  it  as  nearly  as  circumstances 
would  admit. 

When  I had  the  happiness  of 
having  her  for  my  guest,  for  a 
fortnight  or  so , she  likewise  dis- 

Sensea  with  her  rules , in  mere  in- 
ulgence  to  my  foibles , and  idler 
habits;  for  I also  (though  I had 
the  benefit  of  an  example  1 so 
much  admired)  am  too  much  of 
a modern.  Yet,  as  to  morning 
risings , I had  corrected  myself  by 
such  a precedent,  in  the  summer- 


time ; and  can  witness  to  the 
benefit  I found  by  it  in  my  health ; 
as  also  to  the  many  useful  things 
) I was  enabled  by  that  means  witn 
ease  and  pleasure  to  perform. 
And  in  her  account-book  I have 
found  this  memorandum  since  her 
ever-to-be  lamented  death;  — 
“From  such  a day  to  such  a day, 
all  holidays,  at  my  dear  Miss 
Howe’s.”  At  her  return : “Account 
resumed , such  a day ,”  naming  it ; 
and  then  she  proceeded  regularly, 
as  before. 

Once  a week  she  used  to  reckon 
with  herself;  when,  if  within  the 
144  hours,  contained  in  the  six 
days,  she  bad  made  her  account 
even,  she  noted  it  accordingly:  if 
otherwise  she  carried  the  debit 
to  the  next  week’B  account;  as 
thus:  debtor  to  the  article  of  bene- 
volent visits,  so  many  hours.  And 
so  of  the  rest. 

But  it  was  always  an  especial 
part  of  her  care,  that  whether 
visiting  or  visited , she  shewed  in 
all  companies  an  entire  ease, 
satisfaction , and  cheerfulness , as 
if  she  kept  no  such  particular  ac- 
count, and  as  if  she  did  not  make 
herself  answerable  to  herself  for 
her  occasional  proceedings. 

This  method,  which  to  others 
will  appear  perplexing  and  un- 
necessary, her  early  hours , and 
custom , had  made  pleasant  and 
easy  to  her. 

And  indeed,  as  I used  to  tell 
her,  greatly  as  I admired  her  in 
all  her  methods , I could  not  bring 
myself  to  this,  might  I have  had 
the  world  for  my  reward. 

1 had  indeed  too  much  im- 
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patience  in  my  temper,  to  observe 
such  a regularity  in  accounting 
between  me  and  myself.  I satis- 
fied myself  in  a lump  account,  as  I 
may  call  it,  if  1 had  nothing 
greatly  wrong  to  reproach  myself 
with,  when  I looked  back  on  a 
past  week,  as  she  had  taught  me 
to  do. 

For  she  used  indulgently  to 
say,  “I  do  not  think  all  I do 
necessary  for  another  to  do : nor 
even  for  myself:  but  when  it  is 
more  pleasant  for  me  to  keep 
such  an  account,  than  to  let  it 
alone , why  may  I not  proceed  in 
my  supererogatories?  — There 
can  be  no  harm  in  it.  It  keeps 
up  my  attention  to  accounts; 
which  one  day  may  be  of  use  to 
me  in  more  material  instances. 
Those  who  will  not  keep  a strict 
account,  seldom  long  keep  any. 
I neglect  not  more  useful  employ- 
ments for  it.  And  it  teaches  me 
to  be  covetous  of  time;  the  only 
thing  of  which  we  can  be  allow- 
ably covetous:  since  we  live  but 
once  in  this  world;  and  when 
gone,  are  gone  from  it  for  ever.” 

She  always  reconciled  the  ne- 
cessity under  which  these  inter- 
ventions, as  she  called  them , laid 
her,  of  now  and  then  breaking 
into  some  of  her  appropriations ; 
saying,  “There  was  good  sense 
and  good  manners  too,  in  the 
common  lesson , when  at  Rome,  do 
as  they  do  at  Rome:  and  that  to  be 
easy  of  persuasion,  in  matters 
where  one  could  oblige  without 
endangering  virtue , or  worthy 
habits,  was  an  apostolical  excel- 
lency; since,  if  a person  con- 


formed with  a view  of  making 
herself  an  interest  in  her  friend’s 
affections,  in  order  to  be  heeded 
in  greater  points,  it  was  imitating 
his  example,  who  became  all  things 
to  all  men,  that  he  might  gain  some  ” 
Nor  is  it  to  be  doubted , had  life 
been  spared  her , that  the  sweet- 
ness of  her  temper,  and  her  cheer- 
ful piety  , would  have  made  virtue 
and  religion  appear  so  lovely, 
that  her  example  would  have  had 
no  small  influence  upon  the  minds 
and  manners  of  those  who  would 
have  had  the  honour  of  con- 
versing with  her. 

0,  Mr.  Belford!  I can  write 
no  further  on  this  subject.  For, 
looking  into  the  account-book 
for  other  particulars , I met  with 
a most  affecting  memorandum; 
which  being  written  on  the  ex- 
treme edge  of  the  paper,  with  a 
fine  pen,  and  in  the  dear  crea- 
ture’s smallest  hand,  I saw  not  be- 
fore. — This  it  is ; written , I sup- 
pose, at  some  calamitous  period 
after  the  day  named  in  it  — help 
me  to  a curse  to  blast  the  monster 
who  gave  occasion  for  it! 

April  10.  The  account  concluded; — 
And  with  it  all  my  worldly  hopes  and 

prospects!!! 

* * * 

I take  up  my  pen;'  but  not  to 
apologize  for  my  execration.  — 
Once  more  I pray  to  God  to 
avenge  me  of  him ! — Me  I say  — 
for  mine  is  the  loss  — hers  the 
gain. 

O , sir ! You  did  not , you  could 
not  know  her,  as  I knew  her! 
Never  was  such  an  excellence!  — 
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So  warm , yet  so  cool  a friend!  — 
So  much  what  I wish  to  be,  but 
never  shall  be!  — For,  alas!  my 
stay,  my  adviser,  my  mouitress, 
my  directress,  is  gone!  for  ever 
gone ! She  honoured  me  with  the 
title  of  the  sister  of  her  heart:  but  I 
was  only  so  in  the  love  I bore  her, 
(a  love  beyond  a sister’s  — in- 
finitely beyond  her  sister’s!)  in 
the  hatred  I have  to  every  mean 
and  sordid  action ; and  in  my  love 
of  virtue:  for  otherwise,  I am  of 
a high  and  haughty  temper,  as  1 
have  acknowledged  heretofore, 
and  very  violent  in  my  passions. 

In  short,  she  was  the  nearest 
erfection  of  any  creature  I ever 
new.  She  never  preached  to  me 
lessons  which  she  practised  not 
herself.  She  lived  the  life  she 
taught.  All  humility , meekness, 
self-accusing,  others  acquitting, 
though  the  shadow  of  the  fault 
was  hardly  hers,  the  substance 
theirs,  whose  only  honour  was 
their  relation  to  her. 

To  lose  such  a friend,  such  a 
guide  — if  ever  my  violence  was 
justifiable,  it  is  upon  this  recollec- 
tion ! For  she  only  lived  to  make 
me  sensible  of  failings,  but  not 
long  enough  to  enable  me  to  con- 
quer them;  as  I was  resolved  to 
endeavour  to  do. 

Once  more  then  let  me  execrate 
— but  now  violence  and  passion 
again  predominate!  — And  how 
can  it  be  otherwise ! 

But  I force  myself  from  the 
subject,  having  lost  the  purpose 
for  which  I resumed  my  pen. 

A.  Howe. 


Clarissa.  IV. 


LETTER  CLXIX. 

Mr.  Lovelaco  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Paris,  Oct.  14. 

— Timor  el  minor 

Scant! unt  eodem  tjuo  dominus;  net/itc 
Deredil  (grata  triremi , el 
Post  equitem  sedet  atra  cura. 

In  a language  so  expressive  as 
the  English , I hate  the  pedantry 
of  tagging  or  prefacing  what  I 
write  with  Latin  scraps;  and  ever 
was  a censurer  of  the  motto- 
mongers  among  our  weekly  and 
daily  scribblers.  But  these  verses 
of  Horace  are  so  applicable  to  my 
case,  that  whether  on  ship-board, 
whether  in  my  post-chaise , or  in 
my  inn  at  night,  I am  not  able  to 
put  them  out  of  my  head.  Dryden 
once,  I thought,  said  well  in  these 
bouncing  lines : 

Man  makes  his  fate  according  to  his 
mind. 

The  weak,  low  spirit  fortune  makes  her 
slave : 

But  she’s  a drudge  when  hector’d  by  the 
brave. 

If  fate  weave  common  thread,  I’ll  change 
the  doom, 

And  with  new  purple  weave  a nobler 
loom. 

And  in  these : 

Let  fortune  empty  her  whole  quiver  on 
me, 

I have  a soul,  that,  like  an  ample  shield, 
Can  take  in  all,  and  verge  enough  for 
more. 

Fate  was  not  mine : nor  am  I fate’s  — 
Souls  know  no  conquerors.  — 

But  in  the  first  quoted  lines, 
considering  them  closely,  there  is 
nothing  but  blustering  absurdity: 
in  the  other,  the  poet  says  not 
truth;  for  conscience  is  the  con- 
queror of  souls:  at  least  it  is  the 
conqueror  of  mine : and  who  ever 
29 
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thought  it  a narrow  one? But 

this  is  occasioned  partly  by  por- 
ing over  the  affecting  will,  and 
posthumous  letter.  What  an 
army  of  texts  has  she  drawn  up  in 
array  against  me  in  the  latter ! — 
But  yet,  Jack , do  they  not  shew 
me,  that  two  or  three  thousand 
years  ago  there  were  as  wicked 
fellows  as  myself?  — They  do  — j 
and  that’s  some  consolation. 

But  the  generosity  of  her  mind, 
displayed  in  both,  is  what  stings 
me  most.  And  the  more  still , as 
it  is  now  out  of  my  power  any  way 
in  the  world  to  be  even  with  her. 

I ought  to  have  written  to  you 
sooner.  But  I loitered  two  days 
at  Calais,  for  an  answer  to  a letter 
I wrote  to  engage  my  former 
travelling  valet,  De  la  Tour;  an 
ingenious,  ready  fellow,  as  you 
have  heard  me  say.  I have  en- 
ed  him,  and  he  is  now  with  me. 
shall  make  no  stay  here;  but, 
intend  for  some  of  the  electoral 
courts.  That  of  Bavaria,  I think, 
will  engage  me  longest.  Perhaps 
I may  step  out  of  my  way  (if  I can 
be  out  of  my  way  any  where)  to 
those  of  Dresden  and  Berlin:  and 
it  is  not  impossible  that  you  may 
have  one  letter  from  meat  Vienna. 
And  then  perhaps  I may  fall  down 
into  Italy  by  the  Tyrol;  and  so, 
taking  Turin  in  my  way,  return 
to  Paris;  where  I hope  to  see 
Mowbray  and  Tourville:  nor  do  I 
despair  of  you. 

This  a good  deal  differs  from 
the  plan  1 gave  you.  But  you 
may  expect  to  hear  from  me  as  I 
move ; and  whether  I shall  pursue 
this  route  or  the  other. 


I have  my  former  lodgings  in 
the  Rue  St.  Antoine : which  1 shall 
hold,  notwithstanding  my  tour: 
so  they  will  be  ready  to  accom- 
modate any  two  of  you,  if  you 
come  hither  before  my  return: 
and  for  this  I have  conditioned. 

I write  to  Charlotte ; and  that  is 
writing  to  all  my  relations  at 
once. 

Do  thou , Jack,  inform  me  duly 
of  every  thing  that  passes.  — Par- 
ticularly , how  thou  proceedest  in 
thy  reformation  - scheme : how 
Mowbray  and  Tourville  go  on  in 
my  absence:  whether  thou  hast 
any  chance  for  a wife  [I  am  the 
more  solicitous  on  this  head,  be- 
cause thou  seemest  to  think , that 
thy  mortification  will  not  be 
complete , nor  thy  reformation  se- 
cure, till  thou  art  shackled] : how 
the  Ilarlowes  proceed  in  their 
penitentials:  if  Miss  Howe  be  mar- 
ried , or  near  being  so:  how  honest 
Doleman  goes  on  with  his  empiric, 
now  he  has  dismissed  his  regulars, 
or  they  him ; and  if  any  likelihood 
of  his  perfect  recovery.  Be  sure 
be  very  minute : for  every  trifling 
occurrence  relating  to  those  we 
value , becomes  interesting , when 
we  are  at  a distance  from  them. 
Finally,  prepare  thou  to  piece  thy 
broken  thread,  if  thou  wouldst 
oblige  thy 

Lovelace. 

LETTER  CLXX. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

London,  Oct.  25. 

I write  , to  shew  you  that  1 am 
incapable  of  slighting  even  the 
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minutest  request  of  an  absent  and 
distant  friend.  Yet  you  may  be- 
lieve, that  there  cannot  be  any 
great  alterations  in  the  little  time 
that  you  have  been  out  of  Eng- 
land, with  respect  to  the  subjects 
of  your  inquiry.  Nevertheless  1 
will  answer  to  each,  for  the  reason 
above  given;  and  for  the  reason 
you  mention,  that  even  trifles  and 
chitchat  are  agreeable  from  friend 
to  friend,  and  of  friends , and  even 
of  those  to  whom  we  give  the  im- 
portance of  deeming  them  our 
foes. 

First,  then,  as  to  my  reforma- 
tion-scheme, as  you  call  it,  I hope 
I go  on  very  well.  I wish  you  had 
entered  upon  the  like , and  could 
say  so  too.  You  would  then  find 
infinitely  more  peace  of  mind,  than 
you  are  likely  ever  otherwise  to  be 
acquainted  with.  When  I look 
back  upon  the  sweep  that  has 
been  made  among  us  in  the  two 
or  three  past  years,  and  forward 
upon  what  may  still  happen,  I 
hardly  think  myself  secure;  though 
of  late  I have  been  guided  by 
other  lights  than  those  of  sense 
and  appetite,  which  have  hurried 
so  many  of  our  confraternity  into 
worldly'  ruin,  if  not  into  eternal 
perdition. 

I am  very  earnest  in  my  wishes 
to  be  admitted  into  the  nuptial 
state.  But  I think  I ought  to  pass 
some  time  as  a probationary , till 
by  steadiness  in  my  good  resolu- 
tions, I can  convince  some  woman, 
whom  I could  love  and  honour, 
and  whose  worthy  example  might 
confirm  my  morals,  that  there  is 
one  libertine  who  had  the  grace  to 
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reform  before  age  or  disease  put 
it  out  of  his  power  to  sin  on. 

The  Harlowes  continue  incon- 
solable; and  I dare  say  will  to  the 
end  of  their  lives. 

Miss  Howe  is  not  yet  manned; 
but  I have  reason  to  think  will 
soon.  I have  the  honour  of  cor- 
responding with  her;  and  the  more 
I know  of  her  the  more  I admire 
the  nobleness  of  her  mind.  She 
must  be  conscious  that  she  is 
superior  to  half  our  sex , and  to 
most  of  her  men ; which  may  make 
her  give  way  to  a temper  naturally 
hasty  and  impatient:  but,  if  she 
meet  with  condescension  in  her 
man,  [and  who  would  not  veil  to  a 
superiority  so  visible , if  it  be  not 
exacted  with  arrogance?]  1 dare 
say  she  will  make  an  excellent 
wife. 

As  to  Doleman , the  poor  man 
goes  on  trying  and  hoping  with 
his  empiric.  1 cannot  but  say, 
that  as  the  latter  is  a sensible  and 
judicious  man,  and  not  rash, 
opinionative,  or  over-sanguine,  I 
have  great  hopes  (little  as  I think 
of  quacks  and  nostrum-mongers 
in  general)  that  he  will  do  him 

good,  if  his  case  will  admit  of  it. 

[y  reasons  are,  that  the  man  pays 
a regular  and  constant  attendance 
upon  him:  watches,  with  his  own 
eye,  every  change  and  new  symp- 
tom of  his  patient’s  malady : varies 
his  applications  as  the  indications 
vary : fetters  not  himself  to  rules 
laid  down  by  the  fathers  of  the 
art , who  lived  many  hundred 
years  ago , when  diseases  and  the 
causes  of  them  were  different,  as 
the  modes  of  living  were  different 
29* 
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from  what  they  are  now,  as  well  as 
climates  and  accidents : that  he  is 
to  have  his  reward,  not  in  daily 
fees;  but  (after  the  first  five 
guineas  for  medicines)  in  propor- 
tion as  the  patient  himself  shall 
find  amendment. 

As  to  Mowbray  and  Tourville, 
what  novelties  can  be  expected  in 
so  short  a time,  from  men  who 
have  not  sense  enough  to  strike 
out  or  pursue  new  lights,  either 
good  or  bad!  Now,  especially, 
that  you  are  gone , who  were  the 
soul  of  all  enterprise,  and  in  par- 
ticular their  soul.  Besides,  I see 
them  but  seldom.  I suppose 
they’ll  be  at  Paris  before  you  can 
return  from  Germany;  for  they 
cannot  live  without  you:  and  you 
gave  them  such  a specimen  of  your 
recovered  volatility,  in  the  last 
evening’s  conversation,  as  equally 
delighted  them,  and  concerned  me. 

I wish , with  all  my  heart , that 
thou  wouldst  bend  thy  course 
towards  the  Pyreneans.  I should 
then  (if  thou  writest  to  thy  cousin 
Montague  an  account  of  what  is 
most  observable  in  thy  tour)  put 
in  for  a copy  of  thy  letters.  1 
wonder  thou  wilt  not;  since  then 
thy  subjects  would  be  as  new  to 
thyself,  as  to  thy 

Bedford. 

LETTER  CLXXI. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Paris,  Oct.  16—27. 

I follow  my  last  of  the  £$th,  on 
occasion  of  a letter  just  now  come 
to  hand  from  Joseph  Leman.  The 
fellow  is  conscience- ridden,  Jack; 


and  tells  me , “ that  he  cannot  rest 
either  day  or  night  for  the  mis- 
chiefs which  he  fears  he  has  been, 
and  may  still  further  be,  the  means 
of  doing.’’  He  wishes,  “if  it 
please  God,  and  if  it  please  me, 
that  he  had  never  seen  my  honour’s 
face.” 

And  what  is  the  cause  of  his 
present  concern,  as  to  his  own 
particular?  What,  but  “the 
slights  and  contempts  which  he  re- 
ceives from  every  one  of  the  Har- 
lowes ; from  those  particularly,  he 
says,  whom  he  has  endeavoured  to 
serve  as  faithfully  as  his  engage- 
ments to  me  would  let  him  serve 
them!  And  I always  made  him 
believe,  he  tells  me,  (poor  weak 
soul  as  he  was  from  Ms  cradle! ) that 
serving  me,  was  serving  both , in 
the  long-run.  But  this,  and  the 
death  of  his  dear  young  lady , is  a 
grief,  he  declares,  that  he  shall 
never  claw  off , were  he  to  live  to 
the  age  of  Matthew-Salem:  althof 
and  howsomever , he  is  sure,  that  he 
shall  not  live  a month  to  an  end: 
being  strangely  pined,  and  his 
stomach  nothing  like  what  it  was: 
and  Mrs.  Betty  being  also  (now 
she  has  got  his  love)  very  cross  and 
slighting:  but,  thank  his  God  for 
punishing  her!  she  is  in  a poor 
way  hersell. 

“But  the  chief  occasion  of 
troubling  my  honour  now,  is  not 
his  own  griefs  only , althof  they 
are  very  great;  but  to  prevent 
further  mischiefs  to  me:  for  he 
can  assure  me , th  at  Colonel  Mor  den 
has  set  out  from  them  all  with  a 
full  resolution  to  have  his  will  of 
me:  and  he  is  well  assured,  that  he 
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said,  and  swore  to  it,  as  how  he 
was  resolved  that  he  would  either 
have  my  honour’s  heart’s-blood, 
or  I should  have  his ; or  some  such- 
like sad  threatenings:  and  that  all 
the  family  rejoice  in  it,  and  hope 
I shall  come  short  home." 

This  is  the  substance  of  Joseph’s 
letter,  and  I have  one  from  Mow- 
bray, which  has  a hint  to  the  same 
effect.  And  1 recollect  now , that 
you  were  very  importunate  with 
me  to  go  to  Madrid,  rather  than 
to  France  and  Italy,  the  last 
evening  we  passed  together. 

What  I desire  of  you,  is,  by  the 
first  dispatch , to  let  me  faithfully 
know  all  that  you  know  on  this 
head. 

I can’t  bear  to  be  threatened, 
Jack.  Nor  shall  any  man,  un- 
questioned, give  himself  airs  in 
my  absence,  if  I know  it,  that  shall 
make  me  look  mean  in  any  body’s 
eyes:  that  shall  give  my  friends 
pain  for  me  : that  shall  put  them 
upon  wishing  me  to  change  my  in- 
tentions, or  my  plan,  to  avoid  him. 
Upon  such  despicable  terms  as 
these , think  you  that  I could  bear 
to  live? 

But  why,  if  such  were  his  pur- 
pose, did  he  not  let  me  know  it 
before  I left  England?  Was  he 
unable  to  work  himself  up  to  a 
resolution , till  he  knew  me  to  be 
out  of  the  kingdom? 

As  soon  as  I can  inform  myself 
where  to  direct  to  him,  I will  write 
to  know  his  purpose : for  I cannot 
bear  suspense  in  such  a case  as 
this : that  solemn  act,  were  it  even 
to  be  marriage  or  hanging , which 
must  be  done  to-morrow,  I had 


rather  should  be  done  to-day.  My 
mind  tires  and  sickens  with  impa- 
tience on  ruminating  upon  scenes 
that  can  neither  afford  variety  nor 
certainty.  To  dwell  twenty  days 
in  expectation  of  an  event  that 
may  be  decided  in  a quarter  of  an 
hour,  is  grievous. 

If  he  come  to  Paris , although  I 
should  be  on  my  tour,  he  will  very 
easily  find  out  my  lodgings:  for  I 
every  day  see  some  or  other  of  my 
countrymen,  and  divers  of  them 
have  1 entertained  here . I go  fre- 
quently to  the  opera  and  to  the 
play,  and  appear  at  court,  and  at 
all  public  places.  And,  on  my 
quitting  this  city,  will  leave  a 
direction  whither  my  letters  from 
England,  or  elsewhere,  shall  from 
time  to  time  be  forwarded. 

Were  I sure,  that  his  intention 
is  what  Joseph  Leman  tells  me  it 
is,  I would  stay  here,  or  shorten 
his  course  to  me,  let  him  be  where 
he  would. 

I cannot  get  off  my  regrets  on 
account  of  this  dear  lady  for  the 
blood  of  me.  If  the  colonel  and 
I are  to  meet , as  he  has  done  me 
no  injury,  and  loves  the  memory 
of  his  cousin,  we  shall  engage 
with  the  same  sentiments , as  to 
the  object  of  our  dispute;  and 
that , you  know , is  no  very  com- 
mon case. 

In  short,  I am  as  much  con- 
vinced that  I have  done  wrong,  as 
he  can  be ; and  regret  it  as  much. 
But  I will  not  bear  to  be  threatened 
by  any  man  in  the  world,  however 
conscious  I may  be  of  having  de- 
served blame. 

Adieu,  Belfordl  Be  sincere 
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with  me.  No  palliation,  as  thou 
valuest  thy 

Lovelace. 

LETTER  CLXXH. 

Mr.  Belford  to  Robert  Lovelace,  Esq. 

London,  Oct.  26. 

I cannot  think , my  dear  Love- 
lace, that  Colonel  Morden  has 
either  threatened  you  in  those 
gross  terms  mentioned  by  the  vile, 
hypocritical,  and  ignorant  Joseph 
Leman , or  intends  to  follow  you. 
They  are  the  words  of  people  of 
that  fellow’s  class ; and  not  of  a 

gentleman : not  of  Colonel  Mor- 
en,  I am  sure.  You’ll  observe, 
that  Joseph  pretends  not  to  say 
that  he  heard  him  speak  them. 

I have  been  very  solicitous  to 
sound  the  colonel , for  your  sake, 
and  for  his  own,  and  for  the  sake 
of  the  injunctions  of  the  excellent 
lady  to  me , as  well  as  to  him , on 
that  subject.  He  is  (and  you  will 
not  wonder  that  he  should  be)  ex- 
tremely affected;  and  owns  that 
he  has  expressed  himself  in  terms 
of  resentment  on  the  occasion. 
Once  he  said  to  me,  that  had  his 
beloved  cousin’s  case  been  that  of 
a common  seduction,  her  own  cre- 
dulity or  weakness  contributing 
to  her  fall ; he  could  have  forgiven 
you.  But,  in  so  many  words,  he 
assured  me,  that  he  had  not  taken 
any  resolutions;  nor  had  he  de- 
clared himself  to  the  family  in 
such  a way  as  should  bind  him  to 
resent:  on  the  contrary,  he  has 
owned,  that  his  cousin’s  injunc- 
tions have  hitherto  had  the  force 


upon  him  which  I could  wish  they 
should  have. 

He  went  abroad  in  a week  after 
you.  When  he  took  his  leave 
of  me,  he  told  me,  that  his  design 
was  to  go  to  Florence;  and  that 
he  would  settle  his  affairs  there; 
and  then  return  to  England,  and 
here  pass  the  remainder  of  his 
days. 

1 was  indeed  apprehensive,  that 
if  you  and  he  were  to  meet,  some- 
thing unhappy  might  fall  out: 
and  as  I knew  that  you  proposed 
to  take  Italy,  and  very  likely  Flo- 
rence, in  your  return  to  France,  I 
was  very  solicitous  to  prevail  upon 
you  to  take  the  court  of  Spain 
into  your  plan.  I am  still  so.  And 
if  you  are  not  to  be  prevailed  upon 
to  do  that,  let  me  intreat  you  to 
avoid  Florence  or  Leghorn  in 
your  return,  since  you  have  vi- 
sited both  heretofore.  At  least, 
let  not  the  proposal  of  a meeting 
come  from  you. 

It  would  be  matter  of  serious  re- 
flection to  me , if  the  very  fellow, 
this  Joseph  Leman , who  gave  you 
such  an  opportunity  to  turn  all 
the  artillery  of  his  masters  against 
themselves , and  to  play  them 
upon  one  another,  to  favour  your 
plotting  purposes,  should  be  the 
instrument,  in  the  devil’s  hand, 
(unwittingly  too)  to  avenge  them 
all  upon  you:  for  should  you  even 
get  the  better  of  the  colonel, 
would  the  mischief  end  there  ? — 
It  would  but  add  remorse  to  your 
present  remorse;  since  the  inter- 
view must  end  in  death;  for  he 
would  not,  I am  confident,  take 
his  life  at  your  hand.  The  Har- 
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lowes  would,  moreover,  prosecute 
you  in  a legal  way.  You  hate 
them ; and  they  would  be  gainers 
by  hut  death:  rejoieers  in  yours  — 
and  have  you  not  done  mischief 
enough  already? 

Let  me  therefore  ( and  through 
me  all  your  friends)  have  the 
satisfaction  to  hear,  that  you  are 
resolved  to  avoid  this  gentleman. 
Time  will  subdue  all  things.  No- 
body doubts  your  bravery.  Nor 
will  it  be  known , that  your  plan 
is  changed  through  persuasion. 

Young  Harlowe  talks  of  calling 
you  to  account.  This  is  a plain 
evidence,  that  Mr.  Mordeu  has 
not  taken  the  quarrel  upon  him- 
self for  their  family. 

1 am  in  no  apprehension  of  any 
body  but  Colonel  Morden.  I know 
it  will  not  be  a means  to  prevail 
upon  you  to  oblige  me,  if  I say, 
that  1 am  well  assured,  that  this 
gentleman  is  a skilful  swordsman; 
and  that  he  is  as  cool  and  sedate 
as  skilful.  But  yet  I will  add, 
that  if  I had  a value  for  my  life, 
he  should  be  the  last  man , except 
yourself,  with  whom  I would 
choose  to  have  a contention. 

I have , as  you  required , been 
very  candid  and  sincere  with  you. 
I have  not  aimed  at  palliation. 
If  you  seek  not  Colonel  Morden, 
it  is  my  opinion  he  will  not  seek 
you:  for  he  is  a man  of  principle. 
But  if  you  seek  him , I believe  he 
will  not  shun  you. 

Let  mere-urge,  [it  is  the  effect 
of  my  love  for  you!)  that  you 
know  your  own  guilt  in  this  affair, 
and  should  not  be  again  an  ag- 
gresBor.  It  would  be  a pity,  that 


so  brave  a man  as  the  colonel 
should  drop , were  you  and  he  to 
meet : and , on  the  other  hand , it 
would  be  dreadful,  that  you 
should  be  sent  to  your  account 
unprepared  for  it,  and  pursuing  a 
fresh  violence.  Moreover,  seest 
thou  not,  in  the  deaths  of  two  of 
thy  principal  agents,  the  hand 
writing  upon  the  wall  against  thee. 

My  zeal  on  this  occasion  may 
make  me  guilty  of  repetition.  In- 
deed I know  not  how  to  quit  the 
subject.  But  if  what  1 have  written, 
added  to  your  own  remorse  and 
consciousness,  cannot  prevail,  all 
that  I might  further  urge  would 
be  ineffectual. 

Adieu , therefore ! Mayst  thou 
repent  of  the  past!  and  may  no 
new  violences  add  to  thy  heavy 
reflections,  and  overwhelm  thy 
future  hopes!  are  the  wishes  of 
Thy  true  friend, 

John  Belfokd. 

LETTER  CLXXIH. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

Munich,  Nov.  11—22. 

I received  yours  this  moment, 
just  as  I was  setting  out  for 
Vienna. 

As  to  going  to  Madrid , or  one 
single  step  out  of  the  way  to  avoid 
Colonel  Morden,  let  me  perish 
if  I do!  — You  cannot  think  me 
so  mean  a wretch. 

And  so  you  own,  that  he  has 
threatened  me;  but  not  in  gross 
and  ungentlemanly  terms,  you 
say.  If  he  has  threatened  me  like 
a gentleman,  I will  resent  his 
threats  like  a gentleman.  But  he 
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has  not  done  as  a man  of  honour, 
if  he  has  threatened  at  all  behind 
my  back.  I would  scorn  to  threaten 
any  man  to  whom  I knew  how  to 
address  myself,  either  personally, 
or  by  pen  and  ink. 

As  to  what  you  mention  of  my 
guilt;  of  the  hand-writing  on  the 
wall;  of  a legal  prosecution,  if  he 
meet  his  fate  from  my  hand;  of 
his  skill,  coolness,  courage,  and 
such -like  poltroon  stuft;  what 
can  you  mean  by  it?  Surely  you 
cannot  believe,  that  such  insinua- 
tions as  those  will  weaken  either 
my  hands  or  my  heart. — No  more 
of  this  sort  of  nonsense , I beseech 
you,  in  any  of  your  future  letters. 

He  had  not  taken  any  resolu- 
tions, you  say,  when  you  saw  him. 
He  must  and  will  take  resolutions, 
one  way  or  other,  very  quickly ; 
for  I wrote  to  him  yesterday  with- 
out waiting  for  this  your  answer 
to  my  last.  I could  not  avoid  it. 
I could  not  (as  I told  you  in  that) 
live  in  suspense.  1 have  directed 
my  letter  to  Florence.  Nor  could 
I suffer  my  friends  to  live  in  sus- 
pense as  to  my  safety.  But  I have 
couched  it  in  such  moderate  terms, 
that  he  has  fairly  his  option.  He 
will  be  the  challenger,  if  he  take 
it  in  the  sense  in  which  he  may  so 
handsomely  avoid  taking  it.  And 
if  he  does,  it  will  demonstrate, 
that  malice  and  revenge  were  the 
predominant  passions  with  him ; 
and  that  he  was  determined  but 
to  settle  his  affairs , and  then  take 
his  resolutions , as  you  phrase  it. — 
Yet,  if  we  are  to  meet,  [for  I know 
what  my  option  would  be,  in  his 
case , on  such  a letter , complaisant 


as  it  is]  I wish  he  had  a worse , I a 
better  cause.  It  would  be  a sweet 
revenge  to  him , were  I to  fall  by 
his  hand.  But  what  should  I be 
the  better  for  killing  him? 

I will  inclose  the  copy  of  the 
letter  I sent  him. 

* .*  * 

On  re-perusing  yours  in  a cooler 
moment,  I cannot  but  thank  you 
for  your  friendly  love,  and  good 
intentions.  My  value  for  you, 
from  the  first  hour  of  our  ac- 
quaintance till  now , I have  never 
found  misplaced;  regarding  at 
least  your  intention:  thou  must, 
however,  own  a good  deal  of 
blunder  of  the  over-do  and  under- 
do kind , with  respect  to  the  part 
thou  actedst  between  me  and  the 
beloved  of  my  heart.  But  thou 
art  really  an  honest  fellow,  and  a 
sincere  and  warm  friend.  I could 
almost  wish  I had  not  written  to 
Florence  till  I had  received  thy 
letter  now  before  me.  But  it  is 
gone.  Let  it  go.  If  he  wish 
peace,  and  to  avoid  violence , he 
will  have  a fair  opportunity  to 
embrace  the  one,  and  shun  the 
other.  — If  not  — he  must  take 
his  fate. 

But  be  this  as  it  may,  you  may 
contrive  to  let  young  Harlowe 
know,  [he  is  a meuaeer,  too !]  that 
I shall  be  in  England  in  March 
next  at  farthest. 

This  of  Bavaria  is  a gallant  and 
polite  court.  Nevertheless,  being 
uncertain  whether  my  letter  may 
meet  with  the  colonel  at  Florence, 
I shall  quit  it , and  set  out , as  I 
intended,  for  Vienna;  taking  care 
to  have  any  letter  or  message  from 
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him  conveyed  to  me  there:  which 
will  soon  brine  me  back  hither,  or 
to  any  other  place  to  which  I shall 
be  invited. 

As  I write  to  Charlotte  I have 
nothing  more  to  add , after  com- 
pliments to  all  friends,  than  that 
I am  Wholly  yours, 

Lovelace. 


MR.  LOVELACE  TO  WILLIAM  MORDEN, 
ESQ. 

[inclosed  in  the  above-] 
sir,  Munich,  Nov.  10 — 21. 

I have  heard  with  a great  deal 
of  surprise,  that  you  have  thought 
fit  to  throw  out  some  menacing 
expressions  against  me. 

I should  have  been  very  glad, 
that  you  had  thought  I had  punish- 
ment enough  in  my  own  mind , for 
the  wrongs  I have  done  to  the 
most  excellent  of  women;  and  that 
it  had  been  possible  for  two  per- 
sons so  ardently  joining  in  one 
love  (especially  as  I was  desirous, 
to  the  utmost  of  my  power,  to 
repair  those  wrongs)  to  have  lived, 
if  not  on  amicable  terms,  in  such 
a way,  as  not  to  put  either  to  the 
pain  of  hearing  of  threatenings 
thrown  out  in  absence,  which 
either  ought  to  be  despised  for,  if 
he  had  not  spirit  to  take  notice  of 
them. 

Now,  sir,  if  what  I have  heard 
be  owing  only  to  warmth  of  temper, 
or  to  sudden  passion,  while  the 
loss  of  all  other  losses , the  most 
deplorable  to  me,  was  recent,  I 
not  only  excuse,  but  commend  you 
for  it.  But  if  you  are  really  de- 
termined to  meet  me  on  any  other 


account,  [which,  I own  to  you,  is 
not  however  what  I wish]  it  would 
be  very  blameable,  and  very  un- 
worthy of  the  character  I desire  to 
maintain,  as  well  with  you  as  with 
every  other  gentleman,  to  give 
you  a difficulty  in  doing  it 

Being  uncertain  when  thiqletter 
may  meet  you , I shall  set  out  to- 
morrow for  Vienna;  where  any 
letter  directed  to  the  post-house 
in  that  city,  or  to  Baron  Windis- 

f rat’s,  (at  the  Favourita)  to  whom 
have  commendations,  will  come 
to  hand. 

Meantime , believing  you  to  be 
a man  too  generous  to  make  a 
wrong  construction  of  what  I am 
going  to  declare,  and  knowing  the 
value  which  the  dearest  or  all 
creatures  had  for  you,  and  your 
relation  to  her,  I will  not  scruple 
to  assure  you,  that  the  most  ac- 
ceptable return  will  be,  that  Colo- 
nel Morden  chooses  to  be  upon  an 
amicable,  rather  than  upon  any 
other  footing,  with 
His  sincere  admirer,  and  humble 
servant,  R.  Lovelace. 


LETTER  CLXXIV. 


Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 


I am  now  on  my  way  to  Trent, 
in  order  to  meet  Colonel  Morden, 
in  pursuance  of  his  answer  to  my 
letter  inclosed  in  my  last.  I had 
been  at  Presburg,  and  had  in- 
tended to  visit  some  other  cities  of 
Hungary : but  having  obliged  my- 
self to  return  first  to  Vienna,  I 
there  met  with  his  letter:  which 
follows. 
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sib,  Munich,  [gee.2*; 

Youit  letter  was  at  Florence  four 
days  before  I arrived  there. 

That  I might  not  appear  un- 
worthy of  your  favour,  I set  out 
for  this  city  the  very  next  morning.  | 
I knew  not  but  that  the  politeness 
of  this  court  might  have  engaged, 
beyond  his  intention,  a gentleman 
who  has  only  his  pleasure  to  pur- 
sue. 

But  being  disappointed  in  my 
hope  of  finding  you  here,  it  be- 
comes me  to  acquaint  you,  that  I 
have  such  a desire  to  stand  well  in 
the  opinion  of  a man  of  your  spirit, 
that  I cannot  hesitate  a moment 
upon  the  option , which  I am  sure 
Mr.  Lovelace,  in  my  situation, 
(thus  called  upon)  would  make. 

I own,  sir,  that  I have,  on  all 
occasions , spoken  of  your  treat- 
ment of  my  ever-dear  cousin  as  it 
deserved.  It  would  have  been 
very  surprising  if  I had  not.  And 
it  behoves  me  (now  you  have  given 
me  so  noble  an  opportunity  of  ex-  j 
plaining  myself)  to  convince  you, 
that  no  words  fell  from  my  lips , of 
you,  merely  because  you  were 
absent.  I acquaint  you,  there- 
fore , that  I will  attend  your  ap- 
pointment ; and  would , were  it  to 
the  farthest  part  of  the  globe. 

I shall  stay  some  days  at  this 
court;  and  if  you  please  to  direct 
for  me  at  M.  Klienfurt’s  in  this 
city,  whether  I remain  here  or  not, 
your  commands  will  come  safely 
and  speedily  to  the  hands  of,  sir, 
Your  most  humble  servant, 

Wm.  Mobdjbn. 


So  you  see,  Belford,  that  the  colo- 
nel, by  his  ready,  his  even  eagerly 
expressed , acceptance  of  the 
oftered  interview,  was  determined. 
And  is  it  not  much  better  to  bring 
such  a point  as  this  to  an  issue, 
than  to  give  pain  to  friends  for  my 
safety,  or  continue  in  suspense 
myself;  as  I must  do,  if  I imagined 
that  another  had  aught  against 
me? 

This  was  my  reply : 

sir,  Vienna, 

I have  this  moment  the  favour 
of  yours.  I will  suspend  a tour  I 
was  going  to  take  into  Hungary, 
and  instantly  set  out  for  Munich: 
and , if  I find  you  not  there , will 
proceed  to  Trent.  This  city, 
being  on  the  confines  of  Italy,  will 
be  most  convenient,  as  I presume, 
to  you,  in  your  return  to  Tuscany ; 
and  I shall  hope  to  meet  you  in  it 
on  T*4  of  December. 

I shall  bring  with  me  only  a 
French  valet  and  an  English  foot- 
man. Other  particulars  may  be 
adjusted  when  1 have  the  honour 
to  see  you.  Till  when, 

I am,  sir, 

Your  most  obedient  servant, 

II.  Lovelacb. 

Now,  Jack,  I have  no  manner  of 
apprehension  of  the  event  of  this 
meeting.  And  I think  I may  say, 
he  seeks  me;  not  I him.  And  so 
let  him  take  the  consequence. 

What  is  infinitely  nearer  to  my 
heart  is,  my  ingratitude  to  the 
most  excellent  of  women  — My 
premeditated  ingratitude!  — Yet 
all  the  while  enabled  to  distinguish 
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and  adore  her  excellencies,  in  spite 
of  the  mean  opinion  of  the  sex 
which  I had  imbibed  from  early 
mauhood. 

But  this  lady  has  asserted  the 
worthiness  of  her  sex,  and  most 
gloriously  has  she  exalted  it  with 
me  now.  Yet  surely,  as  I have 
said  and  written  an  hundred  times, 
there  cannot  be  such  another  wo- 
man. 

But  as  my  loss  in  her  departure 
is  the  greatest  of  any  man’s , and 
as  she  was  nearer  to  me  than  to 
any  other  person  in  the  world,  and 
once  she  herself  wished  to  be  so, 
what  an  insolence  in  any  man 
breathing  to  pretend  to  avenge 
her  on  me!  — Happy!  happy! 
thrice  happy ! had  I known  how  to 
value,  as  1 ought  to  have  valued, 
the  glory  of  such  a preference ! 

I will  aggravate  to  myself  this 
aggravation  of  the  colonel’s  pre- 
tending to  call  me  to  account  for 
my  treatment  of  a lady  so  much 
my  oxen,  lest,  in  the  approaching 
interview , my  heart  should  relent 
for  one  so  nearly  related  to  her, 
and  who  means  honour  and  justice 
to  her  memory,  and  I should 
thereby  give  him  advantages 
which  otherwise  he  cannot  have. 
For  1 know  that  I shall  be  inclined 
to  trust  to  my  skill , to  save  a man 
who  was  so  much  and  so  justly 
valued  by  her;  and  shall  be  loth  to 
give  way  to  my  resentment,  as  a 
threatened  man.  And  in  this  re- 
spect only  I am  sorry  for  his  skill, 
and  his  courage,  lest  I should  be 
obliged,  in  my  own  defence,  to  add 
a chalk  to  a score  that  is  already 
too  long. 


* * * 

Indeed,  indeed,  Belford,Iam, 
and  shall  be,  to  my  latest  hour, 
the  most  miserable  of  beings. 
Such  exalted  generosity!  — why 
didst  thou  put  into  my  craving 
hands  the  copy  of  her  will  ? Why 
sentest  thou  to  me  the  posthumous 
letter?  — What  though  I was 
earnest  to  see  the  will?  Thou 
kuewest  what  they  both  weref/did 
not] ; and  that  it  would  be  cruel  to 
oblige  me. 

The  meeting  of  twenty  Colonel 
Morden’s,  were  there  twenty  to 
meet  in  turn,  would  be  nothing  to 
me,  would  not  give  me  a moment’s 
concern , as  to  my  own  safety : but 
my  reflections  upon  my  vile  in- 
gratitude to  so  superior  au  excel- 
lence will  ever  be  ray  curse. 

Had  she  been  a Miss  Howe  to 
me,  and  treated  me  as  if  I were  au 
Hickman , I had  had  a call  for  re- 
venge; and  policy  (when  1 had 
intended  to  be  an  husband)  might 
have  justified  my  attempts  to 
humble  her.  But  a meek  and  gentle 
temper  was  hers,  though  a true, 
heroine,  whenever  honour  or  virtue 
called  for  an  exertion  of  spirit. 

Nothing  but  my  cursed  devices 
stood  in  the  way  of  my  happiness. 
Rememberest  thou  not,  now  re- 
peatedly, from  the  first,  I poured 
cold  water  upon  her  rising  flame, 
by  meanly  and  ungratefully  turn- 
ing upon  her  the  injunctions,  which 
mrgin  delicacy,  and  filial  duty,  in- 
duced her  to  lay  me  under  before 
I got  her  into  my  power?* 

* See  Vol.  II.  p.  43.  See  also  Letter 
xlii.  xli.  xlii.  of  that  Volume,  and  many 
other  places. 
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Did  she  not  tell  me , and  did  I 
not  know  it,  if  she  had  not  told  me, 
that  she  could  not  be  guilty  of  affec- 
tation or  tyranny  to  the  man  whom 
she  intended  to  marry  f*  I knew, 
as  she  once  upbraided  me,  that 
from  the  time  1 had  got  her  from 
her  father’s  house,  1 had  a plain 
path  before  me.**  True  did  she 
say,  and  I triumphed  in  the  dis- 
covery, that  from  that  time  Iliad 
held  her  soul  in  suspense  an  hundred 
times.***  My  ipecacuanha  trial 
alone  was  enough  to  convince  an 
infidel,  that  she  had  a mind  in 
which  love  and  tenderness  would 
have  presided,  had  I permitted 
the  charming  buds  to  put  forth 
and  blow,  j- 

She  would  have  had  no  reserve,  as 
once  she  told  me,  had  I not  given 
her  cause  of  doubt,  And  did 
she  not  own  to  thee , that  once  she 
could  have  loved  me;  and,  could  she 
have  made  me, good,  would  have  made 
mehappyf'fff  0,  Belford!  here  was 
love ; a love  of  the  noblest  kind ! 
A love,  as  she  hints  in  her  post- 

* See  Vol.  III.  p.  122.  — It  may  be 
observed  further,  that  all  Clarissa’s  oc- 
casional lectures  to  Miss  Howe , on  that 
young  lady’s  treatment  to  Mr.  Hickman, 
prove,  that  sho  was  herself  above  af- 
fectation and  tyranny.  — See  more  par- 
ticularly the  advice  she  gives  to  that 
friend  of  her  heart,  Letter  Ixxiv.  of  this 
Vol.  — “O  my  dear,”  says  she  in  that 
letter,  p.  173,  “that  it  bad  been  mj  lot 
(as  I was  not  permitted  to  live  single)  to 
have  met  with  a man  by  whom  I could 
have  acted  generously  and  unreserved- 
ly!” &c.  &c. 

**  Sec  Vol.  III.  p.  85,  118. 

***  See  Vol.  III.  p.  124. 
f See  Vol.  II.  Letters  cxv.  cxvi. 

tt  See  Vol.  III.  p.140. 
ttt  See  Letter  cvi.  of  this  Vol. 


Mimous  letter*,  that  extended  to 
the  soul : and  which  she  not  only 
avowed  in  her  dying  hours,  but 
contrived  to  let  me  know  it  after 
death,  in  that  letter  filled  with 
warnings  and  exhortations,  which 
had  for  their  sole  end  my  eternal 
welfare ! 

The  cursed  women,  indeed,  en- 
deavoured to  excite  my  vengeance 
and  my  pride,  by  preaching  to 
me  eternally  her  doubts,  her  want 
of  love , and  her  contempt  of  me. 
And  my  pride  was , at  times,  too 
much  excited  by  their  vile  in- 
sinuations. But  had  it  even  been 
as  they  said;  well  might  she,  who 
had  been  used  to  be  courted  and 
admired  by  every  desiring  eye, 
and  worshipped  by  every  respect- 
ful heart  — well  might  such  a 
woman  be  allowed  to  draw  back, 
when  she  found  herself  kept  in 
suspense  as  to  the  great  question  of 
all,  by  a designing  and  intriguing 
spirit;  pretending  awe  and  dis- 
tance, as  reasons  for  reining-in  a 
fervour,  which,  if  real,  cannot  be 
reined  in  — Divine  creature ! her 
very  doubts,  her  reserves  (so 
justly  doubting)  would  have  been 
my  assurance,  and  my  glory!  — 
And  what  other  trial  needed  her 
virtue!  — What  other  needed  a 
purity  so  angelic  (blessed  with 
such  a command  of  her  passions  in 
the  bloom  of  youth)  had  1 not  been 
a villain  — and  a wanton,  a con- 
ceited , a proud  fool,  as  well  as  a 
villain? 

These  reflections,  sharpened 
rather  than  their  edge  by  time 

* See  p.  382-  384,  of  this  Vol. 
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rebated , accompany  me  in  what- 
ever I do , and  wherever  I go ; and 
mingle  with  all  my  diversions  and 
amusements.  And  yet  I go  into 
ay  and  splendid  company.  I 
ave  made  new  acquaintance  in 
the  different  courts  1 have  visited. 
I am  both  esteemed  and  sought 
after,  by  persons  of  rank  and 
merit.  I visit  the  colleges,  the 
churches,  the  palaces.  I frequent 
the  theatre:  am  present  at  every 
public  exhibition ; and  see  all  that 
is  worth  seeing,  that  1 had  not 
seen  before , in  the  cabinets  of  the 
curious:  am  sometimes  admitted 
to  the  toilette  of  an  eminent  toast, 
and  make  one  with  distinction  at 
the  assemblies  of  others  — yet 
can  think  of  nothing,  nor  of  any 
body,  with  delight,  but  of  my 
Clarissa.  Nor  have  I seen  one 
woman  with  advantage  to  herself, 
but  as  she  resembles , in  stature, 
air,  complexion,  voice,  or  in  some 
feature,  that  charmer,  that  only 
charmer  of  my  soul. 

What  greater  punishment,  than 
to  have  these  astonishing  perfec- 
tions, which  she  was  mistress  of, 
strike  my  remembrance  with  such 
force,  when  I have  nothing  left 
me,  but  the  remorse  of  having  de- 
prived myself  and  the  world  of 
such  a blessing?  Now  and  then, 
indeed , am  I capable  of  a gleam 
of  comfort , arising  (not  ungener- 
ously) from  the  moral  certainty 
which  I have  of  her  everlasting 
happiness,  in  spite  of  all  the 
machinations  and  devices  which  I 
set  on  foot  to  ensnare  her  virtue, 
and  bring  down  so  pure  a mind  to 
my  own  level. 


For  can  I be , at  worst , [avert  that  worst , 
O thou  Supreme,  who  only  canat  avert 
it!] 

So  ruuch  a wretch,  so  very  far  abandon'd, 
But  that  I must,  even  in  the  horrid’st 
gloom, 

Reap  intervenient  joy,  at  least  some  re- 
spite 

From  pain  and  anguish,  in  her  bliss  — 

* * * 

If  I find  myself  thus  miserable 
abroad,  I will  soon  return  to 
England,  and  follow  your  ex- 
ample , I think  — turn  hermit , or 
some  plaguy  thing  or  other,  and 
see  what  a constant  course  of 
penitence  and  mortification  will 
do  for  me.  There  is  no  living  at 
this  rate,  d — n me  if  there  be ! 

If  any  mishap  should  befal  me, 
you’ll  have  the  particulars  of  it 
from  De  la  Tour.  He  indeed 
knows  but  little  of  English : but 
every  modern  tongue  is  yours. 
He  is  a trusty  and  ingenious 
fellow:  and,  if  any  thing  happen, 
will  have  some  other  papers, 
which  Ishallhave ready  sealed  up, 
for  you  to  transmit  to  Lord  M. 
And  since  thou  art  so  expert 
and  so  ready  at  executorships, 
pr’y  thee , Belford , accept  of  the 
office  for  me , as  well  as  for  my 
Clarissa  — Clarissa  Lovelace  let 
me  call  her. 

By  all  that’s  good,  I am  be- 
witched to  her  memory.  Her 
very  name , with  mine  joined  to  it, 
ravishes  my  soul , and  is  more  de- 
lightful to  me  than  the  sweetest 
music. 

Had  I carried  her  [I  must  still 
recriminate]  to  any  other  place 
than  that  accursed  woman’s  — 
for  the  potion  was  her  invention 
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and  mixture;  and  all  the  per- 
aisted-in  violence  was  at  her  in- 
stigation, and  at  that  of  her 
wretched  daughters,  who  have  now 
amply  revenged  upon  me  their  men 
ruin,  which  they  lag  at  my  dour  — 

But  this  looks  so  like  the  con- 
fession of  a thief  at  the  gallows, 
that  possibly  thou  wilt  be  apt  to 
think  I am  intimidated  in  pro- 
spect of  the  approaching  inter- 
view. But  far  otherwise.  On  the 
contrary,  most  cheerfully  do  I go 
to  meet  the  colonel;  and  1 would 
tear  my  heart  out  of  my  breast 
with  my  own  hands,  were  it 
capable  of  fear  or  concern  on  that 
account. 

Thus  much  only  I know,  that  if 
I should  kill  him,  [which  I will 
not  do , if  I can  help  it]  1 shall  be 
far  from  being  easy  in  my  mind: 
that  shall  I never  more  be.  But 
as  the  meeting  is  evidently  of  his 
own  seeking,  against  an  option 
fairly  given  to  the  contraiy , and 
I cannot  avoid  it,  I’ll  think  of 
that  hereafter.  It  is  but  repent- 
ing and  mortifying  for  all  at 
once : for  1 am  as  sure  of  victory, 
as  I am  that  I now  live,  let  him 
be  ever  so  skilful  a swordsman; 
since , besides  that  1 am  no  (un- 
fleshed novice,  this  is  a sport, 
that,  when  provoked  to  it,  llove 
as  well  as  my  food.  And , more- 
over, 1 shall  be  as  calm  and  un- 
disturbed as  the  bishop  at  his 
prayers:  while,  he,  as  is  evident 
by  his  letter,  must  be  actuated  by 
revenge  and  passion. 

Doubt  not,  therefore,  Jack, 
that  I shall  give  a good  account 


of  this  affair.  Meantime,  I re- 
main, 

Yours  most  affectionately,  $r. 

Lovelace. 

LETTER  CLXXV. 

Mr.  Lovelace  to  John  Belford,  Esq. 

, Trent,  Dec.  3—14. 

To-morrow  is  to  be  the  day 
that  will,  in  all  probability , send 
either  one  or  two  ghosts  to  attend 
the  manes  of  my  Clarissa. 

I arrived  here  yesterday;  aud 
inquiring  for  an  English  gen- 
tleman of  the  name  of  Moraen, 
soon  found  out  the  colonel’s 
lodgings.  He  had  been  in  town 
two  days;  and  left  his  name  at 
every  probable  place. 

He  was  gone  to  ride  out;  and  I 
left  my  name,  and  where  to  be 
found:  and  in  the  evening  he 
made  me  a visit. 

He  was  plaguy  gloomy.  That 
was  not  I.  But  yet  he  told  me, 
that  I had  acted  like  a man  of 
true  spirit  in  my  first  letter;  and 
with  honour,  in  giving  him  so 
readily  this  meeting.  lie  wished 
I had  in  other  respects;  aud  then 
we  might  have  seen  each  other 
upon  better  terms  than  now  we 
did. 

I said,  there  was  no  recalling 
what  was  passed;  and  that  1 
wished  some  things  had  not  been 
done,  as  well  as  he. 

To  recriminate  now,  he  said, 
would  be  as  exasperating  as  un- 
available. And  as  I had  so  cheer- 
fully given  him  this  opportunity, 
words  should  give  place  to  busi- 
ness. — Your  choice,  Mr.  Love- 
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lacc , of  time,  of  place,  of  weapon, 
shall  be  my  choice. 

The  two  latter  be  yours,  Mr. 
Mordeu.  The  time  to-morrow, 
or  next  day,  as  you  please. 

Next  day,  then,  Mr.  Lovelace; 
and  we’ll  ride  out  to-morrow,  to 
fix  the  place. 

Agreed,  sir. 

Well;  now,  Mr.  Lovelace,  do 
you  choose  the  weapon. 

I said , I believed  we  might  be 
upon  equal  foot  with  the  single 
rapier;  but,  if  he  thought  other- 
wise, I had  no  objection  to  a 
pistol. 

I will  only  say , replied  he , that 
the  chances  may  be  more  equal 
by  the  sword,  because  we  can 
neither  of  us  be  to  seek  in  that: 
and  you  would  stand  a worse 
chance,  as  I apprehend,  with  a 
pistol:  and  yet  I have  brought 
two,  that  you  may  take  your 
choice  of  either:  for,  added  he, 
I never  missed  a mark  at  pistol- 
distance,  since  I knew  how  to 
hold  a pistol. 

I told  him,  that  he  spoke  like 
himself : that  I was  expert  enough 
that  way,  to  embrace  it,  if  he 
chose  it;  though  not  so  sure  of 
my  mark  as  he  pretended  to  be. 
Yet  the  devil’s  hr  t,  colonel,  if  I, 
who  have  slit  a bullet  in  two  upon 
a knife’s  edge,  hit  not  my  man. 
So  I have  no  objection  to  a pistol, 
if  it  be  your  choice.  No  man, 
I’ll  venture  to  say , has  a steadier 
hand  or  eye  than  I have. 

They  may  both  be  of  use  to 
you , sir , at  the  sword , as  well  as 
at  the  pistol : the  sword  therefore 
be  the  thing,  if  you  please. 


With  all  mv  heart. 

We  parted  with  a solemn  sort 
of  ceremonious  civility:  and  this 
day  I called  upon  him;  and  we 
rode  out  together  to  fix  upon  the 
place:  and  both  being  of  one 
mind,  and  hating  to  put  off  for 
the  morrow  what  could  be  done 
to-day,  would  have  decided  it 
then:  but  De  la  Tour,  and  the 
colonel's  valet,  who  attended  us, 
being  unavoidably  let  into  the 
secret,  joined  to  beg  we  would 
have  with  us  a surgeon  from 
Brixen,  whom  La  Tour  had  fallen 
in  with  there,  and  who  had  told 
him  he  was  to  ride  next  morning 
to  bleed  a person  in  a fever,  at 
a lone  cottage,  which  by  the 
surgeon’s  description  was  not  far 
from  the  place  where  we  then 
were,  if  it  were  not  that  very 
cottage  within  sight  of  us. 

They  undertook  so  to  manage 
it,  that  the  surgeon  should  know 
nothing  of  the  matter  till  his 
assistance  was  called  in.  And 
La  Tour  being,  as  I assured  the 
colonel,  a ready  contriving  fellow, 
[whom  I ordered  to  obey  him  as 
myself,  were  the  chance  to  be  in 
his  favour]  we  both  agreed  to 
defer  the  decision  till  to-morrow, 
and  to  leave  the  whole  about  the 
surgeon  to  the  management  of 
our  two  valets;  enjoining  them 
absolute  secrecy:  and  so  rode 
back  again  by  different  ways. 

We  fixed  upon  a little  lone 
valley  for  the  spot  — Ten  to- 
morrow morning  the  time  — and 
single  rapier  the  word.  Yet  I re- 
peatedly told  him , that  I valued 
myself  so  much  upon  my  skill  in 
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that  weapon,  that  I could  wish 
him  to  choose  any  other. 

He  said,  it  was  a gentleman’s 
weapon;  and  he  who  understood 
it  not,  wanted  a qualification  that 
he  ought  to  suffer  for  not  having: 
but  that,  as  to  him,  one  weapon 
was  as  good  as  another , through- 
out all  the  instruments  of  offence. 

So , Jack , you  see  1 take  no  ad- 
vantage of  him:  but  my  devil 
must  deceive  me,  if  he  take  not 
his  life  or  his  death  at  my  hands 
before  eleven  to-morrow  morning. 

His  valet  and  mine  are  to  be 
present;  but  both  strictly  en- 
joined to  be  impartial  and  in- 
active: and,  in  return  for  my 
civility  of  the  like  nature,  he 
commanded  his  to  be  assisting  to 
me  if  he  fell. 

We  are  to  ride  thither,  and  to 
dismount  when  at  the  place;  and 
his  footman  and  mine  are  to  wait 
at  an  appointed  distance , with  a 
chaise  to  carry  off  to  the  borders 
of  the  Venetian  territories  the 
survivor , if  one  drop ; or  to  assist 
either  or  both,  as  occasion  may 
demand. 

And  thus,  Belford,  is  the  mat- 
ter settled. 

A shower  of  rain  has  left  me  no- 
thing else  to  do : and  therefore  I 
write  this  letter;  though  I might 
as  well  have  deferred  it  till  to- 
morrow twelve  o’clock,  when  I 
doubt  not  to  be  able  to  |write 
again,  to  assure  you  how  much 
I am, 

Yours,  &c. 

Lovelace. 


LETTER  CLXXYI. 

Translation  of  a Letter  from 

3.  F.  DE  LA  TODR. 

To  John  Belford,  Esq.,  Near  Soho- 
Square,  London. 

sir,  Trent,  Dec.  18.  N.  S. 

I have  melancholy  news  to  in- 
form you  of,  by  order  of  the  Che- 
valier Lovelace.  He  shewed  me 
his  letter  to  you  before  he  sealed 
it ; signifying , that  he  was  to  meet 
the  Chevalier  Morden  on  the  15th. 
Wherefore , as  the  occasion  of  the 
meeting  is  so  well  known  to  you, 
I shall  say  nothing  of  it  here. 

I had  taken  care  to  have  ready, 
within  a little  distance , a surgeon 
and  his  assistant , to  whom , under 
au  oath  of  secrecy,  I had  revealed 
the  matter  (though  I did  not  own 
it  to  the  two  gentlemen);  so  that 
they  were  prepared  with  bandages , 
and  all  things  proper.  For  well 
was  I acquainted  with  the  braveiy 
and  skill  of  my  chevalier;  and  had 
heard  the  character  of  the  other; 
and  knew  the  animosity  of  both. 
A post-chaise  was  ready,  with 
each  of  their  footmen,  at  a little 
distance. 

The  two  chevaliers  came  ex- 
actly at  their  time : they  were  at- 
tended by  Monsieur  Margate  (the 
colonel’s  gentleman)  and  myself. 
They  had  given  orders  over  night, 
and  now  repeated  them  in  each 
other’s  presence,  that  we  should 
observe  a strict  impartiality  be- 
tween them:  and  that  if  one  fell, 
each  of  us  should  look  upon  him- 
self, as  to  any  needful  help  or  re- 
treat, as  the  servant  of  the  sur- 
vivor, and  take  his  commands 
accordingly. 
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After  a few  compliments,  both  Colonel  Morden,  I found,  was 
the  gentlemen , with  the  greatest  too  well  used  to  the  bloody  work; 
presence  of  mind  that  ever  I be-  for  he  was  as  cool  as  if  nothing 
held  in  men,  stript  to  their  shirts,  extraordinary  had  happened,  as- 
and  draw.  sisting  the  surgeons  though  his 

They  parried  with  equal  judg-  own  wound  bled  much.  But  my 
ment  several  passes.  My  chevalier  dear  chevalier  fainted  away  two 
drew  the  first  blood,  making  a or  three  times  running,  and 
desperate  push,  which  by  a sud-  vomited  blood  besides, 
den  turn  of  his  antagonist,  missed  However,  they  stopped  the 
going  clear  through  him , and  bleeding  for  the  present ; and  we 
wounded  him  on  the  fleshy  part  of  helped  him  into  the  voiture : and 
the  ribs  of  his  right  side;  which  then  the  colonel  suffered  his  own 
part  the  sword  tore  out,  being  on  wound  to  be  dressed;  and  appeared 
the  extremity  of  the  body : but,  concerned  that  my  chevalier  was 
before  my  chevalier  could  recover  between  whiles  (when  he  could 
himself,  the  colonel,  in  return,  speak,  and  struggle)  extremely 
pushed  him  into  the  inside  of  outrageous.  — Poor  gentleman! 
the  left  arm,  near  the  shoulder:  he  had  made  quite  sure  of  vic- 
and  the  sword  (raking  his  breast  tory! 

as  it  passed)  being  followed  by  a The  colonel,  against  the  sur- 
great  effusion  of  blood,  the  colonel  geons’  advice,  would  mount  on 
said,  sir,  I believe  you  have  horseback  to  pass  into  the  Vene- 
enough.  tian  territories;  and  generously 

My  chevalier  swore  by  G — d,  gave  me  a purse  of  gold  to  pay  the 
he  was  not  hurt:  ’twas  a pin’s  surgeons;  desiring  me  to  make  a 
point:  and  so  made  another  pass  present  to  the  footman;  and  to 
at  his  antagonist;  which  he,  with  accept  of  the  remainder,  as  a 
a surprising  dexterity,  received  mark  of  his  satisfaction  in  my  con- 
under  his  arm,  and  run  my  dear  duct,  and  in  my  care  and  tender- 
chevalier  into  the  body : who  im~  ness  of  my  master, 
mediately  fell ; saying,  The  luck  The  surgeons  told  him,  that  my 
is  yours,  sir  — O my  beloved  Cla-  chevalier  could  not  live  over  the 
rissa ! — Now  art  thou  — inwardly  day. 

he  spoke  three  or  four  words  more.  When  the  colonel  took  leave  of 
His  sword  dropt  from  his  hand,  him , Mr.  Lovelace  said , you 
Mr.  Morden  threw  his  down,  aud  have  well  revenged  the  dear  crea- 
ran  to  him,  saying  in  French  — ture. 

Ab,  monsieur!  you  are  a dead  I have,  sir,  said  Mr.  Morden: 
man ! — Call  to  God  for  mercy ! and  perhaps  shall  be  sorry  that 

We  gave  the  signal  agreed  you  called  upon  me  to  this  work, 
upon  to  the  footmen ; and  they  to  while  L was  balancing  whether 
the  surgeons;  who  instantly  caine  to  obey,  or  disobey,  the  dear 
up.  i angel. 
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There  is  a fate  in  it!  replied  my 
chevalier  — a cursed  fate ! — Or 
this  could  not  have  been ! — But 
be  ye  all  witnesses,  that  I have 
provoked  my  destiny,  and  ac- 
knowledge that  I fall  by  a man  of 
honour. 

Sir,  said  the  colonel , with  the 
piety  of  a confessor,  (wringing 
Mr.  Lovelace’s  hand)  snatch  these 
few  fleeting  moments,  and  com- 
mend yourself  to  God. 

And  so  he  rode  off. 

The  voiture  proceeded  slowly 
with  my  chevalier ; yet  the  motion 
set  both  his  wounds  bleeding 
afresh;  and  it  was  with  difficulty 
they  again  stopped  the  blood. 

We  brought  him  alive  to  the 
nearest  cottage  ; and  he  gave  or- 
ders to  me  to  dispatch  to  you  the 
packet  I herewith  send  sealed  up ; 
and  bid  me  write  to  you  the  parti- 
culars of  this  most  unhappy  affair ; 
and  give  you  thanks , in  his  name, 
for  all  your  favours  and  friendship 
to  him. 

Contrary  to  all  expectation , he 
lived  over  the  night:  but  suffered 
much , as  well  from  his  impatience 
and  disappointment , as  from  his 
wounds;  for  he  seemed  very  un- 
willing to  die. 

He  was  delirious,  at  times,  in 
the  two  last  hours ; and  then 
several  times  cried  out,  as  if  he 
had  seen  some  frightful  spectre, 
Take  her  away ! Take  her  away ! 
but  named  nobody.  And  some- 
times praised  some  lady  (that  Cla- 
rissa, I suppose,  whom  he  had 
invoked  when  he  received  his 
death’s  wound)  calling  her,  Sweet 
excellence!  Divine  creature!  Fair 


sufferer!  — And  once  he  said, 
Look  down,  blessed  spirit,  look 
down ; — And  there  stopt;  — his 
lips,  however,  moving. 

At  nine  in  the  morning  yt  he  was 
seized  with  convulsions,  and 
fainted  away;  and  itwas  a quarter 
of  an  hour  before  he  came  out  of 
them. 

His  few  last  words  I must  not 
omit,  as  they  shew  an  ultimate 
composure ; which  may  administer 
some  consolation  to  his  honourable 
friends. 

Blessed  — said  he,  addressing 
himself  no  doubt  to  heaven ; for 
his  dying  eyes  were  lifted  up  — - a 
strong  convulsion  prevented  him 
for  a few  moments  saying  more 
— but  recovering,  he  again,  with 
great  fervor,  (lifting  up  his  eyes, 
and  his  spread  hands)  pronounced 
the  word  blessed!  Then  in  a seem- 
ing ejaculation , he  spoke  inward- 
ly so  as  not  to  be  understood : at 
last  he  distinctly  pronounced  these 
three  words, 

LET  THIS  expiate! 

And  then , his  head  sinking  on  his 
pillow , he  expired , at  about  half 
an  hour  after  ten. 

He  little  thought,  poor  gen- 
tleman! his  end  so  near:  so  had 

fiven  no  direction  about  his  body. 

have  caused  it  to  be  embowelled, 
and  deposited  in  a vault,  till  I 
have  orders  from  England. 

This  is  a favour  that  was  pro- 
cured with  difficulty;  and  would 
have  been  refused,  had  he  not 
been  an  Englishman  of  rank:  _ a 
nation  with  reason  respected  in 
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every  Austrian  government  — for 
he  had  refused  ghostly  attendance, 
and  the  sacraments  in  the  catho- 
lic way.  May  his  soul  be  happy, 
I pray  God ! 

I have  had  some  trouble  also  on 
account  of  the  manner  of  his  death, 
from  the  magistracy  here;  who 
have  taken  the  requisite  informa- 


tions in  the  affair.  And  it  has  cost 
some  money.  Of  which,  and  of 
my  dear  chevalier’s  effects,  I will 
give  you  a faithful  account  in  my 
next.  And  so , waiting  at  this 
place  your  commands , 1 am , sir, 
Your  most  faithful  and  obedient 
servant, 

F.  J.  de  La  Tour. 


CONCLUSION. 

Supposed  to  be  written  by  Mr.  Belford. 


What  remains  to  be  mentioned 
for  the  satisfaction  of  such  of  the 
readers  as  may  be  presumed  to 
have  interested  themselves  in  the 
fortunes  of  those  other  principals 
in  the  story,  who  survived  Mr. 
Lovelace,  will  be  found  sum- 
marily related  as  follows : 

The  news  of  Mr.  Lovelace’s  un- 
happy end  was  received  with  as 
much  grief  by  his  own  relations, 
as  it  was  with  exultation  by  the 
Harlowe  family,  and  by  Miss 
Howe.  His  own  family  were  most 
to  be  pitied,  because  being  sincere 
admirers  of  the  inimitable  lady, 
they  were  greatly  grieved  for  the 
injustice  done  her;  and  now  had 
the  additional  mortification  of 
losing  the  only  male  of  it,  by  a 
violent  death. 

That  his  fate  was  deserved,  was 
still  a heightening  of  their  cala- 
mity, as  they  had,  for  that  very 
reason,  and  his  unpreparedness 
for  it,  but  too  much  ground  for 
apprehension  with  regard  to  his 
future  happiness.  While  the  other 


family,  from  their  unforgiving 
spirit,  and  even  the  noble  young 
lady  above  mentioned,  from  her 
lively  resentments,  found  his 
death  some  little,  some  temporary 
alleviation  of  the  heavy  loss  they 
had  sustained,  principally  through 
his  means. 

Temporary  alleviation,  we  repeat, 
as  to  the  Harlowe  family;  for 
they  were  far  from  being  happy 
or  easy  in  their  reflections  upon 
their  own  conduct.  — And  still  the 
less,  as  the  inconsolable  mother 
rested  not  till  she  had  procured, 
by  means  ofColonelMorden,  large 
extracts  from  some  of  the  letters 
that  compose  this  history,  which 
convinced  them  all , that  the  very 
correspondence  which  Clarissa, 
while  with  them,  renewed  with 
Mr.  Lovelace,  was  renewed  for 
their  sakes , more  than  for  her  own: 
that  she  had  given  him  no  en- 
couragement contrary  to  her  duty, 
and  to  that  prudence  for  which 
she  was  so  early  noted : that  had 
they  trusted  to  a discretion  which 
30* 
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they  owned  she  had  never  brought  that  she  aimed  at  by  taking  that 
into  question , she  would  have  ex-  step,  being  to  endeavour  to  pacify 
tricated  them  and  herself  (as  she  so  fierce  a spirit,  lest  he  should 
once  proposed*  to  her  mother)  (as  he  indeed  was  determined  to 
from  all  difficulties  as  to  Love-  do)  pay  a visit  to  her  friends, 
lace:  that  she,  if  any  woman  ever  which  might  have  been  attended 
could,  would  have  given  a glorious  with  fatal  consequences ; but  was 
instance  of  a passion  conquered,  spirited  away  by  him  in  such  a 
or  at  least  kept  under,  bv  reason,  manner , as  made  her  an  object  of 
and  by  piety;  the  man  being  too  pity  rather  than  of  blame, 
immoral  to  be  implicitly  beloved.  These  extracts  further  con- 
The  unhappy  parents  and  vinced  them  all,  that  it  was  to  her 
uncles,  from  the  perusal  of  these  unaffected  regret , that  she  found, 
extracts,  too  evidently  for  their  that  marriage  was  not  in  her 
peace,  saw,  that  it  was  entirely  power  afterwards  for  a long  time; 
owing  to  the  avarice , the  am-  and  at  last , but  on  one  occasion, 
bition,  the  envy,  of  her  implacable  when  their  unnatural  cruelty  to 
brother  and  sister,  and  to  the  her  (on  a new  application  she 
senseless  confederacy  entered  into  had  made  to  her  aunt  Hervey , to 
by  the  whole  family,  to  compel  procure  mercy  and  pardon)  ren- 
her  to  give  her  hand  to  a man  she  dered  her  incapable  of  receiving 
must  despise , or  she  had  not  been  his  proffered  hand ; and  so  obliged 
a Clabissa  , and  to  their  conse-  her  to  suspend  the  day ; intending 
quent  persecution  of  her,  that  she  only  to  suspend  it,  till  recovered, 
ever  thought  of  quitting  her  fa-  They  saw  with  equal  abhor- 
ther’s  house : and  that  even  when  rence  of  Lovelace , and  of  their 
she  first  entertained  such  a own  cruelty,  and  with  the  highest 
thought,  it  was  with  intent,  if  admiration  of  her,  that  the  ma- 
possible , to  procure  for  herself  a jesty  of  her  virtue  had  awed  the 
private  asylum  with  Mrs.  Howe,  most  daring  spirit  in  the  world, 
or  at  some  other  place  of  safety  so  that  he  durst  not  attempt  to 
(but  not  with  Mr.  Lovelace,  nor  carry  his  base  designs  into  ex- 
with  any  of  the  ladies  of  his  fa-  ecution,  till,  by  wicked  potions, 
mily,  though  invited  by  the  latter)  he  had  made  her  senses  the  pre- 
from  whence  she  might  propose  vious  sacrifice, 
terms  which  ought  to  have  been  But  how  did  they  in  a manner 
complied  with,  and  which  were  adore  her  memory ! How  did  they 
entirely  consistent  with  her  duty  recriminate  upon  each  other! 
— that  though  she  found  herself  when  they  found,  that  she  had  not 
disappointed  of  the  hoped-for  re-  only  preserved  herself  from  re- 
fuge and  protection , she  intended  peated  outrage,  by  the  mostglo- 
not , by  meeting  Mr.  Lovelace , to  rious  and  intrepid  behaviour , in 
put  herself  into  his  power;  all  defiance,  and  to  the  utter  con- 
• See  Voi.  i.  p.  83.  | fusion,  of  all  his  libertine  notions; 
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but  had  the  fortitude , constantly, 
and  with  a noble  disdain,  to  reject 
him. — Whom? — The  man  she 
once  could  have  loved,  kneeling 
for  pardon,  and  begging  to  be 
permitted  to  make  her  the  Dest  re- 
paration then  in  his  power  to 
make  her ; that  is  to  say , by  mar- 
riage. His  fortunes  high  and  un- 
broken. She  his  prisoner  at  the 
time  in  a vile  house:  rejected  by 
all  her  friends ; upon  repeated  ap- 
plication to  them,  for  mercy  and 
forgiveness,  rejected — mercy  aud 
forgiveness , and  a last  blessing, 
afterwards  imploring;  and  that 
as  much  to  lighten  their  future 
remorses,  as  for  the  comfort  of  her 
own  pious  heart  — yet,  though 
savagely  refused,  on  a supposition 
that  she  was  not  so  near  her  end 
as  was  represented,  departed,  for- 
giving and  blessing  them  all. 

Then  they  recollected,  that  her 
posthumous  letters , instead  of 
reproaches,  were  filled  with  com- 
fortings:  that  she  had  in  her  last 
will,  in  their  own  way,  laid  obli- 
gations upon  them  all ; obligations 
which  they  neither  deserved  nor 
expected ; as  if  she  thought  to  re- 
pair the  injustice  which  self-par- 
tiality made  some  of  them  con- 
clude done  to  them  by  her  grand- 
father in  his  will. 

These  intelligences  and  recol- 
lections were  perpetual  subjects  of 
recrimination  to  them : heightened 
their  anguish  for  the  loss  of  a 
child  who  was  the  glory  of  their 
family;  and  not  seldom  made 
them  shun  each  other  (at  the 
times  they  were  accustomed  to 
meet  together)  that  they  might 


avoid  the  mutual  reproaches  of 
eyes  that  spoke,  when  tongues 
were  silent  — their  stings  also 
sharpened  by  time ! What  an  un- 
happy family  was  this!  Well 
mignt  Colonel  Morden,  in  the 
words  of  Juvenal,  challenge  all 
other  miserable  families  to  pro- 
duce such  a growing  distress  as 
thatof  theHarlowes(a  few  months 
before  so  happy!)  was  able  to 
produce. 

Humnni  generis  mores  tibi  nosse  volenti 
Sufficil  una  domus.  Paucos  consume  dies , 
et 

Dicere  le  miscrum,  postquum  il line  veneris, 
aude. 

Mas.  Harlowe  lived  about  two 
years  and  an  half,  after  the 
lamented  death  of  her  Clarissa. 

Mr.  Harlowe  had  the  additional 
affliction  to  survive  his  lady  about 
half  a year;  her  death,  by  new 
pointing  his  former  anguish  and 
remorse,  hastening  his  own. 

Both,  in  their  last  hours 
comforted  themselves,  that  they 
should  be  restored  to  their  blessed 
daughter,  as  they  always  (from 
the  time  that  they  were  acquainted 
with  the  above  particulars  of  her 
story,  and  with  her  happy  exit) 
called  her. 

They  both  lived,  however,  to 
see  their  son  James  and  their 
daughter  Arabella , married:  but 
not  to  take  joy  in  either  of  their 
nuptials. 

Mr.  James  Harlowe  married  a 
woman  of  family,  an  orphan;  and 
is  obliged,  at  a very  great  ex- 
pense, to  support  her  claim  to 
estates,  which  were  his  principal 
inducement  to  make  his  addresses 
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to  her;  but  which , to  this  day , he 
has  not  recovered ; nor  is  likely  to 
recover;  having  very  powerful  ad- 
versaries to  contend  with,  and  a 
title  to  assert,  which  admits  of 
litigation;  and  he  not  blessed  with 
so  much  patience  as  is  necessary 
to  persons  embarrassed  in  law. 

What  is  further  observable  in 
regard  to  him,  is  that  the  match 
was  entirely  of  his  own  head, 
against  the  advice  of  his  father, 
mother,  and  uncles,  who  warned 
him  of  marrying  in  this  lady  a 
law-suit  for  life.  His  ungenerous 
behaviour  to  his  wife,  for  what  she 
cannot  help,  and  for  what  is  as 
much  her  misfortune  as  his,  has  oc- 
casioned such  estrangements  be- 
tween them  (she  being  a woman 
of  spirit)  as,  were  his  law-suits 
determined,  even  more  favour- 
ably than  probably  they  will  be, 
must  make  him  unhappy  to  the 
end  of  his  life.  He  attributes  all 
his  misfortunes,  when  he  opens 
himself  to  the  few  friends  he  has, 
to  his  vile  and  cruel  treatment  of  his 
angelic  sister.  He  confesses  these 
misfortunes  to  be  just  without 
having  temper  to  acquiesce  in  the 
acknowledged  justice.  One  month 
in  every  year  he  puts  on  mourn- 
ing, and  that  month  commences 
with  him  on  the  7th  of  September, 
during  which  he  shuts  himself  up 
from  all  company.  Finally , he  is 
looked  upon,  and  often  calls  him- 
self, 

THE  MOST  MISERABLE  OF  BEINGS. 

Arabella’s  fortune  became  a 
temptation  to  a man  of  quality  to 


make  his  addresses  to  her:  his 
title  an  inducement  with  her  to 
approve  of  him.  Brothers  and 
sisters,  when  they  are  not  friends, 
are  generally  the  sharpest  enemies 
to  each  other.  He  thought  too 
much  was  done  for  her  in  the 
settlements.  She  thought  not 
enough.  And  for  some  years  past, 
they  have  so  heartily  hated  each 
other,  that  if  either  know  a joy, 
it;  is  in  being  told  of  some  new 
misfortune  or  displeasure  that 
happens  to  the  other.  Indeed, 
before  they  came  to  an  open 
rupture,  they  were  continually 
loading  each  other,  by  way  of 
exonerating  themselves  (to  the  ad- 
ditional disquiet  of  the  whole  family) 
with  the  principal  guilt  of  their 
implacable  behaviour  and  sordid 
cruelty  to  their  admirable  sister. 

— May  the  reports  that  are 
spread  of  this  lady’s  further  un- 
happiness from  her  lord’s  free 
life ; a fault  she  justly  thought  so 
odious  in  Mr.  Lovelace  (though 
that  would  not  have  been  an  in- 
superable objection  with  her  to 
his  addresses) ; and  of  his  public 
slights  and  contempt  of  her,  and 
even  sometimes  of  his  personal 
abuses , which  are  said  to  be  owing 
to  her  impatient  spirit,  and  violent 
passions;  be  utterly  groundless. 

— For  what  a heart  must  that  be, 
which  would  wish  she  might  be  as 
great  a torment  to  herself,  as  she 
had  aimed  to  be  to  her  sister? 
Especially  as  Bhe  regrets  to  this 
hour  and  declares  that  she  shall, 
to  the  last  of  her  life , her  cruel 
treatment  of  that  sister;  and  (as 
well  as  her  brother)  is  but  too 
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ready  to  attribute  to  that  her  un- 
happiness. 

Mr.  Antony  and  Mr.  John  Har- 
lowe  are  still  [at  the  writing  of 
this]  living:  but  often  declare, 
that,  with  their  beloved  niece, 
they  lost  all  the  joy  of  their  lives : 
and  lament,  without  reserve,  in 
all  companies,  the  unnatural  part 
they  were  induced  to  take  against 
her. 

Mr.  Solmes  is  also  still  living, 
if  a man  of  his  cast  may  be  said 
to  live;  for  his  general  behaviour 
and  sordid  manners  are  such  as 
justify  the  aversion  the  excellent 
lady  had  to  him.  He  has  more- 
over, found  his  addresses  rejected 
by  several  women  of  far  inferior 
fortunes  (great,  as  his  own  are)  to 
those  of  the  lady  to  whom  he  was 
encouraged  to  aspire. 

Mr.  Mowbray  and  Mr.  Tour- 
ville  having  lost  the  man  in 
whose  conversation  they  so  much 
delighted;  shocked  and  awakened 
by  the  several  unhappy  cata- 
strophes before  their  eyes;  and 
having  always  rather  ductile  than 
dictating  hearts ; took  their  friend 
Belford’s  advice:  converted  the 
remainder  of  their  fortunes  into 
annuities  for  life ; and  retired,  the 
one  into  Yorkshire,  the  other  into 
Nottinghamshire,  of  which  coun- 
ties they  are  natives : their  friend 
Belford  managing  their  concerns 
for  them,  and  corresponding  with 
them,  and  having  more  and  more 
hopes  every  time  he  sees  them 
(which  is  once  or  twice  a year, 
when  they  come  to  town)  that 
they  will  become  more  and  more 


worthy  of  their  names  and  fa- 
milies. 

As  those  sisters  in  iniquity, 
Sally  Martin  and  Polly  Horton, 
had  abilities  and  education  supe- 
rior to  what  creatures  of  their  cast 
generally  can  boast  of;  and  as 
their  histories  are  no  where  given 
in  the  preceding  papers,  in  which 
they  are  frequently  mentioned; 
it  cannot  fail  of  gratifying  the 
reader’s  curiosity,  as  well  as  an- 
swering the  good  ends  designed 
by  the  publication  of  this  work, 
to  give  a brief  account  of  their 
parentage,  and  manner  of  train- 
ing-up, preparative  to  the  vile 
courses  they  fell  into,  and  of  what 
became  of  them , after  the  dread- 
ful exit  of  the  infamous  Sinclair. 

Sally  Martin  was  the  daughter 
of  a substantial  mercer  at  the 
court-end  of  the  town;  to  whom 
her  mother,  a grocer’s  daughter 
in  the  city , brought  a handsome 
fortune;  and  both  having  a gay 
turn , and  being  fond  of  the 
fashions  which  it  was  their  busi- 
ness to  promote;  and  which  the 
wives  and  daughters  of  the  upper- 
most tradesmen  (especially  in  that 
quarter  of  the  town)  generally 
affect  to  follow : it  was  no  wonder 
that  they  brought  up  their  daugh- 
ter accordingly : nor  that  she  who 
was  a very  sprightly  and  ready 
witted  girl,  and  reckoned  very 
pretty  and  very  genteel,  should 
every  year  improve  upon  such 
examples. 

She  early  found  herself  mistress 
of  herself.  All  she  did  was  right: 
all  she  said  was  admired.  Early, 
very  early,  did  she  dismiss  blushes 
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from  her  cheek.  She  could  not 
blush , because  she  could  not 
doubt:  and  silence,  whatever  was 
the  subject,  was  as  much  a 
stranger  to  her,  as  diffidence. 

She  never  was  left  out  of  any 
party  of  pleasure,  after  she  had 
assed  her  ninth  year;  and,  in 
onour  of  her  prattling  vein  was 
considered  as  a principal  person 
in  the  frequent  treats  and  enter- 
tainments which  her  parents,  fond 
of  luxurious  living,  gave  with  a 
view  to  encrease  their  acquaint- 
ance for  the  sake  of  their  busi- 
ness ; not  duly  reflecting,  that  the 
part  they  suffered  her  to  take  in 
what  made  for  their  interest, 
would  probably  be  a means  to 
quicken  the  appetites,  and  ruin 
the  morals  of  their  daughter,  for 
whose  sake,  as  an  only  child,  they 
were  solicitous  to  obtain  wealth. 

The  child  so  much  a woman, 
what  must  the  woman  be? 

At  fifteen  or  sixteen,  she  af- 
fected, both  in  dress  and  manners, 
to  ape  such  of  the  quality  as  were 
most  apish.  The  richest  silks  in 
her  father’s  shop  were  not  too  rich 
for  her.  At  all  public  diversions 
she  was  the  leader,  instead  of  the 
led,  of  all  her  female  kindred  and 
acquaintance,  though  they  were 
a third  older  than  herself.  She 
would  bustle  herself  into  a place, 
and  make  room  for  her  more 
bashful  companions,  through  the 
frowns  of  the  first  possessors,  at 
a crowded  theatre , leaving  every 
one  near  her  amazed  at  her  self- 
consequence, wondering  she  had 
no  servant  to  keep  place  for  her; 
whisperingly  enquiring  who  she 


was;  and  then  sitting  down  ad- 
miring her  fortitude. 

She  officiously  made  herself  of 
consequence  to  the  most  noted 
players;  who,  as  one  of  their  pa- 
tronesses, applied  to  her  for  her 
interest  on  tneir  benefit-nights. 
She  knew  the  Christian , as  well  as 
st/r-name  of  every  pretty  fellow 
who  frequented  public  places; 
and  affected  to  speak  of  them  by 
the  former. 

Those  who  had  notnbeyed  the 
call  her  eyes  always  made  upon 
all  of  them  for  notice  at  her  en- 
trance, or  before  she  took  her 
seat,  were  spoken  of  with  haughti- 
ness, as,  Jacks,  or  Toms;  while 
her  favourites , with  an  affectedly 
endearing  familiarity  and  a pret- 
tiness of  accent,  were  Jackeys  and 
Tommys;  and  if  they  stood  very 
high  in  her  graces,  dear  devils, 
and  agreeable  toads. 

She  sat  in  judgment,  and  an 
inexorable  judge  she  was,  upon 
the  actions  ana  conduct  of  every 
man  and  woman  of  quality  and 
fashion , as  they  became  the  sub- 
jects of  conversation.  She  was 
deeply  learned  in  the  scandalous 
chronicle;  she  made  every  char- 
acter, every  praise,  and  every 
censure  serve  to  exalt  herself. 
She  should  scorn  to  do  so  or  so!  — 
Or,  that  was  ever  her  way ; and  just 
what  she  did,  or  liked  to  do;  and 
judging  herself  by  the  vileness  of 
the  most  vile  of  her  sex , sat  down 
satisfied  with  her  own  virtue. 

She  had  her  chair  to  attend  her 
wherever  she  went,  and  found 
people  among  her  falters,  as  her 
pride  stooped  to  call  some  of  the 
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most  insignificant  people  in  the 
world,  to  encourage  her  visits. 

She  was  practised  in  all  the  arts 
of  the  card- table : a true  Spartan 
girl!  and  had  even  courage,  oc- 
casionally, to  wrangle  off  a de- 
tection. Late  hours  (turning  night 
into  day,  and  day  into  night)  were 
the  almost  unavoidable  conse- 
quences of  her  frequent  play.  Her 
parents  pleased  themselves  that 
their  Sally  had  a charming  consti- 
tution : and  as  long  as  she  suffered 
not  in  her  health , they  were  re- 
gardless of  her  morals. 

The  needle  she  hated:  and 
made  the  constant  subjects  of  her 
ridicule  the  fine  works  that  used 
to  employ,  and  keep  out  of  idle- 
ness, luxury,  and  extravagance, 
and  at  home  (were  they  to  have 
been  of  no  other  service)  the 
women  of  the  last  age,  when  there 
were  no  Yauxhalls,  Iianelaghs, 
Maryboues,  and  such  like  places 
of  diversion,  to  dress  out  for,  and 
gad  after. 

And  as  to  family-management, 
her  parents  had  not  required  any 
knowledge  of  that  sort  from  her; 
and  she  considered  it  as  a quali- 
fication only  necessary  for  hire- 
lings, and  the  low-born,  and  as 
utterly  unworthy  the  attention  of 
a modern  fine  lady. 

Although  her  father  had  great 
business,  yet,  living  in  so  high 
and  expensive  a way , he  was  pre- 
vented from  giving  her  a fortune 
answerable  to  it.  Neither  he  nor 
his  wife  having  set  out  with  any 
notion  of  frugality , could  think  of 
retrenching.  Nor  did  their  daugh- 
ter desire  that  they  should  re- 


trench. They  thought  glare  or 
ostentation  reputable.  They  called 
it  living  genteelly.  And  as  they 
lifted  their  heads  above  their 
neighbours,  they  supposed  their 
credit  concerned  to  go  forward 
rather  than  backward  in  outward 
appearances.  They  flattered  them- 
selves, and  they  flattered  their 
girl,  and  she  was  entirely  of  their 
opinion , that  she  had  charms  and 
wit  enough  to  attract  some  man 
of  rank;  of  fortune  at  least:  and 
yet  this  daughter  of  a mercer- fa- 
ther and  grocer-mother  could  not 
bear  the  thoughts  of  a creeping 
cit;  encouraging  herself  with  a 
few  instances  ( comparatively  few) 
which  she  had  always  in  her  head 
as  common  ones , of  girls  much  in- 
ferior to  herself  in  station,  talents, 
education , and  even  fortune , who 
had  succeeded  — as  she  doubted 
not  to  succeed.  Handsome  settle- 
ments, and  a chariot,  that  temp- 
ting gewgaw  to  the  vanity  of  the 
middling  class  of  females,  were 
the  least  that  she  proposed  to 
herself.  But  all  this  while,  neither 
her  parents  nor  herself  considered, 
that  she  had  appetites  indulged 
to  struggle  with,  and  a turn  of 
education  given  her,  as  well  as  a 
warm  constitution,  unguarded  by 
sound  principles , and  unbene- 
fitted  by  example,  which  made  her 
much  better  qualified  for  a mis- 
tress than  a wife. 

Her  twentieth  year,  to  her  own 
equal  wonder  and  regret,  passed 
over  her  head,  and  she  had  not 
had  one  offer  that  her  pride  would 
permit  her  to  accept.  A girl  from 
fifteen  to  eighteen,  her  beauty 
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then  beginning  to  blossom,  will, 
as  a new  thing , attract  the  eyes 
of  men:  but  it  she  make  her  face 
cheap  at  public  places,  she  will 
find,  that  new  faces  will  draw  more 
attention  than  fine  faces  con- 
stantly seen.  Policy,  therefore, 
if  nothing  else  were  considered, 
would  induce  a young  beauty , if 
she  could  tame  her  vanity,  just  to 
shew  herself,  and  to  be  talked  of, 
and  then  withdrawing,  as  if  from 
discretion  (and  discreet  it  will  be 
to  do  so)  expect  to  be  sought  after , 
rather  than  to  be  thought  to  seek 
for ; only  reviving  now  and  then 
the  memory  of  herself  at  the 
public  places  in  turn,  if  she  find 
herself  likely  to  be  forgotten  ; and 
then  she  will  be  new  again.  But 
this  observation  ought  young  la- 
dies always  to  have  m their  heads, 
that  they  can  hardly  ever  expect 
to  gratify  their  vanity,  and  at  the 
same  time  gain  the  admiration  of 
men  worthy  of  making  partners 
for  life.  They  may,  in  snort,  have 
many  admirers  at  public  places, 
but  not  one  lover. 

Sally  Martin  knew  nothing  of 
this  doctrine.  Her  beauty  was  in 
its  bloom , and  yet  she  found  her- 
self neglected.  “Sally  Martin, 
the  mercer’s  daughter:  she  never 
fails  being  here ; was  the  answer, 
and  the  accompanying  observa- 
tion, made  to  every  questioner, 
who  is  that  lady? 

At  last  her  destiny  approached. 
It  was  at  a masquerade  that  she 
first  saw  the  gay,  the  handsome 
Lovelace,  who  was  just  returned 
from  his  travels.  She  was  im- 
mediately struck  with  his  figure, 
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and  with  the  brilliant  things  that 
she  heard  fall  from  his  lips  as  he 
happened  to  sit  near  her.  He, 
who  was  not  then  looking  out  for 
a wife,  was  taken  with  Sally’s 
smartness,  and  with  an  air  that 
at  the  same  time  shewed  her  to 
be  equally  genteel  and  self- signi- 
ficant; and  signs  of  approbation 
mutually  passing,  he  found  no 
difficulty  in  acquainting  himself 
where  to  visit  her  next  day.  And 
yet  it  was  some  mortification  to  a 
person  of  her  self-consequence, 
and  gay  appearance , to  submit  to 
be  known  by  so  fine  a young  gen- 
tleman as  no  more  than  a mercer’s 
daughter.  So  natural  is  it  for  a 
irl , brought  up  as  Sally  was , to 
e occasionally  ashamed  of  those 
whose  folly  had  set  her  above  her- 
self. 

But  whatever  it  might  be  to 
Sally,  it  was  no  disappointment  to 
Mr.  Lovelace , to  find  his  mistress 
of  no  higher  degree;  because  he 
hoped  to  reduce  her  soon  to  the 
lowest  condition  that  an  unhappy 
woman  can  fall  into. 

But  when  Miss  Martin  had  in- 
formed herself  that  her  lover  was 
the  nephew  and  presumptive  heir 
of  Lord  M.  she  thought  him  the 
very  man  for  whom  she  had  been 
so  long  and  so  impatiently  look- 
ing out;  and  for  whom  it  was 
worth  her  while  to  spread  her 
toils.  And  here  it  may  not  be 
amiss  to  observe  that  it  is  very 
probable,  that  Mr.  Lovelace  had 
Sally  Martin  in  his  thoughts , and 
perhaps  two  or  three  more  whose 
hopes  of  marriage  from  him  had 
led  them  to  thezr  ruin , when  he 
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drew  the  following  whimsical 
picture,  in  a letter  to  his  friend 
Belford , not  inserted  in  the  pre- 
ceding collection. 

“Methinks,”  says  he,  “I  see  a 
young  couple  in  courtship,  having 
each  a design  upon  the  other: 
the  girl  plays  off:  she  is  very 
happy,  as  she  is:  she  cannot  be 
happier!  she  will  not  change  her 
single  state:  the  man,  I will  sup- 
pose , is  one  who  does  not  confess 
that  he  desires  not  that  she  should: 
she  holds  ready  a net  under  her 
apron ; he  another  under  his  coat ; 
each  intending  to  throw  it  over 
the  other’s  neck;  she  over  his, 
when  her  pride  is  gratified,  and 
she  thinks  she  can  be  sure  of  him; 
he  over  hers , when  the  watched  - 
for  yielding  moment  has  carried 
consent  too  far  — and  suppose  he 
happens  to  be  the  more  dexterous 
of  the  two,  and  whips  his  net  over 
her,  before  she  can  cast  hers  over 
him ; how,  I would  fain  know,  can 
she  be  justly  entitled  to  cry  out 
upon  cruelty,  barbarity,  de- 
ception, sacrifices,  and  all  the  rest 
of  the  exclamatory  nonsense,  with 
which  the  pretty  fools  in  such  a 
case,  are  wont  to  din  the  ears  of 
their  conquerors?  Is  it  not  just, 
thinkest  thou,  when  she  makes 
her  appeals  to  gods  and  men,  that 
both  gods  and  men  should  laugh 
at  her,  and  hitting  her  in  the  teeth 
with  her  own  felonious  intentions, 
bid  her  sit  down  patiently  under 
her  deserved  disappointment?” 

In  short,  Sally’s  parents,  as  well 
as  herself,  encouraged  Mr.  Love- 
lace’s visits.  They  thought  they 
might  trust  to  a discretion  in  her 


which  she  herself  was  too  wise  to 
doubt.  Pride  they  knew  she  had. 
And  that , in  these  cases , is  often 
called  discretion. — Lord  help  the 
sex,  says  Lovelace,  if  they  had  not 
pride!  — Nor  did  they  suspect 
danger  from  that  specious  air  of 
sincerity , and  gentleness  of  man- 
ners, which  he  could  assume  or 
lay  aside  whenever  he  pleased. 

The  second  masquerade,  which 
was  no  more  than  their  third 
meeting  abroad,  completed  her 
ruin,  from  so  practised,  though  so 
young  a deceiver ; and  that  before 
she  well  knew  she  was  in  danger; 
for,  having  prevailed  with  her  to 
go  off  with  him  about  twelve 
o’clock  to  his  aunt  Forbes’s,  a 
lady  of  honour  and  fortune,  to 
whom  he  had  given  reason  to  ex- 
pect her  future  niece  [the  only  hint 
of  marriage  he  ever  gave  her] , he 
carried  her  to  the  house  of  the 
wicked  woman,  who  bears  the 
name  of  Sinclair  in  these  papers: 
and  there,  by  promises,  which  she 
understood  in  the  favourable 
sense  (for  where  a woman  loves, 
she  seldom  doubts  enough  for  her 
own  safety)  obtained  an  easy  con- 
quest over  a virtue  that  was  little 
more  than  nominal. 

He  found  it  not  difficult  to  in- 
duce her  to  proceed  in  the  guilty 
commerce , till  the  effects  of  it  be- 
came too  apparent  to  be  hid.  Her 
parents  then  (in  the  first  fury  of 
their  disappointment,  and  vexation 
for  being  deprived  of  all  hopes  of 
such  a son-in-law)  turned  her  out 
of  doors. 

Her  disgrace  thus  published, 
she  became  hardened;  and,  pro- 
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tected  by  her  seducer,  whose  fa-  country,  where  her  disgrace , and 
vourite  mistress  she  then  was , she  her  then  wicked  way  of  life,  would 
was  so  incensed  against  her  not  be  known ; and  there  so  to  live 
parents  for  an  indignity  so  little  as  to  save  appearances;  the  only 
suiting  with  her  pride,  and  the  virtue  she  had  ever  taught  her, 
head  they  had  always  given  her,  besides  that  of  endeavouring  ra- 
that  she  refused  to  return  to  them,  ther  to  delude  than  be  deluded, 
when  repenting  of  their  passionate  To  this  Sally  consented;  but 

treatment  of  her,  they  would  have  with  no  other  intention,  as  she 
been  reconciled  to  her:  and  be-  often  owned  (and  gloried  in  it) 
coming  the  favourite  daughter  of  than  to  cheat  her  mother  of  the 
her  mother  Sinclair , at  the  per-  greatest  part  of  her  substance , in 
suasions  of  that  abandoned  wo-  revenge  for  consenting  to  her 
man,  she  practised  to  bring  on  being  turned  out  of  doors  long  be- 
an abortion , which  she  effected,  fore , and  by  way  of  reprisal  for 
though  she  was  so  far  gone,  that  having  persuaded  her  father,  as 
it  had  like  to  have  cost  her  her  she  would  have  it , to  cut  her  off, 
life.  in  his  last  will,  from  any  share  in 

Thus  unchastity  her  first  crime,  his  fortune, 
murder  her  next,  her  conscience  This  unnatural  wickedness,  in 
became  seared ; and,  young  as  she  half  a year’s  time,  she  brought 
was,  and  fond  of  her  deceiver,  about;  and  then  the  serpent  re- 
soon grew  indelicate  enough,  tired  to  her  obscene  den  with  her 
having  so  thorough-paced  a school  spoils,  laughing  at  what  she  had 
mistress,  to  do  all  she  could  to  done;  even  after  it  had  broken  her 
promote  the  pleasures  of  the  man  mother’s  heart,  as  it  did  in  a few 
who  had  ruined  her;  scrupling  months’  time:  a severe  but  just 
not,  with  a spirit  truly  diabolical,  punishment,  for  the  unprincipled 
to  endeavour  to  draw  in  others  to  education  she  had  given  her. 
follow  her  example.  And  it  is  It  ought  to  be  added,  that  this 
hardly  to  be  believed  what  mis-  was  an  iniquity , of  which  neither 
chiefs  of  this  sort  she  was  the  Mr.  Lovelace,  nor  any  of  his 
means  of  effecting;  woman  con-  friends,  could  bear  to  hear  her 
fiding  in,  and  daring  woman ; and  boast;  and  always  checked  her 
she  a creature  of  specious  appear-  for  it,  whenever  she  did;  con- 
ance  and  great  art.  demning  it  with  one  voice;  and  it 

A still  viler  wickedness,  if  is  certain,  that  this  and  other in- 

gossible,  remains  to  be  told  of  stances  of  her  complicated  wicked- 
ally  Martin.  ness , turned  early  Lovelace’s 

Her  father  dying,  her  mother,  heart  against  her;  and,  had  she 
in  hopes  to  reclaim  her,  as  she  not  been  subservient  to  him  in  his 
called  it , proposed  to  her  to  quit  other  pursuits , he  would  not  have 
the  house  of  the  infamous  Sinclair,  endured  her:  for,  speaking  of  her, 
aud  to  retire  with  her  into  the  he  would  say,  Let  not  any  one  re- 
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proach  us,  Jack ; there  is  no  wicked-  love 'for  those  diversions,  which 
ness  like  the  wickedness  of  a wo-  make  a young  widow,  of  so  lively 
man  *.  a turn,  the  unfittest  tutoress  in  the 

A bad  education  was  the  pre-  world , even  to  her  own  daughter, 
parative , it  must  be  confessed ; Mrs.  Horton  herself  having  had 
and  for  this,  Sally  Martin  had  an  early  turn  to  music,  and  that 
reason  to  blame  her  parents:  as  sort  of  reading,  which  is  but  an 
they  had  reason  to  blame  them-  earlier  debauchery  for  young 
selves  for  what  followed : but  had  minds , preparative  to  the  grosser 
she  not  met  with  a Lovelace,  she  at  riper  years;  to  wit,  romances 
had  avoided  a Sinclair;  and  might  and  novels,  songs  and  plays,  and 
have  gone  on  at  the  common  rate  those  without  distinction , moral 
of  wives  so  educated;  and  been  or  immoral,  she  indulged  her 
the  mother  of  children  turned  out  daughter  in  the  same  taste;  and 
to  take  their  chance  in  the  world,  at  those  hours,  when  they  could 
as  she  was , like  so  many  lumps  of  not  take  part  in  the  more  active 
soft  wax,  fit  to  take  any  impression  and  lively  amusements  and  kill- 
that  the  first  accidents  gave  them;  times,  as  some  call  them,  used  to 
neither  happy,  nor  making  happy ; employ  miss  to  read  to  her;  happy 
every  thing  but  useful,  and  well  enough  in  her  own  imagination, 
off,  if  not  extremely  miserable.  that  whilst  she  was  diverting  her 
Polly IIobton  was  the  daughter  own  ears,  and  sometimes,  as  the 
of  a gentlewoman,  well  de-  piece  was,  corrupting  her  own 
scended ; whose  husband , a man  heart,  and  her  child’s  too , she  was 
of  family,  and  of  honour,  was  a teaching  miss  to  read  and  improve 
captain  in  the  guards.  her  mind;  for  it  was  the  boast  of 

He  died  when  Polly  was  about  every  tea-table  half-hour,  that  Miss 
nine  years  of  age,  leaving  her  to  Horton,  in  jiropriety , accent,  and 
the  care  of  her  mother,  a lively  emphasis,  surpassed  all  the  young 
young  lady,  about  twenty-six ; ladies  of  her  age:  and,  at  other 
with  a genteel  provision  for  both,  times,  complimenting  the  pleased 
Her  mother  was  extremely  fond  mother  — Bless  me,  madam,  with 
of  her  Polly ; but  had  it  not  in  what  a surprising  grace  Miss  Hor- 
her  self  to  manifest  the  true,  the  ton  reads! — She  enters  into  the  very 
genuine  fondness  of  a parent,  by  spirit  of  her  subject  — this  she  could 
a strict  and  guarded  education;  have  from  nobody  but  you!  An  in- 
dre^sing  out,  and  visiting,  and  tended  praise;  but,  as  the  subjects 
being  visited  by  the  gay  of  her  were,  would  have  been  a severe 
own  sex,  and  casting  out  her  eye  satire  in  the  mouth  of  an  enemy! 
abroad , as  one  very  ready  to  try  — While  the  fond , the  incon- 
her  fortune  again  in  the  married  siderate  mother,  with  a delighted 
state.  air,  would  cry , Why , I cannot  but 

This  produced  those  airs,  and  a say,  Miss  Horton  does  credit  to  her 
* Eccles.  xxv.  19.  j tutoress ! And  then  a come  hither , 
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my  best  love!  and,  with  a kiss  of 
approbation,  what  a pleasure  to 
your  dear  papa , had  he  lived  to  see 
your  improvements , my  charmer!  — 
Concluding  with  a sigh  of  satis- 
faction; her  eyes  turning  round 
upon  the  circle,  to  take  in  all  the 
silent  applauses  of  theirs.  But 
little  thought  the  fond,  the  foolish 
mother,  what  the  plant  would  be, 
which  was  springing  up  from 
these  seeds!  Little  imagined  she, 
that  her  own  ruin  as  well  as  her 
child’s  was  to  be  the  consequence 
of  this  fine  education;  and  that, 
in  the  same  ill-fated  hour,  the 
honour  both  of  mother  and  daugh- 
ter was  to  become  a sacrifice  to 
the  intriguing  invader. 

This  the  laughing  girl,  when 
abandoned  to  her  evil  destiny, 
and  in  company  with  her  sister 
Sally,  and  others,  each  recounting 
their  settings  out , their  progress, 
and  their  fall,  frequently  related 
to  be  her  education  and  manner 
of  training  up. 

This,  and  to  see  a succession  of 
humble  servants  buzzing  about  a 
mother,  who  took  too  much  pride 
in  addresses  of  that  kind;  what  a 
beginning,  what  an  example,  to  a 
constitution  of  tinder,  so  prepared 
to  receive  the  spark  struck , from 
the  steely  fore-head,  and  flinty 
heart,  of  such  a libertine,  as  at  last 
it  was  their  fortune  to  be  en- 
countered by ! 

In  short,  as  miss  grew  up  under 
the  influences  of  such  a directress, 
and  of  books  so  light  and  frothy, 
with  the  inflaming  additions  of 
music  concerts,  operas,  plays,  as- 
semblies, balls,  and  the  rest  of  the 


rabble  of  amusements  of  a modern 
life,  it  is  no  wonder,  that,  like 
early  fruit,  she  was  soon  ripened 
to  the  hands  of  the  insidious  ga- 
therer. 

At  fifteen,  she  owned,  she  was 
ready  to  fancy  herself  the  heroine 
of  every  novel,  and  of  every 
comedy  she  read , so  well  did  she 
enter  into  the  spirit  of  her  subject: 
she  glowed  to  become  the  object 
of  some  hero’s  flame : and  perfect- 
ly longed  to  begin  an  intrigue, 
and  even  to  be  run  away  with  by 
some  enterprising  lover:  yet  had 
neither  confinement  nor  check  to 
apprehend  from  her  indiscreet 
mother:  which  she  thought  ab- 
solutely necessary  to  constitute  a 
Parthenissa! 

Nevertheless,  with  all  these  fine 
modern  qualities,  did  she  com- 
plete her  nineteenth  year , before 
she  met  with  any  address  of  con- 
sequence: one  half  of  her  ad- 
mirers being  afraid,  because  of  her 
gay  turn,  and  but  middling  for- 
tune, to  make  serious  applications 
for  her  favour ! while  others  were 
kept  at  distance,  by  the  superior 
airs  she  assumed ; and  a third  sort, 
not  sufficiently  penetrating  the 
foibles  either  of  mother  or  daugh- 
ter, were  kept  off  by  the  supposed 
watchful  care  of  the  former. 

But  when  the  man  of  intrepidity 
and  intrigue  was  found,  never  was 
heroine  so  soon  subdued,  never 
goddess  so  easily  stript  of  her 
celestials!  For,  at  the  opera,  a 
diversion  at  which  neither  she  nor 
her  mother  ever  missed  to  be  pre- 
sent, she  beheld  the  specious 
Lovelace;  beheld  him  invested 
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with  all  the  airs  of  heroic  insult, 
resenting  a slight  affront  offered 
to  his  Sally  Martin,  by  two  gentle- 
men who  had  known  her  in  her 
more  hopeful  state,  one  of  whom 
Mr.  Lovelace  obliged  to  sneak 
away  with  a broken  head,  given 
with  the  pummel  of  his  swora,  the 
other  with  a bloody  nose ; neither 
of  them  well  supporting  that 
readiness  of  offence,  which,  it 
seems,  was  a part  of  their  known 
characters  to  be  guilty  of. 

The  gallantry  of  this  action 
drawing  every  bystander  on  the 
side  of  the  hero , O the  brave  man ! 
cried  Polly  Horton  aloud,  to  her 
mother,  in  a kind  of  rapture , how 
needful  the  protection  of  the  brave  to 
the  fair!  with  a softness  in  her 
voice,  which  she  had  taught  her- 
self, to  suit  her  fancied  high  condi- 
tion of  life. 

A speech  so  much  in  his  favour, 
could  not  but  take  the  notice  of  a 
man  who  was  but  too  sensible  of 
the  advantages  which  his  fine  per- 
son, and  noble  air,  gave  him  over 
the  gentler  hearts!  who  was  al- 
ways watching  every  female  eye, 
and  who  had  his  ear  continually 
turned  to  every  affected  voice;  for 
that  was  one  of  his  indications  of 
a proper  subject  to  be  attempted 
— Affectation  of  every  sort , he  used 
to  say,  is  a certain  sign  of  a wrong 
turned  head;  of  a faulty  judgment: 
and  upon  such  a basis  1 seldom  build 
in  vain. 

He  instantly  resolved  to  be  ac- 
quainted with  a young  creature, 
who  seemed  so  strongly  prejudiced 
in  his  favour.  Never  man  had  a 
readier  invention  for  all  sorts  of  | 


mischief.  He  gave  his  Sally  her 
cue.  He  called  her  sister  in  their 
hearing.  And  Sally  whisperiugly 
gave  the  young  lady,  and  her  mo- 
ther, in  her  own  way,  the  parti- 
culars of  the  affront  she  had  re- 
ceived; making  herself  an  angel 
of  light,  to  cast  the  brighter  ray 
upon  the  character  of  her  heroic 
brother.  She  particularly  praised 
his  known  and  approved  courage ; 
and  mingled  with  her  praises  of 
him , such  circumstances  relating 
to  his  birth , his  fortune , and  en- 
dowments , as  left  him  nothing  to 
do  but  to  fall  in  love  with  the 
enamoured  Polly. 

Mr.  Lovelace  presently  saw 
what  turn  to  give  to  his  profes- 
sions : so  brave  a man  1 yet  of  man- 
ners so  gentle  1 hit  the  young  lady’s 
taste:  nor  could  she  suspect  the 
heart  that  such  an  aspect  covered. 
This  was  the  man;  the  very  man ! she 
whispered  to  her  mother:  and, 
when  the  opera  was  over,  his  ser- 
vant procuring  a coach,  he  under- 
took , with  his  specious  sister , to 
set  them  down  at  their  own  lodg- 
ings, though  situated  a quite 
different  way  from  his ; and  there 
they  were  prevailed  upon  to 
alight,  and  partake  of  a slight 
repast. 

Sally  pressed  them  to  return 
the  favour  to  her  at  her  aunt 
Forbes’s,  and  hoped  it  would  be 
before  her  brother  went  to  his 
own  seat. 

They  promised  her,  and  named 
their  evening. 

A splendid  entertainment  was 
rovided.  The  guests  came, 
aving  in  the  interim  found  all 
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that  was  said  of  his  name,  and 
family,  and  fortune  to  be  true. 
Persons  of  so  little  strictness  in 
their  own  morals , took  it  not  into 
their  heads  to  be  very  inquisitive 
after  his. 

Music  and  dancing  had  their 
share  in  the  entertainment : these 
opened  their  hearts,  already 
half-opened  by  love:  the  aunt 
Forbes,  and  the  lover’s  sister,  kept 
them  open  by  their  own  example : 
the  hero  sung,  vowed,  promised: 
their  gratitude  was  moved , their 
delights  were  augmented;  their 
hopes  increased ; tlieir  confidence 
was  engaged;  all  their  appetites 
up  in  arms;  the  rich  wines  co- 
operating; beat  quite  off  their 
guard,  and  not  thought  enough 
remaining  for  so  much  as  suspi- 
cion; miss,  detached  from  her 
mother  by  Sally,  soon  fell  a sacri- 
fice to  the  successful  intriguer. 

The  widow  herself,  half-intoxi- 
cated and  raised  as  she  was  with 
artful  mixtures,  and  inflamed  by 
love,  unexpectedly  tendered  by 
one  of  the  libertines , his  constant 
companions  (to  whom  an  oppor- 
tunity was  contrived  to  be  given  to ! 
be  alone  with  her,  and  that  closely 
followed  by  importunity ) fell  into 
her  daughter’s  error.  The  con- 
sequences of  which , in  length  of 
time  becoming  apparent,  grief, 
shame,  remorse,  seized  her  heart, 
(her  own  indiscretion  not  allowing 
her  to  arraign  her  daughter’s)  anu 
she  survived  not  her  delivery; 
leaving  Polly  with  child  likewise : 
who,  when  delivered,  being  too 
fond  of  the  gay  deluder  to  re- 
nounce his  company,  even  when 


she  found  herself  deluded,  fell  into 
a course  of  extravagance  and  dis- 
soluteness: ran  through  her  for- 
tune in  a very  little  time;  and , as 
an  high  preferment,  at  last,  with 
Sally,  was  admitted  a quarter  part- 
ner with  the  detestable  Sinclair. 

All  that  is  necessary  to  add  to 
the  history  of  these  unhappy  wo- 
men , will  be  comprised  in  a very 
little  compass. 

After  the  death  of  the  profligate 
Sinclair,  they  kept  on  the  in- 
famous trade  with  too  much  suc- 
cess ; till  an  accident  happened  in 
the  house — agentlemanof  family, 
killed  in  it  in  a fray,  contending 
with  another  for  a new-vamped 
face.  Sally  was  accused  of  hold- 
ing the  gentleman’s  arm,  while 
his  more  favoured  adversary  ran 
him  through  the  heart,  and  then 
made  off.  And  she  being  tried  for 
her  life,  narrowly  escaped. 

This  accident  obliged  them  to 
break  up  house-keeping;  and  not 
having  been  frugal  enough  of 
their  ill-gotten  gains  (lavishing 
upon  one,  what  they  got  by  an- 
other) they  were  compelled,  for 
subsistence  sake,  to  enter  them- 
selves as  under-managers  at  such 
another  house  as  their  own  had 
been.  In  which  service,  soon  after, 
Sally  died  of  a fever  and  surfeit 
got  by  a debauch : and  the  other, 
about  a month  after  by  a violent 
cold,  occasioned  through  careless- 
ness in  a salivation. 

Happier  scenes  open  for  the 
remaining  characters;  for  it  might 
be  descending  too  low  to  mention 
the  untimely  ends  of  Dorcas  and 
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of  William,  Mr.  Lovelace’s  wicked 
servant:  and  the  pining  and  con- 
sumptive ones  of  Betty  Barnes  and 
Joseph  Leman , unmarried  both, 
and  in  less  than  a year  after  the 
happy  death  of  their  excellent 
young  lady. 

The  good  Mrs.  Norton  passed 
♦he  small  remainder  of  her  life , as 
happily  as  she  wished,  in  her 
beloved  foster-daughter’s  Dairy- 
house,  as  it  used  to  be  called.  As 
she  wished,  we  repeat:  for  she  had 
too  strong  aspirations  after  an- 
other life,  to  be  greatly  attached 
to  this. 

She  laid  out  the  greatest  part 
of  her  time  in  doing  good  by  her 
advice,  and  by  the  prudent  ma- 
nagement of  the  fund  committed 
to  her  direction.  Having  lived  an 
exemplary  life  from  her  youth  up- 
wards; and  seen  her  son  happily 
settled  in  the  world , she  departed 
with  ease  and  calmness,  without 
pang  or  agony,  like  a tired  tra- 
veller, falling  jinto  a sweet  slum- 
ber: her  last  words  expressing  her 
hope  of  being  restored  to  the  child 
of  her  bosom ; and  to  her  own  ex- 
cellent father  and  mother,  to 
whose  care  and  pains  she  owed 
that  good  education  to  which  she 
was  indebted  for  all  her  other 
blessings. 

The  Poors’  Fund,  which  was 
committed  to  her  care,  she  re- 
signed , a week  before  her  death, 
into  the  hands  of  Mrs.  Hickman, 
according  to  the  direction  of  the 
will,  and  all  the  accounts  and  dis- 
bursements with  it;  which  she 
had  kept  with  such  an  exactness, 
that  the  lady  declares,  she  will 
l Clarissa.  IV. 


follow  her  method,  and  only  wishes 
to  discharge  the  trust  as  well. 

Miss  Howe  was  not  to  be  per- 
suaded to  quit  her  mourning  for 
her  dear  friend , until  six  months 
were  fully  expired : and  then  she 
made  Mr.  Hickman  one  of  the  hap- 
piest men  in  the  world.  A woman 
of  her  fine  sense  and  understand- 
ing, married  to  a man  of  virtue 
and  good-nature  (who  had  no  past 
capital  errors  to  reflect  upon,  and 
to  abate  his  joys,  and  whose  be- 
haviour to  Mrs.  Hickman  is  as 
affectionate  as  it  was  respectful  to 
Miss  Howe)  could  not  do  otherwise. 
They  are*- already  blessed  with 
two  fine  children;  a daughter,  to 
whom,  by  joint  consent,  they  have 
given  the  name  of  her  beloved 
friend ; and  a son , who  bears  that 
of  his  father. 

She  has  allotted  to  Mr.  Hick- 
man, who  takes  delight  in  doing 
good  (and  that  as  much  for  its 
own  sake,  as  to  oblige  her)  Ids 
part  of  the  management  of  the 
Poors’  Fund;  to  be  accountable 
for  it , as  she  pleasantly  says , to 
her.  She  has  appropriated  every 
Thursday  morning  for  her  part  of 
that  management;  and  takes  so 
much  delight  in  the  task,  that  she 
declares  it  to  be  one  of  the  most 
agreeable  of  her  amusements. 
And  the  more  agreeable,  as  she 
teaches  everyone  whom  she  bene- 
fits , to  l/less  the  memory  of  her  de- 
parted friend ; to  whom  she  attri- 
butes the  merit  of  all  her  own 
charities,  as  well  as  the  honour  of 
those  which  she  dispenses  in  pur- 
suance of  her  will. 

She  has  declared,  that  this  fund 
31 
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shall  never  fail  while  she  lives,  of  humanity  and  affection,  as  to  be 
She  has  even  engaged  her  mother  unconcerned  at  the  unhappy  fate 
to  contribute  annually  to  it.  And  of  his  most  intimate  friend.  But 
Mr.  Hickman  has  appropriated  when  he  reflects  upon  the  untimely 
twenty  pounds  a-year  to  the  same,  ends  of  several  of  his  companions, 
In  consideration  of  which  she  but  just  mentioned  in  the  preced- 
allows  him  to  recommend  four  ob-  ing  history  — on  the  shocking 
jects  yearly  to  partake  of  it.  — despondency  and  death  of  his  poor 
Allows , is  her  style;  for  she  as-  friend  Belton  — on  the  signal 
sumes  the  whole  prerogative  of  justice  which  overtook  the  wicked 
dispensing  this  charity;  the  only  Tomlinson — on  the  dreadful  exit 
prerogative  she  does  or  has  occasion  of  the  infamous  Sinclair — on  the 
to  assume.  In  every  other  case,  deep  remorses  of  his  more  valued 
there  is  but  one  will  between  them;  friend  — and  on  the  other  hand, 
and  that  is  generally  his  or  hers , as  on  the  example  set  him  by  the  most 
either  speaks  first,  upon  any  sub-  excellent  of  her  sex  — and  on  her 
ject,  be  it  what  it  will.  Mrs.  blessed  preparation,  and  happy 
Hickman,  she  sometimes  as  plea-  departure  — and  when  he  eon- 
santly  as  generously  tells  him,  siders,  as  he  often  does  with  awe 
must  not  quite  forget  that  she  was  and  terror , that  his  wicked  habits 
once  Miss  Howe,  because  if  he  were  so  rooted  in  his  depraved 
had  not  loved  her  as  such  and  with  heart,  .that  all  these  warnings , and 
all  her  foibles,  she  had  never  been  this  lovely  example,  seemed  to  be 
Mrs.  Hickman.  Nevertheless  she  but  necessary  to  enable  him  to 
seriously , on  all  occasions , and  subdue  them , and  to  reform ; and 
that  to  others,  as  well  as  to  him-  that  such  awakening  calls  are 
self,  confesses,  that  she  owes  him  hardly  ever  afforded  to  men  of  his 
unreturnable  obligations  for  his  cast , or  (if  they  are ) but  seldom 
patience  wuh  her  in  HER  day,  and  attended  with  such  happy  effects 
for  his  generous  behaviour  to  her  in  the  prime  of  youth , and  in  the 
in  HIS.  full  vigour  of  constitution : — when 

And  still  the  more  highly  does  he  reflects  upon  all  these  things, 
she  esteem  and  love  him,  as  she  he  adores  the  mercy,  which 
reflects  upon  his  past  kindness  to  through  these  calls  has  snatched 
her  beloved  friend;  and  on  that  him  as  a brand  out  of  the  fire:  and 
dear  friend’s  good  opinion  of  him.  thinks  himself  obliged  to  make  it 
Nor  is  it  less  grateful  to  her,  that  his  endeavour  to  find  out,  and  to 
the  worthy  man  joins  most  reform,  any  of  those  who  may  have 
sincerely  with  her  in  all  those  re-  been  endangered  by  bis  means;  as 
spectful  and  affectionate  recollec-  well  as  to  repair  to  the  utmost  of 
tions,  which  make  the  memory  his  power,  any  damage  or  mis- 
of  the  departed  precious  to  sur-  chiefs  which  he  may  have  occa- 
vivore.  sioned  to  others. 

Mr.  Belfoed  was  not  so  destitute  E^With  regard  to  the  trust  with 
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which  he  was  honoured  by  the 
inimitable  lady , he  had  the  plea- 
sure of  acquitting  himself  of  it  in 
a very  few  months,  to  everybody’s 
satisfaction;  even  to  that  of  the 
unhappy  family;  who  sent  him 
their  thanks  on  the  occasion.  Nor 
was  he,  at  delivering  up  his  ac- 
counts, contented  with  resigning 
the  legacy  bequeathed  to  him , to 
the  uses  of  the  will.  So  that  the 
Poors’  Fund,  as  it  is  called,  is 
become  a very  considerable  sum; 
and  will  be  a lasting  bank  for  the 
relief  of  objects  who  best  deserve 
relief. 

There  was  but  one  earthly 
blessing  which  remained  for  Mr. 
Belford  to  wish  for,  in  order,  mo- 
rally speaking,  to  secure  him  all 
his  other  blessings;  and  that  was, 
the  greatest  of  all  wordly  ones , a 
virtuous  and  prudent  wife.  So 
free  a liver  as  he  had  been , he  did 
not  think  that  he  could  be  worthy 
of  such  a one,  till,  upon  an  impar- 
tial examination  of  himself,  he 
found  the  pleasure  he  had  in  his 
new  resolutions  so  great , and  his 
abhorrence  of  his  former  courses  so 
sincere,  that  he  was  the  less  ap- 
prehensive of  a deviation. 

Upon  this  presumption,  having 
also  kept  in  his  mind  some  encou- 
raging hints  from  Mr.  Lovelace; 
and  having  been  so  happy  as  to 
have  it  in  his  power  to  oblige  Lord 
M.  and  that  whole  noble  family, 
by  some  services  grateful  to  them 
(the  request  for  which  from  his 
unhappy  friend  was  brought  over, 
among  other  papers,  with  the 
dead  body,  by  De  la  Tour);  he 
besought  that  nobleman’s  leave  to 


make  his  addresses  to  Miss  Chab- 
lotte  Montague  , the  eldest  of  his 
Lordship’s  two  nieces:  and  mak- 
ing at  the  same  time  such  propo- 
sals of  settlements  as  were  not 
objected  to,  his  lordship  was 
pleased  to  use  his  powerful  interest 
in  his  favour.  And  his  worthy 
niece  having  no  engagement , she 
had  the  goodness  to  honour  Mr. 
Belford  with  her  hand ; and 
thereby  made  him  as  completely 
happy  as  a man  can  be,  who  has 
enormities  to  reflect  upon,  which 
are  out  of  his  power  to  atone  for, 
by  reason  of  the  death  of  some  of 
the  injured  parties,  and  the  irre- 
claimableness of  others. 

“ Happy  is  the  man  who , in  the 
time  of  health  and  strength , sees 
and  reforms  the  error  of  nis  ways ! 
— But  how  much  more  happy  is 
he , who  has  no  capital  and  wilful 
errors  to  repent  of!  — How  un- 
mixed and  sincere  must  the  joys  of 
such  a one  come  to  him!  ” 

LordM.  added  bountifully  in  his 
lifetime,  as  did  also  the  two  ladies 
his  sisters , to  the  fortune  of  their 
worthy  niece.  And  as  Mr.  Belford 
has  been  blessed  with  a son  by  her, 
his  lordship  at  his  death  [which 
happened  just  three  years  after 
the  untimely  one  of  his  unhappy 
nephew]  was  pleased  to  devise  to 
that  son,  and  to  his  descendants 
for  ever,  (and  in  case  of  his  death 
unmarried , to  any  other  children 
of  his  niece)  his  Hertfordshire 
estate  ( designed  for  Mr.  Lovelace ), 
which  he  made  up  to  the  value  of  a 
moiety  of  his  real  estates;  be- 
queathing also  a moiety  of  his  per- 
! sonal  to  the  same  lady. 
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Miss  Patty  Montagtte,  a fine 
young  lady  [to  whom  her  noble 
uncle,  at  his  death,  devised  the 
other  moiety  of  his  real  and  per- 
sonal estates,  including  his  seat  in 
Berkshire]  lives  at  present  with 
her  excellent  sister  Mrs.  Belford ; 
to  whom  she  removed  upon  Lord 
M.’s  death ; but,  in  all  probability, 
will  soon  be  the  lady  of  a worthy 
baronet,  of  ancient  family,  fine 
qualities,  and  ample  fortunes,  just 
returned  from  his  travels , with  a 
character  superior  to  the  very  good 
one  he  set  out  with : a case  that 
very  seldom  happens,  although 
the  end  of  travel  is  improvement. 

Colonel  Morden  , who , with  so 
many  virtues  and  accomplish- 
ments cannot  be  unhappy,  in 
several  letters  to  the  executor, 
with  whom  he  corresponds  from 
Florence  [having,  since  his  un- 
happy affair  with  Mr.  Lovelace, 
changed  his  purpose  of  coming  so 
soon  to  reside  in  England  as  he 
had  intended]  declares,  that  al- 
though he  thought  himself  obliged 
either  to  accept  of  what  he  took  to 
be  a challenge,  as  such ; or  tamely 
to  acknowledge,  that  ne  gave  up 
all  resentment  of  his  cousin’s 


wrongs;  and  in  a manner  to  beg  * 
pardon  for  having  spoken  freely  of 
Mr.  Lovelace  behind  his  back; 
and  although  at  the  time  he  owns  * 
he  was  not  sorry  to  be  called  upon, 
as  he  was , to  take  either  the  one 
course  or  the  other:  yet  now, 
coolly  reflecting  upon  his  beloved 
cousin’s  reasonings  against  duel- 
ling; and  upon  the  price  it  had  too 
probably  cost  the  unhappy  man; 
he  wished  he  had  more  fully  con- 
sidered those  words  in  his  cousin’s 
posthumous  letter  — “If  God  will 
allow  him  time  for  repentance, 
why  should  you  deny  it  him?  ” * 

To  conclude  — The  worthy 
widow  Loviek  continues  to  live 
with  Mr.  Belford ; and  by  her  pru- 
dent behaviour,  pietv,  and  useful- 
ness , has  endeared  herself  to  her 
lady,  and  the  whole  family. 

* Several  worthy  persons  have  wished, 
that  the  heinous  practice  of  duelling  had 
been  more  forcibly  discouraged,  by  way 
of  note , at  the  conclusion  of  a work  de- 
signed to  recommend  the  highest  and 
most  important  doctrines  of  Christianity ; 
it  is  humbly  presumed,  that  those  per- 
sons have  not  sufficiently  attended  to 
what  is  already  done  on  that  subject  in 
Vol.  I.  p.  254.  and  in  Vol.  IV.  Letters 
cxxix.  clvi.  civil,  and  clvili. 
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REFERRED  TO  IN  THE  PREFACE. 

IN  WHICH 

SEVERAL  OBJECTIONS  THAT  HAVE  BEEN  MADE,  AS  WELL  TO  THE 
CATASTROPHE,  AS  TO  DIFFERENT  PARTS  OF  THE  PRECEDING 
HISTORY,  ARE  BRIEFLY  CONSIDERED. 


ft  The  foregoing  work  having  been 
published  at  three  different  periods 
of  time , the  author,  in  the  course 
of  its  publication,  was  favoured 
with  many  anonymous  letters,  in 
which  the  writers  differently  ex- 
pressed their  wishes  with  regard  to 
the  apprehended  catastrophe. 

Most  of  those  directed  to  him  by 
the  gentler  sex,  turned  in  favour  of 
what  they  call  a fortunate  ending. 
Some  of  the  fair  writers,  ena- 
moured, as  they  declared,  with  the 
character  of  the  heroine,  were 
warmly  solicitous  to  have  her  made 
happy:  and  others,  likewise  of 
their  mind,  insisted  that  poetical 
justice  required  that  it  should  be 
so.  And  when,  says  one  ingenious 
lady,  whose  undoubted  motive  was 
ood-nature  and  humanity,  it  must 
e concluded,  that.it  is  in  an 
author’s  power  to  make  his  piece 
end  as  he  pleases , why  should  he 
not  give  pleasure  rather  than  pain 
to  the  reader,  whom  he  has  inter- 
ested in  favour  of  his  principal 
characters? 

Others,  and  some  gentlemen, 
declared  against  tragedies  in 


general,  and  in  favour  of  co- 
medies, almost  in  the  words  of 
Lovelace,  who  was  supported  in 
his  taste  by  all  the  women  at  Mrs. 
Sinclair’s , and  by  Sinclair  herself. 
“I  have  too  much  feeling ,”  said 
he*.  “There  is  enough  in  the 
world  to  make  our  hearts  sad, 
without  carrying  grief  into  our 
diversion  and  making  the  dis- 
tresses of  others  our  own.” 

And  how  was  this  happy  ending 
to  be  brought  about?  Why,  by 
this  very  easy  and  trite  expedient; 
to  wit,  by  reforming  Lovelace, 
and  marrying  him  to  Clarissa  — 
not,  however  abating  her  one  of 
her  trials , nor  any  of  her  suffer- 
ings, [for  the  sake  of  the  sport  her 
distresses  would  give  to  the  tender- 
hearted reader  as  she  went  along] 
the  last  outrage  excepted:  that 
indeed,  partly  in  compliment  to 
Lovelace  himself,  and  partly  for 
delicacy  sake , they  were  willing 
to  spare  her. 

But  whatever  were  the  fate  of 
his  work,  the  author  was  resolved 
to  take  a different  method.  He  al- 
* See  Yol.  II.  p.  321. 
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ways  thought,  that  sudden  conver- 
sions, such  especially , as  were  left 
to  the  candour  of  the  reader  to 
suppose  and  make  out,  had  neither 
art  nor  nature  nor  even  probability 
in  them ; and  that  they  were  more- j 
over  of  very  bad  example.  To 
have  a Lovelace  for  a series  of 
years  glory  in  his  wickedness,  and 
think  that  he  had  nothing  to  do,  ] 
but  as  an  act  of  grace  ana  favour 
to  hold  out  his  Land  to  receive 
that  of  the  best  of  women , when- 1 
ever  he  pleased,  and  to  have  it 
thought  that  marriage  would  be 
a sufficient  amends  for  all  his 
enormities  to  others  as  well  astoj 
her;  he  could  not  bear  that.  Nor 
is  reformation  as  he  has  shewn  in  i 
another  piece*,  to  be  secured  by  a 
fine  face ; by  a passion  that  has 
sense  for  its  object;  nor  by  the 
goodness  of  a wife’s  heart,  nor 
even  example , if  the  heart  of  the 
husband  be  not  graciously  touched 
by  the  Divine  finger. 

It  will  be  seen,  Dy  this  time,  that 
the  author  had  a great  end  in 
view.  He  has  lived  to  see  scepti- 
cism and  infidelity  openly  avowed, 
and  even  endeavoured  to  be 
propagated  from  the  press:  the 

freat  doctrines  of  the  gospel 
rought  into  question:  those  of 
self-denial  and  mortification  blot- 
ted out  of  the  catalogue  of  Chris- 
tian virtues:  and  a taste  even  to 
wantonness  for  out-door  pleasure 
and  luxury,  to  the  general  ex- 
clusion of  domestic  as  well  as 
public  virtue,  industriously  pro- 
moted among  all  ranks  and  de- 
grees of  people. 

* Pamela. 


In  this  general  depravity,  when 
even  the  pulpit  has  lost  great  part 
of  its  weight,  and  the  clergy  are 
considered  as  a body  of  interested 
men,  the  author  thought  he  should 
be  able  to  answer  it  to  his  own 
heart,  be  the  success  what  it 
would,  if  he  threw  in  his  mite  to- 
wards introducing  a reformation 
so  much  wanted : and  he  imagined, 
that  if  an  age  given  up  to  diversion 
and  entertainment,  he  could  steal 
in,  as  may  be  said,  and  investigate 
the  great  doctrines  of  Christianity 
under  the  fashionable  guise  of  an 
amusement,  he  should  be  most 
likely  to  serve  his  purpose;  re- 
membering that  of  the  poet : 

A verso  may  And  him  who  a sermon  flies, 
And  turn  delight  into  a sacrifice. 

He  was  resolved  therefore  to 
attempt  something  that  never  yet 
had  been  done.  He  considered 
that  the  tragic  poets  have  as 
seldom  made  their  heroes  true 
objects  of  pity,  as  the  comic  theirs 
laudable  ones  of  imitation:  and 
still  more  rarely  have  made  them 
in  their  deaths  look  forward  to  a 
future  hope.  And  thus , when  they 
die  they  seem  totally  to  perish. 
Death,  in  such  instances,  must  ap- 
pear terrible.  It  must  be  con- 
sidered as  the  greatest  evil.  But 
why  is  death  set  in  shocking 
lights,  when  it  is  the  universal 
lot? 

He  has  indeed  thought  fit  to 
paint  the  death  of  the  wicked  as 
terrible  as  he  could  paint  it.  But 
he  has  endeavoured  to  draw  that 
of  the  good  in  such  an  amiable 
manner,  that  the  very  Balaams  of 
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the  world  should  not  forbear  to' 
wish  that  their  latter  end  might be ! 
like  that  of  the  heroine. 

And  after  all , what  is  the  ■poeti- 
cal justice  so  much  contended /or 
by  some,  as  the  generality  of 
writers  have  managed  it , but 
another  sort  of  dispensation  than 
that  with  whichGod,  by  revelation , 
teaches  us?  He  has  thought  fit  to 
exercise  mankind ; whom  placing 
here  only  in  a state  of  probation, 
he  hath  so  intermingled  good  and 
evil , as  to  necessitate  us  to  look 
forward  for  a more  equal  dispen- 
sation of  both. 

The  author  of  the  History  (or 
rather  dramatic  narrative ) of 
Clarissa,  is  therefore  well  justified 
by  the  Christian  system,  in  defer- 
ring to  extricate  suffering  virtue 
to  the  time  in  which  it  will  meet 
with  the  completion  of  its  reward. 

But  not  absolutely  to  shelter 
the  conduct  observed  in  it  under 
the  sanction  of  religion,  [an  autho- 
rity perhaps  not  of  the  greatest 
weight  with  some  of  our  modern 
critics]  it  must  be  observed,  that 
the  author  is  justified  in  its  ca- 
tastrophe by  the  greatest  master 
of  reason,  and  best  judge  of  com- 
losition,  that  ever  lived.  The 
earned  reader  knows  we  must 
mean  Aristotle  ; whose  senti- 
ments in  this  matter  we  shall  beg 
leave  to  deliver  in  the  words  of  a 
very  amiable  writer  of  our  coun- 
try. 

“The  English  writers  of  trage- 
dy,” says  Mr.  Addison*,  “are 
possessed  with  a notion,  that  when 
they  represent  a virtuous  or  in- 

* See  Spectator,  Vol.  I.  No.  40. 


' nocent  person  in  distress,  they 
| ought  not  to  leave  him  till  they 
have  delivered  him  out  of  bis 
troubles,  or  made  him  triumph 
over  his  enemies. 

“This  error  they  have  been  led 
into  by  a ridiculous  doctrine  in 
modern  criticism,  that  they  are 
obliged  to  an  equal  distribution  of 
rewards  and  punishments , and  an 
impartial  execution  of  poetical 
justice. 

“ Who  were  the  first  that  esta- 
blished this  rule,  I know  not;  but 
I am  sure  it  has  no  foundation  in 
nature,  in  reason  , or  in  the  prac- 
tice OP  THE  ANCIENTS. 

“We  find,  that  good  and  evil 
happen  alike  unto  all  men  on  this 
side  the  grave:  and  as  the  prin- 
cipal design  of  tragedy  is  to  raise 
commiseration  and  terror  in  the 
minds  of  the  audience,  we  shall 
defeat  this  great  end,  if  we  always 
make  virtue  and  innocence  happy 
and  successful. 

“Whatever  crosses  and  disap- 
pointments a good  man  suffers  in 
the  body  of  the  tragedy , they  will 
make  but  small  impression  on 
our  minds,  when  we  know,  that,  in 
the  last  act,  he  is  to  arrive  at  the 
end  of  his  wishes  and  desires. 

“ When  we  see  him  engaged  in 
the  depth  of  his  afflictions , we  are 
apt  to  comfort  ourselves , because 
we  are  sure  he  will  find  his  way 
out  of  them,  and  that  his  grief 
how  great  soever  it  ngay  be  at  pre- 
sent, will  soon  terminate  in  glad- 
ness. 

“For  this  reason,  the  ancient 
writers  of  tragedy  treated  men  in 
their  plays  as  they  are  dealt  with 
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in  the  world , by  making  virtue  the  good  tragedies  which  have 
sometimes  happy  and  sometimes  been  written  since  the  starting  of 
miserable , as  they  found  it  in  the  the  above-mentioned  criticism, 
fable  which  they  made  choice  of,  have  taken  this  turn:  as  Tlu 
or  as  it  might  affect  theiraudience  Mourning  Bride,  Tamerlane *,  Ulyi- 
in  the  most  agreeable  manner.  ses , Phtedra  and  Hippolylus , with 
“Aristotle  considers  the  trage-  most  of  Mr.  Dryden’s.  1 must  also 
dies  that  were  written  in  either  allow,  that  many  of  Shakespeare’s, 
of  those  kinds : and  observes , that  and  several  of  the  celebrated 
those  which  ended  unhappily  had  tragedies  of  antiquity,  are  cast  in 
always  pleased  the  people  and  the  same  form.  1 do  not  therefore 
carried  away  the  prize , in  the  dispute  against  this  way  of  writ- 
public  disputes  of  the  stage , from  ing  tragedies;  but  against  the 
those  that  ended  happily.  criticism  that  would  establish  this 

“Terror  and  commiseration  as  the  only  method;  and  by  that 
leave  a pleasing  anguish  in  the  means  would  very  much  cramp 
mind,  and  fix  the  audience  in  such  the  English  tragedy,  and  perhaps 
a serious  composure  of  thought,  give  a wrong  bent  to  the  genius  of 
as  is  much  more  lasting  and  de-  our  writers, 
lightful , than  any  little  transient  This  subject  is  further  con- 
starts  of  joy  and  satisfaction.  sidered  in  a letter  to  the  Specta- 
“ Accordingly  we  find,  that  tor**, 
more  of  our  English  tragedies  “I  find  our  opinion,  says  the 
have  succeeded,  in  which  the  author  of  it,  concerning  the  late- 
favourites  of  the  audience  sink  invented  term , called  poetical  I 

under  their  calamities,  than  those  justice , is  controverted  by  some 
in  which  they  recover  themselves  eminent  critics.  I have  drawn  up 
out  of  them.  some  additional  arguments  to 

“The  best  plays  of  this  kind  strengthen  the  opinion  which  you 
are,  The  Orphan , Venice  Preserved , have  there  delivered  ; having  v 
Alexander  the  Great , Theodosius , endeavoured  to  go  to  the  bottom 
All  for  Love,  CEdipus,  Oroonoko , Sfc.  of  that  matter. 

“ King  Lear  is  an  admirable  “The  most  perfect  man  has 
tragedy  of  the  same  kind,  as  vices  enough  to  draw  down  pu- 
Shakespeare  wrote  it:  but  as  it  is  nishments  upon  his  head,  and  to 
reformed  according  to  the  chimeri-  justify  Providence  in  regard  to 
cal  notion  of  poetical  justice  , in  any  miseries  that  may  befal  him. 
my  humble  opinion,  it  has  lost  For  this  reason  I cannot  think  but 
half  its  beau|y.  ! that  the  instruction  and  moral  are 

“At  the  same  time  I must  allow  much  finer,  where  a man  who  is 
that  there  are  very  noble  tra- 
gedies which  have  been  framed'  * Yet  in  Tamerlane  two  of  the  most 
upon  the  other  plan,  and  have  ^^|fe^racter®'Monescs*ndArPasl8> 
ended  happily;  as  indeed  most  of i *»  Sce'gpect.  Yol.  vn.  No.  548. 
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virtuous  in  the  main  of  his  cha-j 
raeter  falls  into  distress,  and  sinks ' 
under  the  blows  of  fortune , at  the : 
end  of  a tragedy , than  when  he  [ 
is  represented  as  happy  and 
triumphant.  Such  an  example 
corrects  the  insolence  of  human 
nature,  softens  the  mind  of  the 
beholder  with  sentiments  of  pity 
and  compassion,  comforts  nim 
under  his  own  private  affliction, 
and  teaches  him  not  to  judge  of 
men’s  virtues  by  their  successes*. 
I cannot  think  of  one  real  hero  in 
all  antiquity  so  far  raised  above  | 
human  infirmities , that  he  might 
not  be  very  naturally  represented 
in  a tragedy  as  plunged  in  mis-  j 
fortunes  and  calamities.  The  poet 
may  still  find  out  some  prevailing 
passion  or  indiscretion  in  his 
character,  and  shew  it  in  such  a 
manner  as  will  sufficiently  acquit 
Providence  of  any  injustice  in  his 
sufferings:  for,  as  Horace  ob- 
serves, the  best  man  is  faulty,] 
though  not  in  so  great  a degree 
as  those  whom  we  generally  call 
vicious  men**. 

“If  such  a strict  poetical  justice 
(proceeds  the  letter- writer)  as 
some  gentlemen  insist  upon,  were 
to  be  observed  in  this  art,  there 
is  no  manner  of  reason  why  it 
should  not  extend  to  heroic 
poetry,  as  well  as  tragedy.  But 
we  find  it  so  little  observed  in 
Homer,  that  his  Achilles  is  placed 1 

* A caution  that  onr  blessed  Saviour 
himself  gives  in  the  case  of  the  eighteen 
persons  killed  by  the  fall  of  the  tower  of 
Siloam,  Luke  xiii.  4. 

**  — Vitiis  nemo  sine  nascitur:  optimus 
ille  eat , 

Qui  minimis  vrgetur  — 


in  the  greatest  point  of  glory  and 
success,  though  his  character  is 
morally  vicious,  and  only  poeti- 
cally good,  if  I may  use  the  phrase 
of  our  modern  critics.  The  JEneid 
is  filled  with  innocent  unhappy 

Eersons.  Nisus  and  Euryalus, 
,ausu8  and  Pallas,  come  all  to 
unfortunate  ends.  The  poet 
takes  notice  in  particular,  that,  in 
the  sacking  of  Troy,  Ripheus  fell, 
who  was  the  most  just  man 
among  the  Trojans : 

“ — Cadit  el  Itipheus,jusiissimus  unus 
Qui  fuit  in  Teucris,et  servantissimus  cequi. 
Diis  aliter  visum.  — .Ln.  II.  4 26. 

“ The  gods  thought  fit  — so  blameless 
Ripheus  fell , 

Who  loved  fair  justice,  and  observ’d  it 
weU. 

“And  that  Pantheus  could 
neither  be  preserved  by  his  trans- 
cendent piety , nor  by  holy  fillets 
of  Apollo,  whose  priest  he  was : 

Nec  te  tua  plurima,  Pantheu , 
Labenlem  pietas,  nec  Apollinis  infula  texit. 

ACn.  II.  429. 

“Nor  could  thy  piety  thee,  Pantheus, 
save, 

Nor  ev’n  thy  priesthood,  from  an  early 
grave. 

I might  here  mention  the  prac- 
tice of  ancient  tragic  poets , both 
Greek  and  Latin;  but  as  this  par- 
ticular is  touched  upon  in  the 
paper  above-mentioned,  I shall 
pass  it  over  in  silence.  I could 
produce  passages  out  of  Aristotle 
m favour  of  my  opinion : and  if  in 
one  place  he  says,  that  an  abso- 
lutely virtuous  man  should  not  be 
represented  as  unhappy,  this  does 
not  justify  any  one  who  should 
think  fit  to  bring  in  an  absolutely 
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virtuous  man  upon  the  stage 
Those  who  are  acquainted  with; by 
that  author’s  way  of  writing, 
know  very  well,  that  to  take  the 
whole  extent  of  his  subject  into 
hie  divisions  of  it,  he  often  makes 
use  of  such  cases  as  are  imagi- 
nary, and  not  reducible  to  prac- 
tice. — 


prices  contended  for  were  given 
the  state;  when,  of  conse- 
quence, the  emulation  among 
writers  was  ardent;  and  when 
learning  was  at  the  highest  pitch 
of  glory  in  that  renowned  com- 
monwealth. 

It  cannot  be  supposed  that  the 
Athenians,  in  this  their  highest 


“I  shall  conclude,”  says  this | age  of  taste  and  politeness,  were 
gentleman,  “with  observing,  that  less  humane,  less  tender  hearted, 
though  the  Spectator  above-men-  than  we  of  the  present.  But  they 
tioned  is  so  far  against  the  rule  of ; were  not  afraid  of  being  moved, 

nor  ashamed  of  showing  them- 
selves to  be  so,  at  the  distresses 
they  saw  well  painted  and  repre- 
sented. In  short,  they  were  of 


poetical  justice , as  to  affirm,  that 
good  men  may  meet  with  an  un- 
happy catastrophe  in  tragedy,  it 
does  not  say,  that  ill  meji  may  go 
off  unpunished.  The  reason  for 
this  distinction  is  very  plain; 
namely,  because  the  best  of  men 


the  opinion,  with  the  wisest  of 


men,  that  it  was  better  to  go  to  the 
house  of  mourning  than  to  the  house 
[as  is  said  above]  have  faults  of  mirth ; and  had  fortitude  enough 


enough  to  justify  Providence  for  to  trust  themselves  with  their  own 
any  misfortunes  and  afflictions  generous  grief,  because  they 
which  may  befal  them ; but  there  found  their  hearts  mended  by  it. 
are  many  men  so  criminal,  that  Thus  also  Horace,  and  the  poli- 
they  can  have  no  claim  or  pre-  test  Romans  in  the  Augustan  age, 
tence  to  happiness.  The  best  of  wished  to  be  affected : 
men  may  deserve  punishment;  but  , , , .. 

the  worst  of  men  cannot  deserve  ' recusem  , 

happiness.” 

Mr.  Addison,  as  we  have  seen 
above,  tells  us,  that  Aristotle,  in 
considering  the  tragedies  that 


e ipse 


were  written  in  either  of  thekinds7 
observes,  that  those  which  ended 
unhappily  had  always  pleased  the 
people,  and  carried  away  the  prize, 
in  the  public  disputes  of  the  stage, 
from  those  that  ended  happily. 

And  we  shall  take  leave  to  add, 
that  this  preference  was  given  at 
a time  when  the  entertainments  of 

the  stage  were  committed  to  the 1 n , - . . . ..  . . 

_ „ ^<,9,  . , , , ,,  | Can  make  me  feel  each  passion  that  he 

care  of  the  magistrates;  when  the  j feigns ; 


Cum  rede  Iradent  alii,  luuilare  maliqne; 
llle  per  exlentum  funem  mi  hi  posse  vuietur 
Ire  poeta,  meum  qui  pedus  inuniter  unyit, 
Irritat,  mulcet , falsis  lenoribus  implel, 
Ut  magus;  el  modo  me  Tliebis , modo  ponit 
Athenis. 

Thus  Englished  by  Mr.  Pope: 

Yet  lest  you  think  I rally  more  than 
teach , 

Or  praise,  malignly,  arts  I cannot  reach; 
Let  me,  for  once,  presume  t'instruct  the 
times 

To  know  the  poet  from  the  man  of 
rhymes. 

Tis  he  who  gives  my  breast  a thousand 
pains : 
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Enrage  — compose  — with  more  than 
magic  art. 

With  pity  and  with  terror  tear  my  heart;  I 
And  snatch  me  o’er  the  earth,  or  through 
the  air, 

To  Thebes,  to  Athens,  when  he  will,  and 
where. 

Our  fair  readers  are  also  desired 
to  attend  to  what  a celebrated 
critic*  of  a neighbouring  nation 
says  on  the  nature  and  design  of 
tragedy,  from  the  rules  laid  down 
by  the  same  great  ancient: 

“Tragedy,”  says  he,  “makes 
man  modest , by  representing  the 
great  masters  of  the  earth 
humbled ; and  it  makes  him  tender 
and  merciful,  by  shewing  him  the 
strange  accidents  of  life , and  the 
unforeseen  disgraces  to  which  the 
most  important  persons  are  sub- 
ject. 

“ But  because  man  is  naturally 
timorous  and  compassionate,  he 
may  fall  into  other  extremes.  Too 
much  fear  may  shake  his  con- 
stancy of  mind,  and  too  much 
compassion  may  enfeeble  his 
equity.  ’Tis  the  business  of  tra- 
gedy to  regulate  these  two  weak-  j 
nesses.  It  prepares  and  arms  him  - 
against  disgraces,  by  shewing 
them  so  frequent  in  the  most  con- 
siderable persons;  and  he  will 
cease  to  fear  extraordinary  acci- 
dents, when  he  sees  them  happen 
to  the  highest  part  of  mankind. 
And  still  more  efficacious,  we  may 
add,  the  example  will  be,  when  he 
sees  them  happen  to  the  best. 

“But  as  the  end  of  tragedy  is  to 
teach  men  not  to  fear  too  weakly 

* Rap  in  on  Aristotle’s  Poetics. 


common  misfortunes , it  proposes 
also  to  teach  them  to  spare  their 
compassion  for  objects  that  deserve 
it.  For  there  is  an  injustice  in  being 
moved  at  the  afflictions  of  those 
who  deserve  to  be  miserable.  We  may 
see,  without  pity*  Clytemnestra 
slain  by  her  son  Creates  inzEschy- 
lus,  because  she  had  murdered 
Agamemnon  her  husband ; yet  we 
cannot  see  Hippolytus  die  by  the 
plot  of  his  step-mother  Phaedra, 
in  Euripides,  without  compassion, 
because  he  died  not,  but  for  being 
chaste  and  virtuous.” 

These  are  the  great  authorities 
so  favourable  to  the  stories  that 
end  unhappily.  And  we  beg  leave 
to  re-inforce  this  inference  from 
them,  that  if  the  temporary  suf- 
ferings of  the  virtuous  and  the 
good  can  be  accounted  for  and 
justified  on  Pagan  principles, 
many  more,  and  infinitely  stronger 
reasons,  will  occur  to  a Christian 
reader  in  behalfof  what  arc  called 
unhappy  catastrophes,  from  the 
consideration  of  the  doctrine  of 
future  rewards;  which  is  every 
where  strongly  enforced  in  the 
History  of  Clarissa. 

Of  this  (to  give  but  one  instance) 
an  ingenious  modern  distinguish- 
ed by  his  rank,  but  much  more 
for  his  excellent  defence  of  some 
of  the  most  important  doctrines  of 
Christianity,  appears  convinced 
in  the  conclusion  of  a pathetic 
monody , lately  published;  in 
which,  after  he  had  deplored,  as  a 
man  without  hope  (expressing  our- 
selves in  scripture  phrase)  the  loss 
of  an  excellent  wife,  he  thus  con- 
soles himself: 
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counsel,  and  afterwards  receive 
me  to  glory.” 

This  is  the  Psalmist’s  comfort 
and  dependence.  And  shall  man, 
at  once  presuming  to  alter  the  common 
course  of  nature,  and  so  far  as  he 
is  able,  to  elude  the  tenure  by 
which  frail  mortality  indispen- 
sably holds,  imagine  that  he  can 
make  a better  dispensation;  and 
by  calling  it  poetical  justice , indi- 


Yet,  O my  soul!  thy  rising  murmurs 
stay, 

Nor  dare  th  All-wise  Disposer  to  ar- 
raign , 

Or  against  His  supreme  decree 
"With  impious  grief  complain. 

That  all  thy  full-blown  joys 
should  fade , 

Was  his  most  righteous  will : and  be  that 
will  obeyed. 

Would  thy  fond  love  His  grace  to  her 
control, 

And  in  these  low  abodes  of  sin  and 
pain 

Her  pure,  exalted  soul,  „ , 

Unjustly , for  thy  partial  good,  detain?  rectly  reflect  on  the  divine? 

No  — rather  strive  thy  grov’ling  mind 

to  raise  i The  more  pains  have  been 

that  unclouded  blaze , taken  to  obviate  the  objections 

That  heavnly  radiance  of  eternal  light,  . . - ,,  ,.  / . . , 

In  which  enthron'd  she  now  with  pity  Arising  from  the  notion  ot  poetical 
sees , justice , as  the  doctrine  built  upon 

How  frail,  how  insecure,  how  slight,  ft  jja(j  obtained  general  credit 
Is  ev  ry  mortal  bliss.  . , P.  . , 

_ among  us ; and  as  it  must  be  con- 

But  of  infinitely  greater  weight  fessed  to  have  the  appearance  of 
than  all  that  has  been  above  pro-  humanity  and  good  nature  for  its 
duced  on  this  subject,  are  the  supports.  And  yet  the  writer  of 


words  of  the  Psalmist 
“As  for  me,”  says  he,  * “my  feet 


the  History  of  Clarissa  is  humbly 
of  opinion,  that  he  might  have 
were  almost  gone,  my  steps  had  been  excused  referring  to  them  for 
well-nigh  slipt:  for  I was  envious  the  vindication  of  his  catastrophe, 
at  the  foolish,  when  I saw  the  pro-  even  by  those  who  are  advocates 
sperity  of  the  wicked.  For  their  for  the  contrary  opinion;  since 
strength  is  firm ; they  are  not  in  the  notion  of  poetical  justice, 
trouble  as  other  men;  neither  are  founded  on  the  modern  rules,  has 
they  plagued  like  other  men  — hardly  ever  been  more  strictly  ob- 


their  eyes  stand  out  with  fatness ; 
they  have  more  than  their  heart 
could  wish  — verily  I have  cleans- 


served  in  works  of  this  nature, 
than  in  the  present  performance. 

For,  is  not  Mr.  Lovelace , who 


-,•1  * . j i i r ui.  uut  i’ll  • nuu 

ed  mine  heart  m vam,  and  washe  cou]^  persevere  in  his  villainous 
my  hands  in  innocence;  for  all  - R * fhp  stTOn(rfisf 


my  hands  m innocence;  for  all  view  -against  the  strongest  and 
the  day  long  havel  been  plagued,  mogt  k^ent  conviction!  and  re- 
i chastened  every  morning.  | morsea  ?hat  ever  were  8ent  to 

awaken  and  reclaim  a wicked 
man  — is  not  this  great,  this  wil- 


and  chastened  every  morning. 

When  I thought  to  know  this,  it 
was  too  painful  for  me.  Until  I 
went  into  the  sanctuary  of  Glod; 

then  understood  I their  end  - W teaMgressor.coudrgulj 

thou  .halt  guide  me  with  thy  ei>',?nd  AT  b 

6 ' \ on  through  the  intelligence  of  the 

* Psalm  lxxiii.  j very  Joseph  Leman  wnom  he  had 
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corrupted;*  and  by  means  oft  We  shall  now,  according  to  the 
the  very  women  whom  he  had  de-!  expectation  given  in  the  Preface 
bauched**  — Is  not  Mr.  Belton,  to  this  edition,  proceed  to  take 
who  has  an  uncle’s  hastened  death  brief  notice  of  such  other  objec- 
to  answer  for*** — Are  not  the  tions  as  have  come  to  our  know- 


whole  Harlowe  family  — is  not  the 
vile  Tomlinson  — are  not  the  in- 
famous Sinclair  and  her  wretched 
partners  — and  even  the  wicked 
servants , who,  with  their  eyes 
open,  contributed  their  parts  to 
the  carrying  on  of  the  vile 
schemes  of  their  respective  princi- 
pals — are  they  not  all  likewise 
exemplarily  punished? 

On  the  other  hand,  is  not  Miss 
Howe,  for  her  noble  friendship  to 
the  exalted  lady  in  calamities  — 
is  not  Mr.  Hickman  , for  his  unex- 
ceptionable morals,  and  integrity 
of  life  — is  not  the  repentant  and 
not  ungenerous  Belford  — is  not 
the  worthy  Norton — made  signal- 
ly happy ? 

And  who  that  are  in  earnest  in 
their  profession  of  Christianity, 
but  will  rather  envy  than  regret 
the  triumphant  death  of  Clarissa  ; 
whose  piety,  from  her  early  child- 
hood; whose  diffusive  charity; 
whose  steady  virtue ; whose  Chris- 
tian humility,  whose  forgiving 
spirit;  whose  meekness  and  re- 
signation, HEAVEN  only  could 
reward  f? 

* See  this  Vol.  p.  452. 

H**  Ibid.  p.  461,  462. 

***  Ibid.  p.  148. 

t And  here  it  may  not  be  amiss  to  re- 
mind the  reader,  that  so  early  in  the 
work  as  Vol.  I.  p.  875,  376,  the  dispen- 
sations of  Providence  are  justified  by 
herself.  And  thus  she  ends  her  re- 
flections — “I  shall  not  livo  always  — 
may  my  closing  scene  be  happy!" 

She  had  her  wish.  It  was  happy. 


ledge:  for,  as  is  there  said,  “ This 
work  being  addressed  to  the 
public  as  an  history  of  life  and 
manners , those  parts  of  it  which 
are  proposed  to  carry  with  them 
the  force  of  example , ought  to  be 
as  unobjectionable  as  is  consistent 
with  the  design  of  the  whole , and 
with  human  nature.'1 

Several  persons  have  censured 
the  heroine  as  too  cold  in  her 
love,  too  haughty,  and  even  some- 
times provoking.  But  we  may 
presume  to  say,  that  this  objec- 
tion has  arisen  from  want  of  atten- 
tion to  the  story,  to  the  character 
of  Clarissa , and  to  her  particular 
situation. 

It  was  not  intended  that  she 
should  be  in  love,  but  in  liking  only, 
if  that  expression  may  be  admit- 
ted. It  is  meant  to  be  every 
where  inculcated  in  the  story,  for 
example -sake,  that  she  never 
would  have  married  Mr.  Lovelace 
because  of  his  immoralities,  had 
she  been  left  to  herself;  and  that 
her  ruin  was  principally  owing  to 
thepersecutions  of  her  friends. 

What  is  too  generally  called 
love,  ought  (perhaps  as  generally) 
to  be  called  by  another  ' name. 
Cupidity,  or  a Paphian  stimulus . as 
some  women,  even  of  condition, 
have  acted,  are  not  words  too 
harsh  to  be  substituted  on  the  oc- 
casion, however  grating  they  may 
be  to  delicate  ears.  But,  take  the 
word  love  in  the  gentlest  and  most 
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honourable  sense,  it  would  have  deal  with  than  Mr.  Lovelace,  or 
been  thought  by  some  highly  im-  had  he  had  but  half  the  merit 

Erobable , that  Clarissa  should  which  Mr.  Hickman  has , would 
ave  been  able  to  shew  such  a have  found,  that  my  doctrine  on 
command  of  her  passions,  as  this  subject  should  have  governed 
makes  so  distinguishing  a part  of  my  practice.”  See  this  whole 
her  character,  had  she  been  as  letter,  Yol.  IV.  p.  172.  See  also 
violently  in  love',  as  certain  warm  Mr.  Lovelace’s  letter,  Vol.  IV. 
and  fierce  spirits  would  have  had  p.  457,  &r  seq.  where , just  before 
her  to  be.  A few  observations  are  his  death,  he  entirely  acquits  her 
thrown  in  by  way  of  note  in  the  j conduct  on  this  head, 
present  edition , at  proper  places,  j It  has  been  thought,  by  ’some 
to  obviate  this  objection,  or  rather  | worthy  and  ingenious  persons, 
to  bespeak  the  attention  of  hasty  that  if  Lovelace  had  been  drawn 
readers  to  what  lies  obviously  be-  an  infidel  or  scoffer , his  character, 
fore  them.  For  thus  the  heroine  according  to  the  taste  of  the  pre- 
anticipates this  very  objection,  sent  worse  than  sceptical  age, 
expostulating  with  Miss  Howe  on  would  have  been  more  natural, 
her  contemptuous  treatment  of  It  is,  however,  too  well  known, 
Mr.  Hickman;  which  (far  from  that  there  are  very  many  persons, 
being  guilty  of  the  same  fault  her-  of  his  cast,  whose  actions  discredit 
self)  she  did  on  all  occasions , and  their  belief.  And  are  not  the  very 
declares  she  would  do,  whenever  devils,  in  scripture , said  to  believe 
Miss  Howe  forgot  herself,  al-  and  tremble? 
though  she  haa  not  a day  to  But  the  reader  must  have  ob- 
live : served,  that  great,  and,  it  is  hoped, 

“ 0 my  dear,”  says  she,  “that  it  good  use, has  been  made  through- 
had  been  my  lot  (a6 1 was  not  per-  out  the  work,  by  drawing  Love- 
mitted  to  live  single)  to  have  met  lace  an  infidel  only  in  practice; 
with  a man,  by  whom  I could  have  and  this  as  well  in  the  arguments 
acted  generously  and  unreser-  of  his  friend  Belford,  as  in  his  own 
vedly!  frequent  remorses,  when  touched 

“Mr.  Lovelace,  it  is  now  plain,  with  temporary  compunction,  and 
in  order  to  have  a pretence  against  J in  his  last  scenes ; which  could  not 
me,  taxed  my  behaviour  to  him  have  been  made,  had  either  o* 
with  stiffness  and  distance.  You,  them  been  painted  as  sentimental 
at  one  time , thought  me  guilty  of  unbelievers.  Not  to  say  that  Cla- 
some  degree  of  prudery,  difficult  rissa,  whose  great  objection  to  Mr. 
situations  should  be  allowed  for ; ! Wyerly  was,  that  he  was  a scoffer, 
which  often  make  seeming  occa-  must  have  been  inexcusable  had 
sions  for  censure  unavoidable.  I she  known  Lovelace  to  be  so , and 
deserved  not  blame  from  him,  who!  had  given  the  least  attention  to 
made  mine  difficult  And  you,  my  his  addresses.  On  the  contrary, 
dear,  had  I had  any  other  man  to  thus  she  comforts  herself,  when 
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she  thinks  she  must  be  his  — 
“This  one  consolation,  however, 
remains:  he  is  not  an  infidel,  an 
unbeliever.  Had  he  been  an  in- 
fidel, there  would  have  been  no 
room  at  all  for  hope  of  him ; but 
(priding  himself  as  he  does  in  his 
fertile  invention)  he  would  have 
been  utterly  abandoned , irre- 
claimable, and  a savage*.”  And 
it  must  be  observed , that  scoffers 
are  too  witty  in  their  own  opinion, 
(in  other  words,  value  themselves 
too  much  upon  their  profligacy) 
to  aim  at  concealing  it. 

Besides,  had  Lovelace  added 
ribbald  jests  upon  religion , to  his 
other  liberties,  the  freedoms  which 
would  then  have  passed  between 
him  and  his  friend  must  have  been 
of  a nature  truly  infernal.  And 
this  farther  hint  was  meant  to  be 
given  by  way  of  inference , that 
the  man  who  allowed  himself  in 
those  liberties,  either  of  speech  or 
action,  which  Lovelace  thought 
shameful , was  so  far  a worse  man 
than  Lovelace.  For  this  reason 
he  is  every  where  made  to  treat 
jests  on  sacred  things  and  sub- 
jects, even  down  to  the  mythology 
of  the  pagans  among  pagans,  as 
undoubted  marks  of  the  ill-breed- 
ing of  the  jesters;  obscene  images 
and  tajk,  as  liberties  too  shameful , 
for  even  rakes  to  allow  themselves  j 
in!  and  injustice  to  creditors,  and 
in  matters  of  meurn  and  tuum , as 
what  it  was  beneath  him  to  be 
guilty  of. 

Some  have  objected  to  the 
meekness,  to  the  tameness,  as 
they  will  have  it  to  be,  of  Mr. 

* See  Vol.  n.  p.  433. 


Hickman’s  character.  And  yet 
Lovelace  owns,  that  he  rose  upon 
him  with  great  spirit  in  the  inter- 
view between  them;  once,  when 
he  thought  a reflection  was  but 
implied  on  Miss  Howe*;  and  an- 
j other  time  when  he  imagined  him- 
self treated  contemptuously**. 
Miss  Howe , it  must  be  owned, 
(though  not  to  the  credit  of  her 
! own  character)  treats  him  lu- 
dicrously on  several  occasions. 
But  so  she  does  her  mother.  And 
perhaps  a lady  of  her  lively  turn 
would  have  treated  as  whimsi- 
cally any  man  but  a Lovelace. 
Mr.  Belford  speaks  of  him  with 
honour  and  respect***.  So  does 
Colonel  Mordenf.  And  so  does 
Clarissa  on  every  occasion.  And 
all  that  Miss  Howe  herself  says  of 
him,  tends  more  to  his  reputation 
than  discreditf  f , as  Clarissa  in- 
deed tells  her  ff f. 

And  as  to  Lovelace’s  Jtreatment 
of  him , the  reader  must  have  ob- 
served, that  it  was  his  way  to 
treat  every  man  with  contempt, 
partly  by  way  of  self-exaltation, 
and  partly  to  gratify  the  natural 

gaiety  of  his  disposition.  He  says 
imself  to  Belford §,  “Thou 
knowest  I love  him  not,  Jack ; and 
whom  we  love  not,  we  cannot  al- 
low a merit  to;  perhaps  not  the 
merit  they  should  be  granted.”  — 
“Modest  and  diffident  men,” 
writes  Belford  to  Lovelace,  in 
praise  of  Mr.  Hickman,  “ wear  not 

* See  Vol.  III.  Letter  cxxi. 

**  Ibid.  *»*  See  this  Vol.  p.  12,  13. 

t See  this  Vol.  p.  412. 
ft  Vol.  I.  p.  220.221,223.  Vol.  XL p.  183. 
f ft  See  Vol.  I.  p.  251. 

§ Vol.  III.  Letter  cxxi. 
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soon  off  those  little  precisenesses, 
which  the  confident,  if  ever  they 
had  them,  presently  get  over*.” 
But,  as  Miss  Howe  treats  her 
mother  as  freely  as  she  does  her 
lover;  so  does  Mr.  Lovelace  take 
still  greater  liberties  with  Mr.  Bel- 
ford  than  he  does  with  Mr.  Hick- 
man, with  respect  to  his  person, 
air,  and  address,  as  Mr.  Belford 
himself  hints  to  Mr.  Hickman**. 
And  yet  he  is  not  so  readily  be- 
lieved to  the  discredit  of  Mr.  Bel- 
ford, by  the  ladies  in  general , as 
he  is  when  he  disparages  Mr.  Hick- 
man. Whence  can  this  partiality 
arise? 

Mr.  Belford  had  been  a rake : but 
was  in  a way  of  reformation. 

Mr.  Hickman  had  always  been  a 
good  man. 

And  Lovelace  confidently  says, 
That  the  women  love  a man  whose 
regard  for  them  is  founded  in  the 
knowledge  of  them  ***. 

Nevertheless,  it  must  be  owned, 
that  it  whs  not  proposed  to  draw 
Mr.  Hickman,  as  the  man  of  whom 
the  ladies  in  general  were  likely 
to  be  very  fond.  Had  it  been  so, 
goodness  of  heart,  and  gentleness  of 
manners , great  assiduity,  and  in- 
violable and  modest  love,  would  not 
of  themselves  have  been  supposed 
sufficient  recommendations.  He 
would  not  have  been  allowed  the 
least  share  of  preciseness  or  forma- 
lity, although  those  defects  might 
have  been  imputed  to  his  re- 
verence for  the  object  of  his  pas- 

*  See  this  Vol.  p.  13. 

**  Ibid.  p.  380. 

***  Vol.  ID.  p.  90. 


sion:  but  in  his  character  it  was 
designed  to  shew,  that  the  same 
man  could  not  be  every  thing; 
and  to  intimate  to  ladies , that  in 
choosing  companions  for  life,  they 
should  rather  prefer  the  honest 
heart  of  a Hickman,  which  would 
be  all  their  own , than  to  risk  the 
chance  of  sharing,  perhaps  with 
scores  (and  sometif  those  probably 
the  most  profligate  of  the  sex), 
the  volatile  misenievous  one  of  a 
Lovelace:  in  short,  that  they 
should  choose,  if  they  wished  for 
durable  happiness,  for  rectitude  of 
mind , and  not  for  speciousness  of 
person  or  address:  nor  make  a 

t'est  of  a good  man  in  favour  of  a 
tad  one,  who  would  make  a jest 
of  them  and  of  their  whole  sex. 

Women  bom  to  be  control’d, 

Stoop  to  the  forward  and  the  bold , 

Says  Waller  — and  Lovelace 
top! 

>«3ome  have  wished  that  the  story 
had  been  told  in  the  usual  narra- 
tive way  of  telling  stories  designed 
to  amuse  and  divert,  and  not  in 
letters  written  by  the  respective 
persons  whose  history  is  given  in 
them.  The  author  thinks  he 
ought  not  to  prescribe  to  the  taste 
of  others ; but  imagined  himself 
at  liberty  to  follow  nis  own.  He 
perhaps  mistrusted  his  talents  for 
the  narrative  kind  of  writing.  He 
had  the  good  fortune  to  succeed 
in  the  epistolary  way  once  be- 
fore. A story  in  which  so  many 
persons  were  concerned,  either 
principally  or  collaterally,  and  of 
characters  and  dispositions  so 
various,  carried  on  with  tolerable 
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connection  and  perspicuity,  in  a 
series  of  letters  from  different 
persons,  without  the  aid  of  digres- 
sions and  episodes  foreign  to  the 
principal  end  and  design,  he 
thought  had  novelty  to  be  pleaded 
for  it:  and  that,  in  the  present  age, 
he  supposed  would  not  be  a slight 
recommendation. 

Besides  what  has  been  said 
above,  and  in  the  Preface , on  this 
head,  the  following  opinion  of  an 
ingenious  and  candid  foreigner, 
on  this  manner  of  writing,  may 
not  be  improperly  inserted  here. 

“ The  method  which  the  author 
has  pursued  in  the  History  of 
Clarissa,  is  the  same  as  in  the  life 
of  Pamela:  both  are  related  in 
familiar  letters  by  the  parties 
themselves,  at  the  very  time  in 
which  the  events  happened : and 
this  method  has  given  the  author 
great  advantages,  which  he  could 
not  have  drawn  from  any  other 
species  of  narration.  The  minute 
particulars  of  events,  the  senti- 
ments and  conversation  of  the 
artiea , are , upon  this  plan , ex- 
ibited  with  all  the  warmth  and 
spirit  that  the  passion  supposed 
to  be  predominant  at  the  very 
time  could  produce , and  with  all 
the  distinguishing  characteristics 
which  memory  can  supply  'in  a 
history  of  recent  transactions. 

“Kornances  in  general,  and 
Marivaux’s  amongst  others,  are 
wholly  improbable ; because  they 
suppose  the  history  to  be  written 
after  the  series  of  events  is  closed 
by  the  catastrophe:  a circum- 
stance which  implies  a strength  of 
memory  beyond  all  example  and 

Clarissa.  IV. 


probability  in  the  persons  con- 
cerned , enabling  them  at  the 
distance  of  several  years,  to  relate 
all  the  particulars  of  a transient 
conversation : or  rather  it  implies 
a yet  more  improbable  confidence 
and  familiarity  between  all  these 
persons  and  the  author. 

“There  is,  however,  one  diffi- 
culty attending  the  epistolary 
method;  for  it  is  necessary,  that 
all  the  characters  should  have  an 
uncommon  taste  for  this  kind  of 
conversation,  and  that  they  should 
suffer  no  event,  not  even  a re- 
markable conversation,  to  pass 
without  immediately  committing 
it  to  writing.  But  for  the  preserva- 
tion of  the  letters  once  written , the 
author  has  provided  with  great 
judgment,  bo  as  to  render  this  cir- 
cumstance highly  probable*.” 

Jt  is  presumed,  that  what  this 
gentleman  says  of  the  difficulties 
attending  a story  thus  given  in 
the  epistolary  manner  of  writing, 
will  not  be  found  to  reach  the 
History  before  us.  It  is  very  well 
accounted  for  in  it,  how  the  two 
principal  female  characters  came 
to  take  so  great  a delight  in  writ- 
ing. Their  subjects  are  not 
merely  subjects  of  amusement; 

* Tilts  quotation  is  translated  from  a 
Critique  on  the  History  of  Ci.arissa, 
written  in  French , and  published  at 
Amsterdam.  The  whole  critique,  ren- 
dered into  English,  was  inserted  in  the 
Gentleman's  Magazine  of  June  and  Au- 
gust, 1749.  The  author  has  done  great 
honour  in  it  to  the  History  of  Clarissa ; 
and  as  there  are  remarks  published  with 
it,  which  answer  several  objections  made 
to  different  passages  in  the  story  by  that 
candid  foreigner,  the  reader  is  referred 
to  the  aforesaid  magazines  for  both. 
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but  greatly  interesting  to  both: 
yet  many  ladies  there  are  who 
now  laudably  correspond,  when 
at  distance  from  each  other,  on 
occasions  that  far  less  affect  their 
mutual  welfare  and  friendships, 
than  those  treated  of  by  these 
ladies.  The  two  principal  gen- 
tlemen had  motives  of  gaiety  and 
vainglory  for  their  inducements. 
It  will  generally  be  found  that 
persons  who  have  talents  for  fami- 
liar writing,  as  these  correspon- 
dents are  presumed  to  have , will 
not  forbear  amusing  themselves 
with  their  pens,  on  less  arduous 
occasions  than  what  offer  to  these. 
These  foub  (whose  stories  have  a 
connection  with  each  other)  out 
of  the  great  number  of  characters 
which  are  introduced  in  this 
History,  are  only  eminent  in  the 
epistolary  way:  the  rest  appear 
but  as  occasional  writers , and  as 
drawn  in  rather  by  necessity  than 
choice,  from  the  different  relations 
in  which  they  stand  with  the  four 
principal  persons. 

The  length  of  the  piece  has 
been  objected  to  by  some,  who 
perhaps  looked  upon  it  as  a mere 
novel  or  romance;  and  yet  of  these 
there  are  not  wanting  works  of 
equal  length. 

They  were  of  opinion  that  the 
story  moved  too  slowly,  parti- 
cularly in  the  first  and  second 
volumes,  which  are  chiefly  taken 
up  with  the  altercations  between 
Clarissa  and  the  several  persons 
of  her  family. 

But  is  it  not  true,  that  those 
altercations  are  the  foundation  of 
the  whole,  and  therefore  a neces- 


sary part  of  the  work  ? The  let- 
ters and  conversations , where  the 
story  makes  the  slowest  progress, 
are  presumed  to  be  characteristic. 
They  give  occasion  likewise  to 
suggest  many  interesting  per- 
sonalities, in  which  a good  deal  of 
the  instruction  essential  to  a work 
of  this  nature  is  conveyed.  And 
it  will,  moreover,  be  remembered, 
that  the  author,  at  his  first  setting 
out,  apprized  the  reader , that  the 
story  (interesting  as  it  is  generally 
allowed  to  be)  was  to  be  principally 
looked  upon  as  the  vehicle  to  the 
instruction. 

To  all  which  we  may  add,  that 
there  was  frequently  a necessity 
to  be  very  circumstantial  ana 
minute , in  order  to  preserve  and 
maintain  that  air  of  probability, 
which  is  necessary  to  be  maintain- 
ed in  a story  designed  to  represent 
real  life;  and  which  is  rendered 
extremely  busy  and  active  by  the 
plots  and  contrivances  formed  and 
carried  on  by  one  of  the  principal 
characters. 

Some  there  are,  and  ladies  tool 
who  have  supposed  that  the  ex- 
cellencies of  tne  heroine  are  car- 
ried to  an  improbable,  and  even 
to  an  impracticable  height,  in  this 
History.  But  the  education  of 
Clarissa,  from  early  childhood , 
ought  to  be  considered  as  one  of 
her  very  great  advantages;  as, 
indeed , the  foundation  of  all  her 
excellencies;  and,  it  is  hoped , for 
the  sake  of  the  doctrine  designed 
to  be  inculcated  by  it,  that  it  will. 

She  had  a pious,  a well-read,  a 
not  meanly  descended  woman  for 
her  nurse,  who  with  her  milk,  as 
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Mrs.  Harlowe  says*,  gave  her  that 
nurture  which  no  other  nurse 
could  give  her.  She  was  very! 
early  happy  in  the  conversation- 
visits  of  her  learned  and  worthy 
Dr.  Lewen,  and  in  her  correspon- 
dencies, not  with  him  only,  but 
with  other  divines  mentioned  in 
her  last  will.  Her  mother  was, 
upon  the  whole,  a good  woman, 
who  did  credit  to  her  birth  and  her 
fortune;  and  was  able  to  instruct 
her  in  her  early  youth:  her  father 
was  not  a free-living  or  free-prin- 
cipled man ; and  both  delighted  in 
her  for  those  improvements  and 
attainments,  which  gave  her,  and 
them,  in  her , a distinction  that 
caused  it  to  be  said,  that  when  she 
was  out  of  the  family , it  was  con- 
sidered but  as  a common  family**. 
She  was  moreover  a country  lady ; 
and,  as  we  have  seen  in  Miss 
Howe’s  character  of  her***,  took 
great  delight  in  rural  and  house- 
hold employments,  though  qua- 
lified to  adorn  the  brightest  circle. 

It  must  be  confessed,  that  we 
are  not  to  look  for  Clarissa's  among 
the  constant  frequenters  of  Dane- 
lagh and  Vauxhall,  nor  among 
those  who  may  be  called  daughters 
of  the  card-table.  If  we  do,  the 
character  of  our  heroine  may  then 
„ indeed  be  justly  thought  not  only 
improbable, but  unattainable.  But 
we  have  neither  room  in  this  place, 
nor  inclination,  to  pursue  a sub- 
ject so  invidious.  We  quit  it 

* See  Vol.  II.  p.  276. 

**  See  this  Vol.  p.  153.  See  also  her 
mother’s  praises  of  her  to  Mrs.  Norton. 
Vol.  I.  p.  177. 

***  See  this  Vol.  p.  436—438. 


therefore,  after  we  have  repeated , 
that  we  know  there  are  some,  and 
we  hope  there  are  many , in  the 
British  dominions,  [or  they  are 
hardly  any  where  in  the  European 
world]  who , as  far  as  occasion  has 
called  upon  them  to  exert  the  like 
humble  and  modest,  yet  steady  and 
useful  virtues,  have  reached  the 
perfections  of  a Clarissa. 

Having  thus  briefly  taken  notice 
of  the  most  material  objections 
that  have  been  made  to  different 
parts  of  this  History,  it  is  hoped 
we  may  be  allowed  to  add,  that 
had  we  thought  ourselvesat  liberty 
to  give  copies  of  some  of  the  many 
letters  that  have  been  written  on 
the  other  side  of  the  question,  that 
is  to  say,  in  approbation  of  the 
catastrophe,  and  of  the  general 
conduct  and  execution  of  the  work, 
by  some  of  the  most  eminent 
judges  of  composition  in  every 
branch  of  literature ; most  of  what 
has  been  written  in  this  Postscript 
might  have  been  spared. 

But  as  the  principal  objection 
with  many  has  lain  against  the 
length  of  the  piece,  we  shall  add 
to  what  we  have  said  above  on 
that  subject,  in  the  words  of  one 
of  those  eminent  writers : “ That, 
if  in  the  History  before  us,  it  shall 
be  found,  that  the  spirit  is  duly 
diffused  throughout ; that  the  cha- 
racters are  various  and  natural; 
well  distinguished,  and  uniformly 
supported  and  maintained:  if  there 
be  a variety  of  incidents  sufficient 
to  excite  attention,  and  those  so 
conducted , as  to  keep  the  reader 
always  awake!  the  length  then 
must  add  proportionably  to  the 
32* 
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pleasure  thatevery  person  of  taste  the  understanding,  the  extra- 
receives  from  a well-drawn  picture  vagant  performance  will  be  judg- 
of  nature.  But  where  the  con-  ed  tedious,  though  no  longer  than 
trary  of  all  these  qualities  shock  a fairy  tale.” 


THE  END. 
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